CHAPTER 95.0

For a very long time Juna was all alone, left alone to think, and she wanted to be alone. Her body melted into the fur surroundings of her bed, warming her entirely as opposed to her crying and emotions heating only her cheeks. Inside there was contrast as well; her body was still while her mind spun in circles going a thousand light years an hour; the thoughts were like asteroids and when they hit off the inside of her skull it just created a pounding headache. Profoundly it made her think more, her mind was all ways like that; an unrelenting module that needed to solve things that grabbed her attention, and thus the headaches turned into migraines symptoms. She was grateful for only a few things, one beginning with the promise made to her by someone she had thought she knew all too well and truly didn’t while the other intangibles involved were absent for reasons unclear to her. As promised Prophet kept his word and stayed away. The Yaltmas quietly were busy preparing for tonight’s private dinner based on their Magus’ plans. Faradi was nowhere to be found to give her answers, her own point of view, or further belittle her.

Juna wanted to be alone. She wanted to endure the pain alone. The pain in her head. The ache growing in her heart. It was deep, great, but she wanted to endure it all alone. Everyone else, she figured, had his or her own problems to overcome.

CHAPTER 95.1

High above Presence Lair, the cold and snows that were greater in such elevations finally broke through the last walls of war time survival that all Vhinech had learned to adapt and live by for years on Vhanba, and fires bright enough and hot enough to warm them and gave away their position soon grew from the shoveled out dry grounds in the vast hillside which laid opposite to the side which faced the town of Sanctuary. Many have endured harsher climates on the Old World, but not their children who were born on the forgiving planet they now found themselves trapped on. The townspeople had achieved such distance with the determination of staying alive as their motivation and faith aided in their gathering of strength to move through thick snows and drifts in one constant motion that lasted twenty four straight hours. The trek was treacherous the whole way and at no time easy on no one. Eventually the need for rest did overtake them, followed by the need to eat, and as of now the need to get warm as nightfall once again fell upon them like the darkness that had plagued their beautiful, peaceful existence.

When the fires started, some of the Elders tried and failed to explain to everyone the dangers the fire in the situation they were in. A simple flicker of light, a puff of smoke climbing high into the clouds, was enough for the enemy to train weapons on them from afar; either from Sanctuary or a forward position, or from orbit. Failure came at different rates; some families didn’t care, while other families at first obeyed but were soon burning wood in minutes or hours. There were species not meant to live in such climates and for the woodchoppers in Sanctuary they made their seasonal pay by getting them plenty of logs to burn; the other option which very few chose was to migrate to the far south, but that meant they had to be on their own to fend for themselves. None did yet this year, for in order to get traveling rations they had to help tend to the fields and inventory and store the food supply; a requirement of law. Up here all ready those species were losing or had all ready lost to the winter. Children of all kinds were succumbing faster than the warm weather species. That fact worked against the Elders the most.

The other was there numbers, for most of the Elders died in the initial attack, when the grenades and rockets struck the center of town and when they fled; Reverend Apostle, Reverend Unita, and Osolete were all that remained. Many held them up high in the way of authority and guidance, but it was hard to do so with ten Reverends taking care of nearly 5,000 people in manners of the mundane to the slightest of spiritual troubles. Now it was three trying to convince nearly the same number to listen to them while in a situation filled with a constant state of potential death on their dueling minds. Also they heard an unhealthy rumor beginning to grow from hushed whispers into casual tones of conversation, generally where males gathered around in the far corners of the unlit darkness, thus creating an air of debate whether having the fires was actually a good thing.

Apostle and the others headed for the remains of the Army of Light, which truthfully was a Handful of Protectors that was now the Walking Wounded, determined to seek out their aide. Arriving they found them around a small fire, both Magus Nautilus and Magus Orrick sitting still within the circle of Vhinech feeling safe and secure being in their presence, wounds mended and that aquatic entity Nautilus wearing a lot of clothing to stay warm; clothing from the dead, charred holed and blood stained; the dead no longer needed such necessities. 

Apostle took the lead and asked, “Pardon me from ending for being so direct, but you two are not all that we have to go against the aggressors, are you?”

“Your pardoned,” assured Nautilus, standing up and dropping the blanket wrapped around his body, letting a child that was sitting with him take sole possession of it. “And yes, what you see is it. Magus Prophet ended two of our Brothers.”

“And the Keeper of Sanctuary?” asked one of the younger Vhinech in earnest.

“He’s not here, is he?” questioned Unita. It was a given now that the appearance of a Blessed World only a stone’s throw away from the Land of Plenty was only a clever deception. “The Vhinphyc who jailed us here.”

“Enothchild Sarch did not jail us here,” Orrick pointed out, his small furry form rising from his still place. “For some, yes, it is their prison. We were brought here to live in peace. Finally peace; an existence none of our people has lived in all their thousand years. The ruse had to be done. We would have never had this home if it wasn’t done.”

“If you feel this is a prison,” Nautilus pointed sternly in the direction where they all came from, “then go join those who are free, those who are corrupted by Magus Prophet’s leadership, good Reverend.”

“Irony that statement is, good Magus,” said Apostle, a bit of guff in his tone for being talked to in a downward way. “If you have not noticed, some of the good people here are considering that very option in growing volume. We came to you in the hopes that you can reason with them.”

Both Orrick and Nautilus exchanged looks that seem to betray an all ready foreseen suspicion. Nautilus said, “I feared as much.” Sighing, the two Maguses nodded in a silent agreement. Orrick quickly grabbed a few Vhinech, spoke to them, and they all spread out to the smaller fires and groups around them. Meanwhile Nautilus boldly walked towards the biggest of the bonfires that burned, for most of the citizens had gathered there. Upon arrival many of the men went silent and all those arriving knew what the discussion was about. The Reverends and Nautilus exchanged looks briefly, but held silent as Orrick and his groups efforts began to show as Vhinech moved closer and closer to the large burning fire.

Once sure that everyone was there, Nautilus held up his webbed hands to let them know he was going to speak, and began without the need of an Force-enhanced voice. “Good people, fellow Vhinech…I know a lot of you realize the truth now, that we are not so very close to the Lands of Plenty. Forgive us and the surviving military commanders who felt the misleading was necessary. Without it, the citizens of the Galactic Republic would have not let us live this life of peace that we have been given, which in time would have ultimately made up completely free to roam the universe. We were brought here on a good faith bases, one I do believe many of you still accept. Others, on the other hand, seem to be Lore bent on making an unwise decision based on those circumstances and the one circumstance we are currently in. I implore those individuals thinking of rejoining the Vhinech aggressors to not do so. Might as well get it out in the open before we move on.”

As expect the counterpoint was ready; as Nautilus spoke, a considerable group of male and female Vhinech got together in the middle of that large crowd, and with their children in tow they pressed forward enough to get his attention. Nautilus waved them forward and the others, the undecided, made way for them. Ahead of the group, the blacksmith Thor stood alone as their leader. “If we are to get it out in the open, I would like to stress that fact that we cannot move on at all. This deep snow is getting deeper, and not all are as tall or strong as I. We made very little ground, we have no supplies, and quite frankly I see no other choice here.”

“You forget then that they have attacked us and they are lead by one of the leaders that had given us a death sentence in the first place?”

“I had forgotten, somehow I have, that I was dragged her against my free will.” Thor pointed at Nautilus. “I know you had something to do with it.”

“Yes, I made you forget,” said Nautilus honestly. “You had been caught after you had slain citizens of the Republic and had been a fugitive of justice. You were brought here, your mind like the others altered just enough to forget your aggressive nature and disruptive past, and then released to join the populace. Was it necessary? Yes, for the good of the long future it most certainly was.”

“I was in my right to do what I wanted,” said Thor, and a few others agreed with a short cheer. “I am a free entity. I do as I please.”

“The Republic only understands our war nature, Brother,” Nautilus pointed out. “We had kidnapped several thousand people and had taken a world hostage. We committed crimes against innocent beings; therefore they have the right to demand justice. This is our sentence, a peace agreement: to live here, in peace and in solitude. This is what the majority of us had agreed to; this was not a simple democratic decision.”

“I do not recall having a right to speak on it,” someone else shouted.

“That is due to the fact that you, Brother,” said Orrick with a pointing finger of accusation at the speaker, “were too busy trying to attack a fueling depot at the time.” The smaller Vhinech propped himself on top of the woodpile that was created for the fire that burned behind them. “The central command of our military was shattered and beaten, and those in charge had to think of the troops and their families. The majority of those involved in the war gave up because they could not do it anymore.”

“That still leaves us, as thinking beings under the Grace of Presence, to make our own decisions,” said Thor flatly. Again, quite a few agreed. “It is so written in our Bible. In the Book of Release it is said ‘All that is free is free to explore so long as they do not sin and are not criminal in their acts’. We demand freedom for we feel we are not criminals.” He pointed a hard, furry hand towards Sanctuary. “They have not attacked us. I believe they are giving us a chance to rejoin them. Some of us are going to whether you like it, the Republic likes it, or not. They attacked us because we are traitors!”

“If you believe that than you are truly lost on your own world,” said Nautilus. 

“Oh, and we are to believe you?” Thor circled around and looked at his group. “If this is supposedly a place of peace, how is it that the evils of war, in your opinion, got here? The Vhinphyc, the pretender of the Keeper of Sanctuary, where is he? Obviously betraying us if he is not here!”

“He would never betray us,” someone else shouted.

“Then how did they get here if no betrayal was in play?”

“If you believe in such a betrayal, then why do you wish to join it?”

There was a silence after that, and Destiny – who had spoken that last sentence that silenced the crowd and her husband – emerged from the crowd and stood before her mate. She said to everyone, “Why would anyone question the sincerity of it all? Of this place, of the people that brought us here to live? Why would anyone want to go back to running, and fighting, and praying that you will not die? Those beings, those who feel like Vhinech down there in OUR town that had destroyed OUR homes, and had murdered OUR people. To me, those creatures are not my Brothers and Sisters. Those beings are not even Vhinech. They are fakes and disbelievers, and I will have nothing to do with them or anyone who is willing to associate themselves with them!”

Thor looked at his wife disapprovingly and said, “You do not know what you say, my mate. We were brought here against our will-.”

“You were. I was not.” Destiny looked around. “Not everyone here was dragged here. We wanted the nightmares to end, and when someone offers you a rope as you hang desperately from a cliff you take it. I could not run anymore, or hide. I imagined killing myself if I did not have this chance; a tough choice to make but one I would have went through. Over the years I realized how great of an error that was to even think of such an easy way out. So here we are now, in another dire, and the easy way out for us is to give up all we have gained by coming here. You ask us to do that? It is sinful!”

“If we stay here, or if we try to move, we will die,” someone else shouted.

“If you go with those things down there that have attacked us, you will most certainly die by either their hands or someone else’s swift stroke.”

Nautilus clapped his hands together once in a loud alarm. Everyone looked towards him and he said, “This debate does hinge on what you all want to do. Fair enough. In order for all of us, and I do mean all of us, to go on ahead on the Path of Life I suggest destiny should be determined right here, right now.” He gave the crowd a once over look, and continued. “If you wish to leave us, then leave! Now! If you leave you will give up all weapons and you will not be allowed to come back!” 

There were some rumblings of uncertainty now from the groups wanting to rejoin the forces down below. One of them shouted back, “You cannot disarm us. It is not right!”

“What is not right is those forces coming back up here, with you all in tow, attacking us the minimally armed. And believe me you will be attacking us.”

“We would not do such a thing.”

“Really?” asked Destiny, who then turned towards her husband, and sadly asked, “If you joined them, and I did not, would you attack the rest of us if they said we were traitors?”

“They are not attacking us now, in case you have not noticed,” Thor was quick to point out. “Besides that fact you will be coming with me so you will not die.”

Destiny looked at him, and a few of the other Vhinech, mostly females, looked at their significant others with indignation. Destiny asked, “What was that you said? Did you happen to hit your head down there during the battle?” 

Thor, like some of the others, was resolute. “You will come with me, my mate. It is your duty as my wife to death do us part.”

“And you say you never had the right to chose,” mused Nautilus slyly, drawing Thor’s angry stare. “It’s her choice.” He stepped back and shouted, “IT’S ALL YOUR CHOICE WHETHEROR NOT YOU WANT TO LEAVE US! Make no mistake, those who do not want to go will have my protection! That means you who are leaving will have no say in their destinies! You want to join the sinners, then leave your weapons and do so now. I will make it easier for you to decide.” He pulled out his lightsaber, ignited it to the awe of the people, and said, “Once you leave us, we cannot take you back. I will not let you come back. You will be branded traitors of Sanctuary for you will no longer be honest, a being that honors their words. Make no mistake,” he let himself get very brooding in his demeanor, “I will end anyone that leaves and attempts to come back. I am that serious.”

Reverend Apostle objected. “You cannot be serious to declare such sin?”

“I Am That Serious,” mouthed Nautilus loudly and carefully. “Those Vhinech down there are the reason why we are here. Their actions, their motives, are frowned upon by the innocent people of the galaxy and cast a cloud over us all. I will not allow the cloud to expand if I can help it; it will guarantee us a renewal of a great lasting suffering. I swore to Presence herself that I will protect the innocent by any means necessary. It will pain me so if I have to take a life.” His large, bulbous eyes looked down at a Human-Vhinech child held by the shoulders by their parents: parents that were Thor in leaving. “Even one so young if it comes down to it.”

“You wouldn’t dare,” said Destiny. She was appalled by it all.

Nautilus looked at them all and said, “Then do not dare me to prove it. Please, I am that serious.” 

“But they are not attacking us no longer,” someone else noted.

“That will change, especially if any of you leave.” Nautilus shut off his lightsaber, walked a few steps over to his right, instructed the crowd to part and make a way through them, and stood at the beginning. “Go. Give them a reason to fire back. Replenish their forces. If any of you feel you will die here, then disarm, say your farewells, and leave us. I will think of a way to keep us alive as long as possible, but I need to know now how many I have to be responsible for. So…” 

Nautilus gestured towards the open path that lead to where they came through, back to Sanctuary. Thor and those who were prepared to leave held their ground, unmoving. Most of the undecided had decided, some of them waiting for the others to leave or stay to make up their minds. After a while, Nautilus said, “Then enough of this fodder about being dragged here against your will or not having a choice. I will not hear it anymore. Quit your childish moaning and let us think of a way to solve the problem we are in. 

“We have numbers, and for whatever reason they are not attacking; let’s use both to our advantage as long as we have it. And I know the Keeper will come; he will not let us fall under the evil that is building. If we hold out long enough he will come, with help, and all together we can defeat the growing evil around us.”

CHAPTER 95.2

With a start, Enothchild woke up from his healing slumber, rubbing his eyes to clear them before shutting off the alarm that he set to go off. He took a look at his the wrist computer and, “FORCE NO!”

The alarm had been going off for quite awhile, just a little over a day and a half.

“Why?” He leapt off the medical bed, and in the next instant only landed on his good foot. Enothchild let out a sigh; in his haste to move, he forgot all about his bad leg and the temporary mending job he did on it. With the extra time that was forced upon him – and Force only knew why – there may have been an instinctive need to stay under, for the injury may have needed more time to get together, or perhaps it wasn’t healed at all. The Force was still with him, or otherwise he would have never had the power to move so reflexively so quickly at the last second.

“Patience, Enothchild,” he told himself. Very carefully he put his foot down and began to apply weight. The pain was not intense, but it was there to make him wince. He took a good step, then a step with the bad leg; a stiff leg move which the impact again made him wince. Decidedly all the weight was going to be on the good leg, and there was no way he was going to run, jump, or flip in the possible fight to come. That prompted a small laugh from him as he also realized, “Hell, I don’t even have my lightsaber.”

Like it or not the odds were stacked against him. Enothchild wouldn’t have it any other way. Not that he craved such things, but like it or not he was at his best when his life was at its worst.

Limping through the ship and reaching the bridge, Enothchild inspected the status screens and discovered that all repairs to whatever parts of the ship could be fixed were indeed complete. Liking the sound of his voice, he said, “Okay, this is where it just gets interesting.” He licked his lips, sighed, and walked over to the helm station, taking a gingerly slow seat as the nervousness of the moment began to set in. The cockpit’s navigation rigging was shot, the sensors were still gone, and the worst pilot ever born was going to fly it all blind using the reserve flight control system. 

Enothchild vowed to get it right the first time; quite frankly if he didn’t he wouldn’t live long enough to regret it. Recalling his flight training – the technical and definition aspects of those unnecessarily thrilling days – he read and got to know every readout, knob, button, switch, sensor wave, and flashing thing with no real purpose to it laid out before him. It was, of course, labeled in Vhanbadian text.

Somehow, some reason, it was all Gungan to him once his large hands reached out to touch the controls. He pulled back, and he understood it all again. “Cripes, Dizzy’s right; I am a starshipidiot!” Enothchild rubbed his temples. “Okay, I have to get focus here. Let the Force be my guide.” And it had to be, for he had to use it to navigate.

Once Enothchild cleared his mind, he opened his eyes and everything looked familiar to him, familiar as in an old friend. Everything had an order to it, from ignition sequence start to open valve-maneuvering thrusters to sublight engines to hyperdrive for example. Another was the shields, from particle to the ray, the adjusting harmonic switches, the high yield to low yield density knobs, and the activation of razor shields to the capture field. There was symmetry now to it all, and his hands fell perfectly where they needed to be to start, and from there he could see where they would go next, and so on.

“Yeah, I can do this.” Enothchild let his hands move, and he started with the sublight controls...
The ship lurched forward madly like a purr’s tails caught in a rodent trap, a visual Enothchild easily in his sudden frantic imagined as he grabbed the sides of the control counsel hard to prevent him from being thrown into the control board when he ordered the ship to stop; a visual he imagined too easily because he and his late wife Nadja had such a creature she affectionately called Mister Bigglesworth and too many times its tails got caught in everything and jumped a imaginary screaming mile. Settled down, he looked over the instruments to ensure the figurative aftermaths of such ‘tail stepping’ didn’t occur; in the case of the ship, a breakdown in fragile areas such as the hull.
Sighing in relief after the diagnostic came back, Enothchild said, “Okay, perhaps I should learn to crawl before I learn to walk.” He keyed the forward thrusters, and he felt the forward movement until the yellow nearing red line acceleration compensator took hold of his heavy form. Looking over the controls again, he mused aloud, “If someone ever created a ‘Go Back Where You Came’ button, to just backtrack the flight, they’ll make a fortune on us starshipidiots.”
In short time he managed to regain his confidence and began to pilot at faster speeds, but not straying far from where he had been in station keeping for the last few days. One look at the viewing scanners told him a great deal why not too; from his, based on the galactic circumstances in which they were all in, disadvantage point he could see just about all the galaxy. Without long range sensors of the complete function of the ship’s guidance systems it would be foolish of him to stray far. He still felt he went ‘straight up’, but for all Enothchild knew the gravitational constant of the galaxy could have pulled the ship on an angle. Given the ship’s speed and range he could honestly be over Chandrilla and not Naboo, or if he moved too far from his resting point where it rested above Naboo he could lose the ability to backtrack.

This was a getting to know the feel of things process for Enothchild. As he piloted he used the Force to guide his hands and determine his bearings. In a sense he was training himself how to be a homing bird, using his Force instincts to find his way to where he needed to go. He felt he was making progress, but he was far from being done. His only hope was that Juna, or anyone else involved in some way, had not given up.
CHAPTER 95.3
The votes were tallied, and for the first time in weeks, perhaps months save for a few short lived blips on the radar screen of life, Chancellor Valorum could not help to smile at the results. He didn’t care if anyone could see it on their monitor screens from their stations, and he couldn’t help to look at Senator Dod while he was prepared to read the results. Out of the what seemed to be the depths of darkest space came the Senator of Alderaan with a ‘straight vote’ motion that ended all the debates, the tinkering, and the seemingly unstoppable politics; an unexpected move by a world known solely for its pacifism to suggest a simplistic amendment that just read ‘This Order, In Which All Accounted For In and Above the Call of Quorum, To Be Voted On Without Addition or Subtraction, To Restore Full Military-Executive Powers As Guaranteed in the Galactic Constitution Of The Republic To Supreme Chancellor Finnis Valorum Effective Immediately Upon The Ending of the Vote And The Reporting Of The Results’. 
It was quickly seconded by Naboo, thirdly by Corellia, and lastly by Dantooine, but Alderaan was the ultimately decider for the uncommitted and those who did care about their own lives let alone the people they represented. This was huge; Alderaan had never introduced any military-subject legislation in over ten thousand years. Valorum never saw it coming and obviously Lott Dod never did either; everyone was so tied up on compromises to the bill they were all ready considering it took a sudden announcement by the most quiet of all the worlds in the debate to finally give everyone a reason to stop, vote, get it on record, and move NOW! Having two other worlds similar to Alderaan – Dantooine and more importantly Naboo – adhere to it and approve of it was just too much icing being added to an all ready tasty cake that everyone was going to enjoy eating.

Clearing his voice and for once everyone in a state of hush, Valorum proudly announced the results that flashed before him. “On the Special Order Motion 23, to restore full military executive powers as guaranteed in the Galactic Constitution of the Republic, 79 percent For and 21 percent Against. The yeas have it, therefore the measure, Special Order Motion 23, is hereby passed.” 
Without missing a beat, Valorum took another breath and played a crafty political card; one that favored what he needed to do to help the Republic. “At this time I call for adjournment of the Senate to last two weeks. Do I hear a motions?”

Lott Dod’s booth began to move towards Valorum’s perch, obviously to challenge based on the look of concern that was expressed on the alien’s face; what the worry was Valorum wasn’t certain. However Asks Moe – for a change in his opinion Good Old Asks Moe – cut off his ally and said, “I second the motion for an adjournment.”

“Wait, I want a roll call of the votes!” demanded Dod.

However, Valorum ignored him as he still stared at him. “We will signify with an aye vote. What say you all?” In a great, loud unison thousands of Senators, who had been prisoners of their own political offices for over seven months thanks to the assassinations and their own voting, agreed very loudly. “The ayes have it. This Senate is in adjournment for two weeks.”

“But! BUT!” Dod stuttered and was so flustered he couldn’t think of the proper bureaucratic procedure to counter it. Before he could, everyone was practically half way out of the building.

Valorum, on the other hand, turned on his comm system at the podium and a small holographic image of King Veruna appeared before him. He said, “Your Majesty, I assume you have been watching. Tell me where Sanctuary is and I will have every Republic military ship there in hours.”

“I have watched,” said Veruna with a nod, and then a shake of his young head. “And I will tell you where Sanctuary is. However the Republic’s fastest ship will still take days to get there. It’s that far away.” Even as the words left his mouth, sensor data was beamed through the transmission and it didn’t take a rocket scientist to see that what Veruna said was true. Valorum was ready to remind him that it didn’t matter until Veruna added as a hopeful afterthought, “But…the Trade Federation will reach Sanctuary in a day or so.”
Valorum shot Mas Amedda a look, and the majordomo’s look was just as equally distressing. The Human looked right at the docking home Trade Federation box and watched the departing Lott Dod vanish behind a wall. That was why the senator was so nervous. He turned back to Veruna and dropped the pleasantries. “You told the Trade Federation where Sanctuary is? Days ago? Do you have any idea what you have done?”

“I did it because the Republic was failing…no, failed in a timely matter to save Lady Angelleia’s life. The Trade Federation had ships near the system in question-.”

“Oh my god, you...you gave them an open death warrant. You gave the Trade Federation to right to kill everyone in the system, including Lady Angelleia.” Valorum purposely cut his transmission off to Veruna so he could contact the Republic Navy. He knew the animosity that the Trade Federation carried against Naboo, especially with Juna Rapier as their leader; it almost equaled their hatred for the Vhinech. Every time he thought the Trade Federation would not stoop to a low as to where she was ‘accidentally’ killed, or they were ‘tragically unable to save her’, the facts came back to remind him because of the opportunity created by Veruna’s immature decision.
Whatever he did, he knew it wouldn’t be in time. Whatever was going to happen, Valorum hoped the innocent would be all right, and think and make the right decisions to keep them alive.

CHAPTER 95.4
With a waking up startled start, Juna propped herself up by her arms, gasping, and looked around with her eyes at first. She thought someone was touching her, and strangely it felt like someone she knew. She sat up, cleared her sleepy eyes and looked for Cessa or Deannta, expecting either of her enslaved friends to be there. She was all alone in the room.
“Faradi?” asked Juna aloud, rubbing her arms for comfort and warmth despite the fact she was still dressed in her wool nightgown from the previous night and had fallen asleep on the fur lined blanket of her bed. There was no answer, and the chill went away, and Juna never contemplated the significants any further. The tension from sleeping in an awkward position faded away and the intended purpose of rest became more evident. More so for the eyes and body, but importantly for her mind.

Juna looked at the time piece on the wall and as she expected she slept most of the day away. For a while, an hour or just a little more, she was hard into thinking. Finally she dozed off sometime just after midday, really with nothing resolved on her mind. 
Now, however, the picture was a little more clearly. It was as if by waking up she has awaken to a discovered upon revelation; borrowing a little from Prophet’s musings to clarify the point he was trying to make with her earlier. What the Vhinech had said just seemed to sink in so easily; much of it made sense, some of it did not, and all of it…

Scared her?

Should the facts have made her weary and cautious? Should she be considering the source of the commentary? 

Should it frighten her that she had so much in common with her menacing captor?

Then why didn’t it?

Juna curled her legs up towards her torso, wrapping her arms around them to maintain the position as she attempted to debate the issues further…and failed in the debate. She didn’t embrace Prophet, but she couldn’t deny his claims. He’s cared for her, as promised, and he revealed the truth that he kept away from her attention. She had to give it to him in the latter; she believed the truth more that way from him, through discovery first, than she would have if he just told her. She knew she would have figured it all about the Vhinphyc creating Prophet in the long run, but Prophet confirmed everything and more and by doing she felt he was entrusting her with a great, shameful secret; undoubtedly the other Vhinech did not know.
Did he trust her so blindly? Or did he know she would never reveal it?

Of course, Juna frowned when she thought about it, she was his prisoner. Just exactly when was she going to catch the next shuttle out of here and who was she going to tell?

Why?

Juna raised her head with the thought; why would she tell anyone? It honestly bares no significants and it really didn’t help anyone in the galaxy. It did not change anything if she managed to escape and went back to Naboo to tell Dizzy and Muriel, King Veruna, or if she returned to Coruscant and told the Jedi Council or Enothchild Sarch. It was for her ears only, for her satisfaction under the eyes of Prophet, to help her…become free. 

Why would she tell anyone if anyone wouldn’t tell her a damn thing?

There was so much, Juna felt now, that was kept away from her. She couldn’t see it all, but it hurt her to know that everyone else around her seemed to know it and purposely kept it from her. Perhaps she couldn’t handle it as a child, but she was an adult now, a woman, and it wouldn’t have hurt them to tell her. Would she be hurt? Perhaps. Did that mean they had to treat her like a baby? Absolutely not.

Honestly she didn’t know what hurt more when she thought about it. Was it the fact that the people she cared for, thought about, and thought she knew and trusted withheld a great many things from her with a smiling face and hugging embrace, or was it the fact that it took the much despised and supposedly untrustworthy evil that was Magus Prophet to open her eyes to a great, harsh reality?
Juna hated him, and yet she hated everyone else. Everyone else was not to be trusted. Like her current surroundings around her she was all alone with really no one to trust anymore.

Or as unbelievable to her as it sounded, the only entity she could trust other than herself, she trusted Magus Prophet. He had shown her trust, he gave her trust, and he trusted her with not only secrets but the truth. He wasn’t afraid of the truth. Why was everyone else around her so deathly afraid of the truth? At times the truth does hurt, but in the long run no one suffers for long. Only those who believe a lie long enough prolong the suffering. Juna didn’t want to suffer anymore. She wanted the pain to go away, and that meant confronted the beast…the man in the other room.

“Finally,” rang Faradi’s voice from within Juna’s head. “It took you long enough to understand.”

Juna didn’t acknowledge the spirit right away. When she did, it was in normal, somber tones. “I don’t quite understand anything.”
“Yes you do. You know now what needs to be done.” Faradi’s arms suddenly came into her view, wrapped around Juna’s cuddled up form. Her head found the back of Juna’s neck. “I won’t lie to you, it will be difficult. You will have to experience a great deal of unpleasantness to achieve your goal.”

Juna sighed and said, “What is my goal? What will I be really accomplishing?”

“The truth, of course,” spoke Faradi. “That is the very form of the truth that you can conceive, every truth that you can trust and believe in; the passive truth, the truth that is the present reality, and the truth that has not yet come to pass. Prophet knows such things and wants to be your guide. But you will discover them yourself, beat him to the punch.”

“And then?”

Faradi smiled. “Then you will do what needs to be done. It may take time, considerable time, and it will be trying. It will be hard for you to understand it at times. When those times become difficult you may call on me.” She breathed into Juna’s ear. “When you do not wish to experience the evils that life gives you, I will be more than willing to tackle them in your place. Just say the word, in prayer or in thought, and I will assume your role.”

Juna nibbled on her lower lip as she thought a little more and said, “Why do I trust him so much?”
“Prophet? Simple, you trust him because you are going to kill him. Your trust in him is blinding him to your true motives.”

“My true motives.” Juna turned towards Faradi. “Why is that so hard to see?”

“Because you realize that your true motives are not as one dimensional as they were when you came to Sanctuary. Your sole reason to come here. Your only reason. It is flawed and you realize it now. You can’t be one dimensional in your approach. A singular purpose does not work in a multi-dimensional reality and that, my dear Queen, is the damn truth in its purist form.”

Faradi pulled Juna closer to her body more and said, “Your revenge will become quiet clear my dear. Listen to him and believe what he says, but do not follow him. Hold his hand, embrace him, but not his ultimately desires. Inhale all that he is, absorb it into your being, and release it back towards him double the fold. Do this, and all destinies will be under your control.”
Juna was totally lost in the exuberance, so she neither questioned any of what Faradi expressed nor did she immediately answer Deannta, who had just entered the bedroom. “Juna?” Finally she turned her form towards her friend. “Magus Prophet begs your audience for dinner. He asked before and you have promised. I’m here to help you get ready. Unless you have changed your mind?”

Standing up with some determination in her steps, Juna looked at her masked friend and said, “You know me. I keep my promises.”

CHAPTER 95.5
Far away, on Korriban, the day had finally come for Sele Nevere to read the message Lord Sidious had given to her in private before his, Lord Maul’s, and Naressa Rapier’s departure. She stood proudly in the command center of the Sith Monastery, typed in her private code in her personal data pad, and alone read the teletype message. It was a short message, but as always it expressed her master’s bluntness.

She smiled, erased the message before putting the device away, and said, “I have time delayed orders from our Master Lord Sidious.” Every Sith’s Hand in the room stopped what they were doing and turned their full attention towards the Caretaker, respecting her authority just as much as the message their high commander was giving them. “Orders are to assemble as many able body personnel as possible with a skeletal group to continue operations here.

“For the rest of us, we are to go to Dark Ridge Point. Our orders are to kill Nebula Nimh Ryder by every means necessary, rid of her remains and those buried in their resting grounds, and destroy all artifacts pertaining to the Sith Maiden’s E’oqerst religion. This is to be done before the end of the day, for in five days Lord Sidious will return with the Dark Hope, and he wants nothing.” She paused to absolutely stress it. “Absolutely nothing to interfere in the Dark Hope’s introduction into the Sith Order. We go in one half hour.”
As the others rushed out of the center in mass to prepare, Sele let a smile grow on her face; she knew it; her Master was no fool after all.

