CHAPTER 57.0

“There’s the cab!” exclaimed Muriel with a hoot. Her gauntlet covered finger about jabbed the driver her and Nue Cadabel’s cab in one of it’s multi-faceted eyes. Indeed, as they could see for themselves off in the distance, Juna was heading for the Jedi Temple. She tapped a control on her wrist computer and spoke, “Juna, this is Muriel, come in. Please come in, I know you have your comm with you.”

There was a pause and Nue shook his head. “She’s not answering. She’s ignoring you.”

“No kidding,” she muttered. “Please, Juna, come in. Look, we’re sorry but it wasn’t our intent to deceive you.” 

Juna’s air taxi suddenly veered of and started heading off on a course 90 degrees away from the approach to the Jedi Temple and dove down into the heavier lanes of traffic. The Ithorian looked down and said, “Definitely not in the mood for a chat. I can sense that much. Wait.” His eyes narrowed. “She is trying to ditch us. She just cloaked her presence.”

“Stay on that taxi,” said Muriel to the cab driver. The vehicle pulled out of the traffic lane and proceeded quickly to the travel lane they were in. During their descent down, she looked up ahead at the ships coming and going some dozens of miles away towards the unseen horizon. “Is that a space port?”

“Yup, East Point,” said Nue. The red head’s emotions flashed. “What?”

“I don’t believe it, she’s going to try and leave us here. She’s going to try to leave Coruscant.” She sat back and let the concern flash across her face. “Maybe even go after Prophet. Hell, why didn’t I think of it before?”

Nue looked at her and said, “Because she’s your friend.”

“Because she’s my friend I still should have seen it coming. It’s what I warned Enothchild about on Naboo.” Muriel ran her hands through her long red hair in frustration. “I warned him that Juna would be hurt by any rejection from the Jedi Council. She may think it’s going bad for her and so she’s leaving.”

“The Council hasn’t done that to her yet.”

“I know Juna, she may think they have. And I know her to hold grudges against those who have wronged her terrible, especially if they have wronged her parents. Prophet is at the top of the list, but unlike Pirus Krendel she can’t seem to do anything to him. Unless…”

Nue’s mouths opened and he said, “She becomes a Jedi Knight. And if she feels she lost there she may just find another way to deal with Prophet.” With Muriel’s nod, Nue reached over the seat and told the driver, “I’m Jedi Knight Nue Cadabel. Do you have a radio in this cab?” The driver nodded. “Get a hold of that cab and tell the driver to pull over. Tell him as quietly as possible that the fair may be explosive.”

He sat back down and looked at Muriel’s expression of quiet questioning. “I don’t mean bomb. The cab and bus drivers here use code speak. When a passenger ‘blows up’ emotionally they call that an explosive.”

That’s all Muriel needed to happen, a media explosion around Juna when they are doing all they can to keep her shielded from the glare and her presences here on Coruscant as unknown as possible. Another thought occurred to her as well; what if she runs and beats them to the spaceport? If Juna was quick in catching that diode with the Force reflexively there was no telling how fast she could outrun herself and Nue. 

She dialed in her comlink and said, “Dizzy?”

“Yeah, babe. Did you get Juna?”

“No, but listen. I need you up in the air right now. Juna’s not going to the Jedi Temple, she’s trying to catch a ride off Coruscant.”

“Floating turds! All right, where are you?”

“Heading for East Point.”

“I’ll fly over that way and lock on to your signal. It’ll be a few minutes.”

Nue reached over the seat again and grabbed the driver’s attention. “What’s the hold up with that stop?” The driver told him and Nue sat back. “He says the driver up front claims he doesn’t have a fair. I don’t believe it. Juna hid herself behind a shroud and if she can do that, and that passing off trick, then she could use Affect Mind as well.”

“I agree,” said Muriel. “Driver, just stay on their ass. Don’t loose them.”

The two occupants watched the cab go on its slow, merry way as it continued towards its intended destination. Time passed and continued to pass and at point, looking out the side of her window and a bit upward Muriel watched the Millennium Falcon fly past them and head towards the space port faster than both cabs. 

Muriel took the time and dialed in Juna’s comlink again and said, “Juna, you saw Dizzy I know you did. Just pull the cab over will you? If you run Dizzy will catch up with you. I know you’re a young woman and free to do whatever you want, but right now with no protection it’s foolish. Please, don’t put yourself in jeopardy. Let’s talk about this. We’re your friends.”

There was still nothing, and it continued that way once the cab reached the front entrance of the spaceport. Muriel and Nue jumped out of their cab and the red head ran quickly to the vehicle expecting Juna to be emerging right at the moment. The driver had stepped out, so there was no way she could order him to leave. But as she got there she realized Juna was taking too much time to exit. She opened the door and said, “Juna-.”

Juna wasn’t there. There was nobody.

Nue got there and ran his senses all over the cab. “She wasn’t even in here.”

“You!” She grabbed the male Human driver hard by the shirt collar and with her trained and honed strength lifted him against the cab. “Why didn’t you stop! Where is she!”

The driver was in shock that the shorter female had him about an inch off the ground guffed, “I don’t have to tell you anything.”

Nue was going to gesture towards the man to use the Force to get him to talk, but Muriel spun the man around, grabbed his head and thumped it against the top of the roof. The Ithorian wondered if he should actually use his power to restrain Muriel until she spun the guy back around to talk. 

His forehead bleeding, he said, “Oh yeah, it’s coming back to me. I got a call from someone in Nadine Towers to for a pickup, and then they changed their mind and said to pick up a fair at the spaceport. I had to get close to the building so the transaction payment could be made. She like paid me ten thousand credits for the run and instructed me not to stop. For ten thousand, I listened to her commands.”

Muriel frowned and let the guy go, storming back to her cab in a huff. She put a finger in her ear transmitter and said, “Dizzy? Can it, Juna’s not at the spaceport. She’s probably on her way to the Jedi Temple.”

“Damn,” was the Sullustan’s response.

Silently cursing, Muriel said, “Stay flying. She maybe going to the Temple, but she may change her mind.” With that she and Nue got back into the cab and ordered the driver to take them to the Jedi Temple, which was now almost half a world away.

CHAPTER 57.1

Moving swiftly after receiving a confirmation transmission from Ros and Casper, Enothchild and three Jedi guards who witnessed hearing and seeing Chancellor Valorum’s transmission of clemency proceeded down the long moveable tunnel to Helle’s sphere cell. In Enothchild’s large hands were two items; one was a data pad with a screen filled a line by line, word for word declaration that outlined the conditions and agreement for Helle’s release, the other was the snake-like wrist computer device so she could command the ship to come to Coruscant right away; Valorum made arraignments to have it pass by the sentry check points unmolested; a prudent decision because such a ship may have artificial intelligence routines that could cause the ship to go on a rampage if someone takes a shot at it. With all the traffic up above in those lines the mayhem would cause ships to scatter and make it even a much more deadlier mess.

The cell door opened and the group walked in, finding Helle sitting patiently on a lounging couch. Enothchild watched her face and noted growing smugness instead of annoying disgust for having Ignorant in her presence. She knew why they were there although their announcement only indicated that she was going to receive guest. Enothchild, though, had a thing to two that would wipe that smug off her face. However he had to play right into her joy.

“So, you all finally have discovered the intellectual capacity to comprehend your frail situation,” she said with a twinkle in her eye as she stood up. “How quaint with defeat so close to your doors.”

“Helle'anglotov'vesil Evagan'wiwsk'shavage'anute, the Supreme Chancellor of the Galactic Republic, Finnis Valorum, is agreeing to your stated demands and therefore offers you this immunity from prosecution, guaranteed in any Republic system except for any future criminal activity you partake in,” said Enothchild officially, handing Helle the data pad. “Please read it all before applying your thumb print. The thumb print means you agree and understand without prejudice or challenge.”

Helle smirked as she took the data pad and said, “How it must wretch you up inside to see such a ‘criminal’ like myself leave your clutches.”

“As a Jedi I have to accept that sometimes shit happens.”

Helle, who was looking down on the data pad and just starting to read the agreement, snapped her gaze up and looked at him with a frown. “You do not assume to acquaint me to fecal matter, do you ‘brio?”

“You’re not Ignorant, you can figure it out can’t you?”

She held her frown and let her eyes narrow more. “Your religion makes you think so small of me, ‘brio.”

“Regardless the size of the pile crap its small,” he pointed out. He let his eyes roll up in thought before continuing. “They’re also insignificant and only stink up a place.” He wiggled his nose. “And it smells in here, 'anute.”

Calling her crap and then reducing her to her last name like she was doing to him finally cut away that controlled resolve. “Then let me get out of your hair so you may clean up.” She scrolled to the bottom of the declaration and put her thumb on the required spot to authorize that she understood the agreement fully. “You prefer the company of sickening parasites and enjoy worshipping the Temple of Life of children. I do not want to be in your way any longer.”

“Good.” Enothchild just deflected her insults, took the shoved back towards him data pad and put his thumb print down as authoritarian, then gave it to the three Jedi to had their thumb print to it since they were witnesses. He held up the wrist computer and said, “Then please do what is required and you can be on your way.” She grabbed the device but he held on to it firmly, warning, “Don’t do anything stupid, ‘anute. I want you to understand that right now.”

“Although wasting this planet into the molten slag would bring me great joy, I must profess that I do not wish to spend more time in such lovable retreat location such as this. Besides, I have Vhinech to kill. That is my lone general order.” Helle keyed in a few buttons and spoke to the device in her native tongue, knowing Enothchild of course was also there to listen to her speak and to prevent any possible programmed attack. “Mer’de’Noms’Oiado, [stand down from general guarding and accept new party.]” She gestured with the device towards him. “[Speak your name, Brother.]”

“Enothchild Sarch Sura’brio,” he said.

Helle keyed a couple more buttons and said, “It is done. It will be here in short time so we must head for a hanger.” She went to put the computer back on her wrist, but the device sailed from her hands to Enothchild’s outstretched hand. Eyes wide, she shouted, “What is this trickery!”

“It’s called the Force, Helle, a concept you don’t understand,” he noted as the three Jedi stood on guard now with their robes open. “These three will escort you to the front door.”

“You know what I comprehend! I promised to give you access to my ship!”

“And you kept your promise as I did mine!”

“You lie! You lie with the tongue of Lore!”

Enothchild smiled and shook his head. “Actually, Helle, you shot yourself in the foot.” He pulled out a device that looked like a comlink and with a thumbing of a switch the conversation they had before played back. “You see I have evidence here that says in exchange for providing me access to your ship you would like to be released. Now recording this conversation is illegal in any criminal court proceeding, but in this case, when an agreement was made out of unsigned trust beforehand I had to protect myself in the event you claimed I lied.”

He put away the device and then slapped the wrist computer on his own large forearm, where it barely fit. “The Supreme Chancellor has heard the conversation. He agrees with your demands. Your release in exchange for losing your capacity to make war.”

Helle’s face turned a blotchy red. “I did not agree to that!”

Enothchild was handed the data pad in which she had put her thumbprint on. “Actually you just did.” He showed her the ‘Transmit’ button and pressed it, sending the signed document back to the Supreme Chancellor so it was official. He then gave her the data pad and said, “It’s the fifth paragraph down. You will relinquish all necessities to carry out, conceive, deliver, provide, and make possible war. That means your ship, your weapons confiscated from you, and this little trinket I’m wearing on my forearm.”

“Ag’tuwid,” she cursed after reading that part, and the data pad was crushed with ease within her hands and into tiny little pieces. Trembling in anger she sneered, “I will not honor this! I rescind it!”

“Well, you will need the Supreme Chancellor’s approval to do that, ‘anute,” said Enothchild with a head shake. “This is bi-party agreement. Otherwise you will be committing a crime. Of course nothing and no one is stopping you from committing those crimes like the murder of innocent people except the justice that will come with doing it. It just means, because of stupidity on your part, if do it, it will be at an Ignorant technological level.”

“Do I dare ask what you will do with all my property?”

“After I drain it all of whatever information I need I’ll have it scrapped, melted down, and donate the steel to the Capricorn City Restoration Project on Mohenvin.” He craned his head at her and said sarcastically, “You do recall Mohenvin, don’t you? There were innocent people that died there. Evidence suggest one of them may have been a Vhinech, while the other 100 or so private citizens were not.”

Helle’s tirade cooled to a scolding frown. The accusation, of course, was the destruction of a good part of Capricorn City by what witnesses described as being caused by both an ‘unusual explosion’ created by an even more unusual looking craft. Enothchild knew, but couldn’t necessarily prove, that Helle was behind that attack for ground zero was where a Vhinech and his Human family had lived. “No. Never been there.”

“Then what is there to talk about, you’re free to go.” Enothchild stepped aside and the three Jedi Knights waited for Helle at the exit. “I’ll have any personal, non-lethal affects on board sent to you once I sort them out. You’ll be given cab fair to the Political Refugee Central Station so you can have a place to live for a few days and meals to eat. After that it’s up to you how you want to live the rest of your life. My advice, live it in peace as Presence requires you to.”

Helle mouth worked around with the taste of the defeat clearly on her tongue. She walked up to him and said without looking at him, “This won’t be the last you see of me.”

“Life is like that,” he conceded without regret. “That’s why, sometimes, it sucks.”

Enothchild watched her without any regret be escorted by the three Jedi Knights and followed soon them out soon after. Going to the check station as the rest took the elevator, he tracked in the comm frequency to Ros’ comlink and said, “Ros, it’s done.”

“So the ship is on its way?” came back the enthusiastic voice.

“Should be.” Enothchild looked at the wrist computer and the indicators pointed to it being in hyperspace. “E.T.A. one hour. I’m going to have it land in the Temple hanger bay and then…”

There was a pause between them and Ros said, “It’s Nue. Can you hear him?”

“No, I’m still in the detention center. The psionic bafflers are breaking up his mental message, but I can still feel his slight urgency.”

“Well he’s saying he lost Lady Angelleia.”

Enothchild felt his good mood sour. “Lost her!” He began making adjustments to the dials on the comm system. “Nue, you there. Pick up.”

There was some static and Nue’s voice broke through. “I’m here, Enothchild.”

“Nue, what in the hell do you mean you lost her!”

“Slow down, son, don’t jump down my throats. She tricked all of us back at Lou’s apartment. She used a little trick Yoda use to employ. Force only knows where she learned it from.”

There was a beep and Muriel’s voice cut in. “Enothchild, we think she’s heading for the Jedi Temple. I think she overheard our conversation.”

Enothchild thought about it, and then kicked himself mentally hard. “She enhanced her hearing. She knows about the letter. Where are you two?”

“Actually eating humble pie,” said Muriel with some injured pride bleeding from her voice. “We thought she jumped in a cab and Nue sensed her presence in it, and when we caught up with it…”

“She did it to us again,” injected Nue. “Empty.” There was a clearing of his throats. “I all ready told the front desk to hold her there and requested the guard at the hanger bay to look out for her. We’re on our way to the Temple, but thanks to her moves she put us a considerable distance away. We’re in Coco Town District.”

Enothchild pictured where everyone was; Ros and Casper was still at the Supreme Chancellor’s palace half a world away, Coco Town District was about half an hour’s flight time in an air taxi, and he was, thanks to the slow moving service elevator with both it’s two way non-stop use functionality and the current occupants using it, practically a forty minutes from the first floor; there was no stairway to take up or any other way back up. Everyone he could trust, including himself, was woefully out of position to help her if she were ever in trouble.

“Juna,” he mumbled quietly in disappointment, more at himself than at Juna. Turning his attention back to the others listening in he said, “I think she’s heading for the Temple, too. I want everyone to come here and look for her along the way. If anything the purr is out of the bag about the letter and we’ll deal with that in time. I just want her protected. That’s priority number one.” 

Enothchild switched off the comm and went to the elevator doors. He watched the numbers indicate a continuing ascent. His patience waned a little as he worried about his charge; how she would react to the contents of the letter and about her safety. He needed to be there to explain his position…

And then he realized he still had to be at the Temple hanger bay or chance having Helle’s ship crash through the structure to come to him! 

This was now becoming one of the worse days in his long life.

CHAPTER 57.2

Hailing another cab after she saw the Millennium Falcon taking off from out of the docking bay roof of Nadine Towers, Juna placed another call for an air cab and in no time another came over to her location on the patio landing; if Muriel would have taken a look outside when she had checked the room a second time Juna would have been found out. But the plan worked nonetheless and thanks to some meditation before hand she was able to clear the way for her to explore the letter Magus Prophet sent her unmolested.

Having remembered what happened the last time she had absorbed a Force impression, Juna had meditated with the Force and quickly found the spiritual impression she had accidentally absorbed from Master Yoda to help her sneak out and more importantly sneak in to the Jedi Temple because, undoubtedly without Jedi escort or an official summons, the Jedi will not just let her waltz right in. Even if she dressed up for the part of a Jedi, which she did with her dark green cloak and body-hugging outfit consisting of tunic and pants, they knew who she was at the front door, and Nue will contact them to stop her.

As it turned out, just like out of ‘A Knight is Born’, Master Yoda had the answers.

First she had snuck out the patio door, knowing full well alarms would trip to lure the others into her set up. From outside she had projected herself into her dummy of pillows and blankets to cover her slipping out. Once they left the room the air cab arrived and she had instructed the driver what to do along with a very generous tip. He left, but she waited on the patio for him to pass by the living room windows. All the while she transmitted her false presence into the cab, which the presence would fade the further the cab went away and it would look like she was using Force Hiding to shield herself.

Her friends sent on a wild goose chase that wouldn’t last, Juna instructed her driver to go to street level in a direction that took them towards the Jedi Temple. All the while, with her powers not in use covering for her in the cab, she sought inside herself another way into the Jedi Temple and unlike the clean front entrance, the hanger, or even the various other back doors the site had, this entrance and exit was as sneaky and secret as it got. 

After a while, and as the neighborhoods became war zones in the shadows of the tall buildings and superstructures that rose above it all, Juna noted a formation of buildings and felt a familiarity about them. She instructed the driver. “This is fine.”

The Toydarian driver looked at her as if she swallowed paint. “Lady, you don’t look like a bedrider or even a specialist so heed my warning: don’t get off here.”

Juna transmitted a substantial high amount from her credit chit for the low fare tab and said, “Thank you for your concern.”

She got out despite the renewed protest from the driver after he saw the four digit number on his collection screen and with hood pulled up and around her face she proceeded towards her destination; two old buildings that came together to form a narrow, dark ally. The stink and the water suggested that this part of Coruscant either didn’t get sanitation, or this was where Coruscant’s sanitation went. The way was long, and the light got dimmer and dimmer as the narrow sky above began to be eclipsed by buildings that seemingly stretched above all the low and the downtrodden. Without a weapon, Juna left her senses open for danger as she continued, allowing her eyes to pierce the darkness to see and discover hidden dangers lying in wait. Down here it was as simple as the sharp-edged can lid being wielded by some psychopath that can slit a throat. Passing by scores and scores of beings, it was too easy for anyone to be attacked.

Juna, though, had the edge. Her appearance did strike second thoughts filled with uncertain fear to who she was; some thought her a Jedi, others the Angel of Death. Although she didn’t condone the practice because of her belief that people were meant to be friendly to one another, her mother ‘raised no fool’ as the old saying went; any advantage while weaponless was an advantage to have.

Finally she reached her destination, a dead end. Sure enough she could make out a clever marker hidden under all the scores of vandalism written on the wall. Reaching inside and touching what Yoda gave her she knew this was the place. At the same time her danger senses warned her of a potential, but definitely not life threatening or physical, threat.

“Well look at the pretty material on that body will you Vikes,” said the guff voice behind her. She turned around slowly to note the five males, seemingly appearing from the shadows off the wall, coming towards her slowly and filling up the ally to prevent any escape. “It don’t look cheap, either.”

One of them lifted a little light and happened to shine it in Juna’s face. The light was barely visible, but Juna still had to raise an arm to protect herself from the glare due to her enhanced vision. One of them whooped, “Whoa, she don’t look cheap either! You get a look at her! She’s a screamer!”

“Too bad we don’t have any good coin to pay the lady for her time,” said another. “But I think if we satisfy her that would just as good as any payment.”

Surprisingly Juna didn’t feel that these louses were any threat even as the moved in closer, and therefore she was afraid of them. In fact fear was the furthest thing from her mind. Staying clean from a disease was in the limelight on the other hand. Calmly she raised a hand and they all stopped. She said, “I would be happy to entertain whatever you feel is a good time. But first, let me do this one thing.”

Juna turned with the same hand still raised and pointed it at the dead end. She could hear the men beginning to move again. Using the Force, she stretched out and found what she was looking for. Unlocking the sophisticated mechanical locks, the dead end brick wall suddenly opened up like old style double doors leading into a theater and a bright light emerged from it.

“Shit, she’s a Jedi! Run!”

Juna glanced over her shoulder and watched with a little smirk as the five men practically injured one another trying to run away; one of them lost their pants and practically ran with them around his ankles. Snickering the scene away she entered the secret passageway and the wall closed up behind her to leave the ally once again in useless darkness.

The location all the way through was abandoned but clean as a whistle with it’s stainless steel molding and heavy rubber tread mating used as a walkway. It was a single hallway that continued to go straight ahead a consider distance, lit by sensor rigged timing switches so the lights came and stayed on when she was in a particular section, then switched and stayed off when she left or before she reached the section so the lithium-neon bulbs would need little servicing. 

Juna finally reached the end of the corridor and discovered lift doors similar to the ones she saw inside the Temple. Just as she was about to touch the controls her comlink cackled to life. “Juna, this is Muriel, come in. Please come in, I know you have your comm with you.”

Juna had left a channel open, but kept the microphone off, to listen on the progress of her friend’s pursuit; with the first transmission of its kind, Juna knew she was beginning to run out of time; although if they stick with the decoy all the way through she would have just enough. Clicking the device completely off, she touched the control that had no encoding procedures to follow, and in no time at all she was on board the lift and on her way up. 

Suddenly, it stopped long before her intended floor. Before she could look at the floor indicator the doors opened up and between the two Jedi that quickly stepped in she could see the front interior of the lobby of the Jedi Temple. She gasped and stepped back from the door, and right at that time two Jedi Knights entered through the door; one a rather tall, middle age man, and the other a boy just a little younger than she was with that familiar Padawan Learner braid coming from his head. Their faces, especially the Master’s, bore looks of unhappiness.

She had been caught.

“I’m sorry, young one, I didn’t mean to scare you,” said the Master, taken aback by having caused her reaction. “Is this your floor?”

“Ah, no,” said Juna. No, she wasn’t caught. If she didn’t play it right, though… “No Master it isn’t my floor, and you and your Padawan Learner just caught me by surprise. I was standing too close to the doors.”

The Master, with his long, hints of graying hair tied back and a scruffy beard that seemed to be the norm with every Jedi Master, chuckled lightly and mused, “Well, my facial demeanor may have something to do with my Padawan so forgive me…”

“Juna,” she just said truthfully. Then she realized that he wasn’t just asking her name. “I mean Padawan Juna,” another name popped up from her mother’s side, “Solo.”

“Please to meet you, Padawan Juna Solo, I am Master Qui-Gon Jinn and this,” he gestured and gave the brash looking youth a look, “is my Padawan Learner Obi-Wan Kenobi.”

The young boy, who had to be 12 or 13, nodded in respect and said, “Hello.” He looked at her oddly and said, “Have we met before? I’m not quite sure but I swear I don’t forget a face.”

“Just your manners,” muttered Qui-Gon under his breath.

“I don’t believe so,” said Juna with a little smile. “I mean we’ve never met, not your manners. But if I don’t run this errant for my Master we will surely not meet again.”

The two Jedi realized they were holding up the elevator and quickly got on. Obi-Wan stood by her and whispered, “I know what you mean about demanding Masters.” Juna snickered a little, realizing that a father-son like sparring match of words was occurring the two, hence why they didn’t seem too thrilled to be around one another.

“As if I didn’t hear that, my young and naive Padawan Learner,” retorted Qui-Gon back. The man, rather handsome and wise at the same time, turned back to his charge and said, “Just because you think doesn’t mean you should immediately act.”

“It wasn’t my fault, Master, I swear.” Young Obi-Wan’s voice, a Core-influenced tone that wasn’t his own, that hadn’t shown any signs of maturity yet. “The others left me no choice.”

“So you were compelled with no other solution other than to pour aro-pea soup down Hopeful Cre-All’s shirt?” The Padawan Learner got tight lipped. “The next time you’re faced with such a situation, no matter how silly, you come get me.”

“Yes Master,” said Obi-Wan with a grumble. Turning his attention back towards Juna, he asked loudly, “Is your training just as equally harsh?”

Juna chuckled just a little and said, “We all have to go through, fellow Padawan. I thought as you. When you get to where I am at you will understand. That is my Master hopes so.”

Qui-Gon chuckled a little and asked, “Who is your Master?” Juna felt her stomach pinch. “Did you forget your Master?”

“Oh, no,” said one Juna Rapier, complete liar. “My Master is Enothchild Sarch.” Mentally she crossed her fingers…

“Really?” Qui-Gon knotted his brow. “I didn’t know Enothchild was training again.”

…And Juna thought she was dead meat.

Obi-Wan flubbed through his lips and said, “Master, you didn’t think Master Plo was back on the Jedi Council the other day. And last week you thought Antares Four, and not Antegn Four, was a planet that was destroyed in our last little adventure.” The young man said sidelong. “You see my theory is when they get older Masters began to lose their minds…”

“I heard that, my Padawan.” Juna chuckled a little as Qui-Gon shook his head and said apologetically, “Well I know Enothchild. You couldn’t have a better teacher.”

“Can I trade with you?”

“Obi-Wan!”

Juna shook her head and said as the doors opened for her floor, “It could happen, Obi-Wan. However usually when you trade for something good, the bad that comes with it is double.” She gave Qui-Gon a bow and walked out to leave the two men alone. 

Just before the doors closed, Qui-Gon muttered at Obi-Wan jokingly, “When you get your Padawan Learner, I hope you gives you all sorts of grief.”

When the doors closed she remembered to breathe; her eyes crossed as she blew out with relief. “Wowzers, that was close. That was more horrendous than the five thugs in the ally.” She pulled down her green hood and wiped her forehead to remove the now forming sweat with her forearm. “I swear on my parents I’ll never lie like that again.” Rubbing her arms against her body, Juna realized that she would need another shower when she got back to Lou’s because her underarms were wet with nervous sweat. 

That is if she did go back to Lou’s place. She hadn’t read the letter. 

As she proceeded to Nue’s office, a place she knew was on this floor with all the markings pointing the way, Juna was still having mixed emotions about not being told about this communiqué from Prophet. So far she had humored them with all the measures of security they felt she needed because they were friends worried for her safety more than she was a former head of state, an appreciative gesture but one that was choking at times. This, even though the letter was from Magus Prophet, was strangulation; they were afraid for her getting hurt by him through words written on a letter. 

Enothchild and the others meant well, surely, but to be kept absolutely in the dark about the letter only peaked her curiosity and irritated her adult sensibilities; she wasn’t a child anymore. If they would have told her, but not shown it to her, then perhaps she would have never went to these extremes to go read it. Morbid curiosity it was to read a letter from a psychopath, but it was to her. To Juna it may be hard to read, but yet it may yield a clue to where he was.

And if it did, then what would she do?

With the Jedi Council’s meanderings needed to be pushed down, Juna blazed ahead and found Nue’s office. Like so many rooms in the Jedi Temple there was the assumption of trust within the ranks that the need to lock the door shouldn’t be a requirement; her suspicions were correct when she walked through the sliding doors. Feeling that no alarms had been tripped, Juna prodded in and the doors closed behind her. It was wrong to just go in and Juna did feel some guilt but she had to know. If she went before the Council tomorrow with the letter on her mind she would be a wreck.

Juna continued on through the lab and recalled the conversation; it was being analyzed, and since they said it was a letter and not a message then she concluded that the letter is, indeed, a letter of paper with ink used to write it out. If so…

She saw a spectrum analyzer, and it was powered on. Next to it appeared to be a container of some kind; square in shape, small, the kind that would fit in a probe…or a messenger rocket.

Juna walked over and looked in the container to find it empty. She then switched off the analyzer and lifted the contents lid to reveal four large, weather worn pages made of ancient material. They were faced down of course so the analyzers passing beam could scan them. Interestingly enough she noted what appeared to be marks of some kind, one for each piece at one corner. She reached out and touched the papers to arrange them, and then pulled them off when her hands grew numb with the coldness of darkness. She could feel that Prophet indeed wrote the letters. When she blinked she could see things with her closed eyes that she didn’t like and her nose burned with the sensation that she could smell him and her ears heard noises similar to speaking.

“I won’t let him do this to me,” she said definitely and augmented her defenses. Shifting the pieces around she aligned the marks to where the marks came together in the middle of the larger square. At first it look like nonsense, but with a crane of her head she noted that it did indeed form a image of ancient ink drawing; she knew because it was something that Prophet didn’t do, she could feel it. For a few moments she let her eyes take it in and finally the image became very clear. “A girl? Is it me?” She shook her head. “No it’s someone else.”

Sighing the study away, it was now time for her to look at the letter. She knew from touching the pieces which page to read first. Taking is, Juna let out a sigh as the feelings of Prophet tried to overwhelm her being. When she blinked she could see him within her closed eyelids…

There was a sudden pain in her left arm, long ways up her forearm starting at the wrist. Juna realized at that point that Prophet had used some of his blood to write the letter; in her mind’s eye Juna saw Prophet take a rather vicious looking predator’s claw, it was very big and jagged along the inside of the talon hook, and ripped it through long ways up his massive, tattooed covered forearm. She shunt the impressions of pain as best she could for Prophet obviously did not use the Force to dull his pain receptors; he did so to augment his all ready strong presence. 

Prophet let his left arm dangle over a clear pot filled with what appeared to be Human blood With his right hand Prophet grabbed the top of his forearm and squeezed it, causing his purplish Vhinech blood to squirt out, dribble into the pot and not feeling sick for one second; he had seen his blood spilled so much he was used to it. Juna wasn’t; she let go of the letter for a moment with the sick display of self-mutilation so vivid and so violent it was making her stomach content swim. His roar of anguish from the effort rang in her ears, a roar that was ungodly too tremendous even for a beast of his size and it was not Force enhanced; she knew that from experience.

Gathering herself, Juna reached out and touched the papers again, shivering as she felt her body caressed from head to toe by invisible chilly fingers. Letting out a quivering breath, Juna let the newest imagery pass in her mind before getting a firmer grip on her control. She could see him, his upper body bare of clothing, revealing all those Vhinphyc names, the names of those he had slain, that was practically chiseled into his meat; that process also one of great pain. He sat at a desk, writing the letter with an old quill feather pin by a slow burning, long steam candle. He would dip the quill into the Human/Vhinech blood cocktail, and begin to scribble his intimate thoughts…

Juna took a few deep breaths as she gained control and peered down at the blood-inked letter…

Beloved Juna,

I am overwhelmed with gentle caresses of relief that you are alive and well. I never meant for you to feel any pain of any kind. Life, however, is a beauty because of it, for pain is a required necessity of existence; the hope is to always experience it in short minimums. I know this to be truth. I am in pain, Juna, a pain so great and vast it fills every cell of my body, burning from within, spreading outward like a cancer. I have a disease in my heart that has become my fatal flaw. I feel it becoming the death of me.

It is called love. I blame you for giving me this disease which there is no cure; only treatments in the form of small, ineffective doses courtesy of our abbreviated contacts. I am immune to everything and everyone except the very idea that you exist. It is a plague of my conscious, a plague that runs rampant my fantasies and my realities. It is pain, a pain that I can only tolerate for I have you in my dreams – you gave me dreams, I have never had dreams Juna, never before you and for that you are all powerful!

The dreams are always of you, and in the beginning they were innocent affairs. You held my hand and told me to be gentle to your heart. You held my head and swore to me that I would be all right. You held my heart and the feeling ensured me that through compassion I will find my way to you. Always in the beginning you were a child, a child I couldn’t harm. A child I knew even in my dreams I had to wait for the promise of maturity would surely guarantee compassion never before seen and passion that demanded to be fulfilled.

As you grew, you grew in my dreams. I really did not need to see an image of you to know what you looked like, but I did just to be sure. After a while I enjoyed the visual of you as a girl, for there I saw an innocence that could never be tarnished, an innocence I wished I had when I was so little and so frail but never could. You grew, and though you shed the appearance of innocence it was and forever replaced with the essence of passionate virtue that is visual and spiritual maturity. You will always be a saint to me, Juna, but now you are an Angel. An Angel who can calm this the Demon that writes to you from Hell.

I am in Hell. I burn with the need to have remedy for my pain. I pace, I prod, I pray. Nothing works except you in my mind and in my heart. I realize that having you in my imagination is not the same as having you in my arms, in my hands, and in my senses. I cannot not even begin to tell you everything I felt when I saw you on the gangway. It is only bettered by holding you, as you were unconscious.

…

The pain went away when I caressed you. I was filled with exhilaration and yearning content in just that brief moment of time and small amount of space. You have great womanly endowments I would like to explore with my hands, and perhaps my mouth as well. Your skin is softer than a security blanket made of fluffy cotton to my touch so I have to wonder what your flesh would taste like with a simple lick. Creamy perhaps? I can only dream so.

Your breasts are so ripe for nuzzling. One look, and I wanted to bury myself into them and lose myself in the feelings. They mean a lot to me, for they are so conveniently located so close to your heart. Indeed, I must say, a proper physical location for such sensitive organs. I can only imagine what would it be like to suckle them in passion as I stare into your eyes.

Your eyes were closed when I had you; the only draw back from the whole experience we shared. Deep pools of reflection, inspection, and soul reception, the very orbs that had caught my attention before save for your power. I could stare into those dark caldrons and see the eternally abyss, an abyss that is not dismal but filled with the promise that whoever could find your heart it would be an abyss filled with passionate dampness. The wetness of your eyes wouldn’t come from sadness, Dear Angel, but from the experience of elevated nuisances of pleasure and erotic exertion caused by the exploration and the worship that is conducted by me upon you.

Your lips…your lips…CURSE your lips I do! I was so very, very, very close to introducing those teasing folds of soft, wet flesh to mine and in that moment I would have prayed that my lips were truly worthy to know yours. My thumb took the only liberty before we were interrupted, and the feel has not gone away from the experience. I often think…I should rid of my thumb if I cannot have you. Damn it for being so blasphemous to your lips. Your lips are meant to be messaged properly, not by an errant appendage. An insurance, I give you, you will only know my mouth in deep passion.

Your scent the greatest infection. I absorbed your scent into my nostrils and my pulse thunders! A mixture of succulent fruits, nurtured by your needs and wants, never diluted by the intermixing of unnaturalism, and heightened by your readiness. Your receptiveness only increases your glow, my Juna. It is a glow that outshines all others and truly, truly, I understand the meaning of Gessa, the meaning of Light. 

You are my Light now, my Beloved. A Light that penetrates all around me that is dark and has opened those avenues of feeling I thought were weak. In fact they are strong. They are strong for they do weaken me. It is the pain, the burning, the fact I could not have you. I can only lash out in anger, for that which brings me peace, you my Juna, is not in my eternal embrace.

I hate myself for that! I do because I hurt you in the process. When I hurt you, it hurts my chances to know the greatest wonder of all: to hold you, to kiss you, to make you complete. I am sorry, so very sorry, for what happened to you. It was never my intent to do such harm. But like all the others your mother, like your father, was in my way. I had to have you, Juna. That is why I do what I do now. It is not for the glory of my people; may they die all of them if I cannot have you. I DO ALL OF THIS FOR YOU! I do it to levitate the pain I go through day after day, night after night, since I cannot love you properly.

As I discovered, though, is that it does not work that way. I must have you, it is like a drug. As I write my nose bleeds as I crave to smell you again. My body trembles as it seeks out your touch. My heart…my heart continues to be enraged and furious. You are my perfect drug, Juna. I am addicted, and the salvation currently is found with a dose of you.

I do not want doses. I do not want the pain any longer. I want the cure. I want to die by an overdose of you to end my suffering.

I WANT YOU!

I want to hold you down on the skins of slain furs and worship your Temple of Life like no other entity has ever dreamed in front of a primitive fire. I would worship until you until you pass out, only to be awakened in time after rest to be worshipped again, forever imprisoned by prayers I lay upon you. My hands would make you shutter with their warmth and movement. I would have you sing praises of me in our fornicating embrace and as you close your eyes you will find dark, erotic enlightenment; only I can lead you down those cold, black steps into the forbidden underworld of excessive and undying pleasure. Make no mistake when I say I will make you loose control of yourself with my passion. In the madness of lust you will be as you find me there making you shiver in delight, unable to escape that inevitable dungeon of insanity, secured firmly in that cell you will not want to leave. 

Your release of ecstasy will be like a release of your soul. 

And with your soul released I shall be there to claim it all!

The papers in Juna’s hands crumbled together as she couldn’t bare to read them anymore. She felt physically ill and terribly frightened and furious that he viewed her like this. It was too much, all too much, to experience. As she read she could hear his voice and not just a voice in passing but every nuisance of his thoughts and feelings as he wrote a sentence; when he was sincere she could feel his sincerity, and when he was writing the explicit details of making love to her she could feel that desire drip from the words as if the blood ink was still dripping. She closed her tear filled eyes and silently cursed herself from having read the letter. She wished she never did. It was so horrible.

I know you are thinking of me. Juna heard his voice again and opened her eyes to look at the crumpled up paper in her hands, knowing the voice was coming from there. You have been thinking of me for a very long time. You cannot help to think about me. The question you ask yourself before you retire to rest every night, when you think of me, is do you truly fear me? I take it one step further and I demand that you ask yourself do I really hate you, Magus Prophet? Do not deny it, Juna. I heard you call my name on different occasions. Prior to your led assault against us at the Olan System is a clear example. I heard you say my name, Juna. I heard you.
Juna remembered that; it was before she led Bravo Squadron to the Olan System to rescue the hostages. She had coward herself into her room, fearing the entire time that he was there, holding the people hostage, trying to lure her in, trying to draw her to his clutches. She forced herself to say his name to prove to herself that she could.

You can never argue against the fact your life has been interesting with me in it. I am the one who has made you the woman that you are, Juna. What would your life honestly be like as a politician? You loathed such position just as much as I loathed seeing you in it. As you have shown on Alderaan, on Naboo, in the Olan System and in everything you do you are a warrior! You Are A Warrior, Juna! 

Yet there are those around you that do not, explicitly they do not, want you to be the Warrior. Your friends, the Jedi, your colleagues: they all fear you, Juna. Stand really quite and hear the whispers of treason against your heart and soul. Your very own mother, Juna, feared you. She used that fear against you to control you. She may have given you your beauty, your passion, and your compassion, but it was I, I alone, that has awakened your SPIRIT! 
“No,” said Juna vehemently, opening up the crumbled form, startled by the image of a drawing right off the back; it was of her as she was now, naked, wielding an ancient gilded heavy sword, leathery mynock-like wings swept back from her back, her head thrown back in triumph as she held the weapon high. Sitting on sword’s end, cast towards the unseen heavens, was a woman’s head. 

Her mother’s head! Naressa Rapier’s head!

I have totally freed you from your bondage, Juna. All of your life she has lied to you. That is not love, Juna. That is control. I know my parentage was the same way. They say they love you, when you know deep in the recesses of your heart they do not!
“No,” she said shaking her head, crumpling up the letter again with tightening, angry hands. “No, that’s not true!”

I am your salvation, my Angel. I have saved you from your imprisonment in heaven by slaying the gatekeepers. Fly away! Spread your wings and fly away before others close that gate! Come to me, come to me for I will wait for you on Sanctuary, and finally you and I will BE FREE!!!!!!
Enraged, Juna tore the crumpled up mess apart, continuing to do so when she wasn’t satisfied that she could still feel him. She finally tore all she could and frantically tossed the whole mess away from her. Her eyes were filled with so much water from crying she couldn’t see. She wiped at her face with her robe sleeve, far from trying to clear her mind of what she saw so she could calm down. 

She couldn’t. Prophet’s words were hits from blows meant to bleed her. Those awful things he said he would do to her. What he said about his mother…he was glad she was dead! He regret hurting her by killing her mother, but he felt by killing her…they could now be together! Her and Prophet: TOGETHER! That was his reasoning!

Thinking about it just made Juna more furious. Her fist clenched and she gritted her teeth as she was washed with energy that kept the injury open and infected. Her breathing betrayed her attempts at gaining control now as she remembered where she was. This Temple, with it all its power, still didn’t stop Prophet. It still didn’t prevent her mother’s death. 

It will not contain her fury. To hell with them!

Juna let out a growl and all around her in a perfect circle counters, tables, computers, and other objects were flattened like tin cans upon the release of her anger. The wave hit the walls and the entire room shook, the ceiling began to push up, all around her being destroyed by an invisible bubble of furious emotion…

No, Juna, NO! Cease I say! Stop you must!
Juna heard Yoda’s voice cut into her conscious and she shuttered to a stop. She looked around and she inventoried the destruction she had done. She was numb with growing disbelief at what her rage had done; everything around her was bent or crumpled into a trash compacting paperweight of various heights and widths.

Juna! Stay right where you are! Enothchild’s thoughts rang in her head. Stay put! I will be up there in a bit! Muriel is on her way!
Ashamed for what she did, Juna didn’t heed any advice at the moment and blindly ran out of Nue’s laboratory. She reached the lift and could feel movement within the Jedi Temple, all of it coming alive with what she had done. In a panic she skipped the elevator and found the access stairwell that ran along the side of the lift, all the while ignoring pleas from both Enothchild and Yoda to stop; that she wasn’t in trouble. She didn’t believe it for whatever reason; perhaps an instinctive need to survive. Whatever the case she did not want to be here anymore. She just wanted to leave!

She ran, and then started jumping flights of stairs downward to avoid being cut off. Although the Temple was buzzed with what she had done it didn’t seem as if great effort was being made to stop her. However she felt that could change to quickly and as the Force flowed through her she leapt, landing, ran around the bends, and then leap and land again. A few times she banged into the wall hard when her momentum was greater than anticipated. It didn’t stop her and neither did the end of the stairs, which ended out into the front lobby. She didn’t bother to leave casually. She ran, not at full Force use speed but ran nonetheless, out of the Temple before anyone gave notice.

CHAPTER 57.3

Enothchild felt it, the release of energy from high above him and who it belonged to, and grimaced. Stuck in the hanger bay with a control device strapped on his arm that will only recognize Vhinphyckian biology and controlled the approaching ship, and a traitor still in the midst of the Jedi Order he couldn’t leave to tend to her nor could he immediately grab someone else to help him. He went to send a message to her when Master Yoda asked her to stop. He added his few credits by transmitting Juna! Stay right where you are! Stay put! I will be up there in a bit! Muriel is on her way!
He could feel her moving and moving too quickly to satisfy any thought that perhaps she was coming to him. He transmitted Juna if you need to yell or talk, please just come to me and we’ll talk. I’m sorry about not telling you about the letter. Just…please come down.
When there was no response from her, Enothchild pulled out his comlink and spoke in it. “Muriel, where are you?”

“We’re almost to the front entrance,” her voice rang out. “A few minutes.”

“Heads up, she read the letter and is running for the front doors. And she isn’t in the best of moods so Nue, if you’re listening, stay quiet.”

“What about you?”

“I’m stuck with guiding Helle’s ship to the hanger still. She programmed it to come on auto pilot and recognize approaches based on the location of the summoning signal.” Enothchild looked at it again and tried to understand the controls more. “If I could trust myself to fly her, I would override the command and put the ship in hover mode somewhere. Look, just find and try to calm Juna down. If not just be around her, okay? With the Republic in a lather this would be a good time for Prophet to attempt a kidnapping, or worse.”

Switching off the comlink Enothchild put it away and cursed himself out very loudly in mind. You stupid son of a bitch, you should have just destroyed the letter on Naboo! It was evidence, yes, and maybe vitally important filled with clues as to where Prophet wrote the smecking thing, but…damn. Juna…oh Juna, I’ve hurt your chances. 

That was a fact now more than ever; with her outburst of anger, with that release of energy within the hollow halls of the Jedi Temple, there was no way in Hell the Jedi Council was going to let her become a Jedi. That energy…that release of energy was barely contained. Enothchild thought I didn’t think, even with her power, she was capable of that!  It was strange because the levels of energy exerted surpassed her psychological/biological capacity as he knew it before. Troubling because it required her to dwell on her rage for Prophet.

Hoping for quick resolution to it all soon, the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado appeared on final approach long ways, paused, and then Enothchild’s wrist computer chimed to acknowledge his signal. He pressed a button and the ship innocently began to glide in. Impatience was finding him as his legs began to jitter, trying to will the craft to land faster.

A beep from his comlink brought him out of his trance and he turned it on. “Muriel?”

“No, Master Jedi, this is Chancellor Valorum.”

Enothchild sighed and asked without regret, “What is it?”

“It’s not good news, I’m afraid. Pre-vote debate is beginning on revoking the Sanctuary Resolution.”

“What? Now? At this late hour?”

“The Trade Federation slipped it by me while I was with Knight Ofcheck. The motioned for an all night session, got it won, and now those for and against it strongly are speaking live.” There was hesitation on the other end. “Once the roster is done, the rules call for an immediate vote!”

“Smeck,” uttered Enothchild, who just saw his probably worse day become officially a worse day. This new development put unbelievable pressure on him to get to the computer and find out if there was a cure for the Legacy Virus in Helle’s mainframe. “How much time?”

“You have at least 2 hours as it stands at the moment, but if there is unlimited speaking time so if rants can make it longer. Whatever you can find will be useful. A cure for the virus, a way to detect sleeping Vhinech, or something, anything, that will put hesitation in the vote.”

“Will do, Chancellor. Sarch out.” Just as he put the comlink away, Enothchild realized that if the Supreme Chancellor was really looking out for himself like he thought only a few hours ago, then he would have never had given him the courtesy of a call to warn him. However it was another dilemma for Juna was still out there alone. With all the time that passed he assumed Muriel would have called by now successful or not. Then again if they’re having an heart to heart…

Once the ship’s loading ramp came down and the hatch opened, Enothchild stormed up it quickly and said, “Let’s just do this quick.”

Inside, the ship actually didn’t give him any grief due to his prior registration with the ship: [Greeting Enothchild Sarch Sura’brio. Welcome to the Penchant of a Dream. May Presence bless you.]

Looking around, Enothchild said in Vhinphyckian, “[Thank you.]” Before he forgot, he ordered, “[Stand down from all defenses, you are in a friendly port].”

[Done.]

“[Tell me, is there an access terminal system around here close. I need to see some files.]”

[What do you require?] Nearby a screen came to life.

He sat down in the chair and got close. “[I need to search any known references related to the Legacy Virus that may be in the computer mainframe.]”

“[Please, you must specify an Infinity Code to view them. Please do so now.]”

“[An Infinity Code?]” Enothchild tightened his lips together in frustration; of course they would have to be some big government secret. Gambling, he remembered his ‘SON’ disk code and typed it in quickly.

[Access denied. That is a Civilian Code. Special Forces personal with Infinity Code Clearance can only access these files. Another failed attempt will result in armament release self destruction.]

“Shit on a stick,” he muttered.

[Is that another code?]

“Nyeta, nyeta [that is not another attempt! Clear request.]”

“[Done.]”

Enothchild frowned and put a hand up to his mouth in thought. Well, if he couldn’t get answers on one subject… “[Computer, I need to inquire about some transmissions made from the Temple of the Jedi here on Coruscant to targets unknown using randomizing quantum equation scenarios as part of the communication transmission.]”

[That is a matter of public record.] The computer screen lit up with a list. [There are 91,584 transmissions made in the last 160 years of this ship’s service from the Temple of the Jedi to targets unknown.]

Enothchild craned his head and felt something very wrong about that. Helle had been out there in the wilderness of space for 160 years and since that time she had been listening, or at least trying to listen in, on Jedi Council communiqués. “[Computer, inquiry. At any time was the Holy Warrior Helle'anglotov'vesil Evagan'wiwsk'shavage'anute successful in cracking the encoded frequencies?]”

[Negative.]

“[Computer, curious. How many transmissions were made between this ship and Vhanba?]”

[One. However that transmission is classified.]

Yet for 160 years you kept an ear open, while you ‘slept’, towards the Republic’s direction. Enothchild sat back again and put it in perspective in regards to Legacy Virus scenario that began with him, his birth parents, and his Jedi mother. 110 years ago his parents had been mislead to deliver the Legacy Virus hidden in a clean file. If Helle was, in some way, linked to the attack then they had stationed her all alone 50 years before a planned Legacy Virus attack. Tactically that looked either brilliant or clumsy. With that in mind he waved a connection off although he kept a little bit of it on his mind. The Legacy Virus was meant to be a first strike weapon, and Helle could have been easily the clean up.

“[Computer, narrow search.]” He thought for a moment, then asked, “[In the last year, how many transmissions were made, same source, same target type, and same frequency type?]”

[107.]

Enothchild closed his eyes and thought some more, feeling that deep inside that he needed an answer soon. He could feel it; something was going to happen. It wasn’t the vote. “[Computer, narrow search. How many of these transmissions were made in the last month?]”

[7.]

 “[Computer, list the transmissions in chronological order on this screen.]” The screen lit up with the transmissions, with dates when they were made, and were their probable target location may have been. His search was short: the day before he, Juna, Dizzy and Muriel left for Coruscant a scattering beam transmission was sent out to parts unknown with 50 probably target points; all close to Naboo. “[This was the very last transmission?]”

[Affirmative. Since then all transmissions using similar frequency and range were directed towards confirmed targets. Enothchild Sarch Sura’brio, an alien approaches your position.] The screen split and it showed a clear image of Master Yoda approaching the ramp. [Shall I immobilize him?]

“Nyeta, [let him board unmolested.]” Enothchild turned in his chair and looked towards the hatchway. After a moment and some grunts, Yoda’s small form appeared. “What are you doing here?”

“Chancellor called,” he said as he approached. “Offer my help I do for Sanctuary’s sake.”

“Thank you but I struck out.” Enothchild rubbed his eyes. “Computer won’t unlock the information because I’m not a solider. We try it again, we’ll blow up the entire Temple.”

Yoda closed his eyes in resignation. Or so Enothchild thought. The Elfin said, “Know the code Lady Angelleia would.”

“Master, I all ready told her that a mind probe would be wrong.”

He shook his head and said, “No. Forget you do so quickly. Lady Angelleia Force asilamorph. Acquire the knowledge through contact she can.” Yoda pointed at the keyboard. “If keyboard used, take impressions off the keyboard Lady Angelleia can.” 

Enothchild was a little surprised by Yoda’s willingness to ask for Juna’s help after what just happened. The diminutive Jedi Master did not miss that release of anger, that dark side influenced aggression. It was odd that he did not have a care that Juna was involved after what happened; who knew why. 

He became a little suspicious. “Master…after a moment ago…how. I mean why…would you let her back in?”

Yoda’s green eyes instead saw the screen and he said off topic, “Information, that is. Transmissions it seems like.”

Enothchild cringed a little, but it passed when he thought about it; whatever Yoda’s reasoning for allowing Juna to help was put on the back burner. He was nowhere near discovering who the traitor was on the Council. The logs got him close but not close enough. Without a single member of the Council baring resentment towards Juna beyond the norm he couldn’t decide on who it was. Personally he didn’t believe it to be Yoda. He had his reasons and they were more personal than anyone could imagine. He said, “Helle had been monitoring our transmissions for a very long time.”

“This search serves no purpose unless you are…” Yoda’s ears perked up as he stared at the list, and then he pointed at it with his walking stick. “My transmission, the highlighted one is!” 

Enothchild stood up, for a split second thinking that the highly improbable theory that Yoda was the traitor was indeed true. Yoda’s ears perked up and he said, “I did not make a transmission that day.”

Once again, Enothchild was at a loss. “But, that is your personal frequency?”

“Yes, recognize it I do.” Yoda craned his head to one side. “My transmission algorithmic signature it is.” He shook his head. “That transmission, however, I did not make. Not on that day. With the Supreme Chancellor all day I was.”

Enothchild let his mouth drop open and believed Master Yoda. “Master, then who would use your transmission encoding?”

Yoda then suddenly grew quiet as he stared at it. For the first time in years Enothchild could swear the little being, who had the confidence of a gundark cornering a purr to eat it, was in a mode of absolute disbelief. He asked, “Why would they, the real question it is?” He looked at Enothchild. “Why would you want to know?”

“Helle had a reason to believe that a traitor was in our midst here, Master,” said Enothchild without further hesitation. He had a feeling Yoda knew something now and only wanted confirmation. “According to her it was going on for a few years, using a Council-only frequency algorithm. It would explain how the Vhinech found out about the ysalamiri they used against Juna.”

Yoda looked nodded and closed his eyes, only this time it was in deep emotional pain. He shook his head and said, “Like Lady Angelleia tonight with an unlock door we Jedi as a whole are too trusting.” That meant, of course, that the Jedi didn’t believe other Jedi would do harm and so kept their doors unlocked at times. “Or in the case of the position of the Grand Jedi Master, to save time, share all we have in the position.”

Enothchild suddenly got it. “Including codes!”

Yoda nodded, and has the Vhinphyc ran past him in a hurry he pulled out a comlink and said calmly, “Master Windu, alert all available Jedi we have remaining on Coruscant. To Nadine Towers they are to go. In our midst a traitor is.”

Enothchild ran through the hanger and into the next large chamber, which was the Jedi motor hall. A Jedi Knight just arrived on a speeder bike and he shouted, “EMERGENCY MAKE WAY!” The Knight seeing his desperation did a rolling flip off the seat and gestured for him to take the bike. The Vhinphyc leapt onto the bike, his force of his falling weight causing the bike to hit the ground. It recovered just in time as Enothchild opened the throttle and charged off. 

Holding the throttle wide open, Enothchild ignored traffic lanes and just cut a straight line path for Nadine Towers. He tapped the Force and said, “Juna, can you hear me? Juna? Juna, answer me, please! Where ever you are stay there and I’ll come to you.” There was an eerie silence in his mind and he began to fear the worst. The building anxiety he felt before as Helle’ ship was arriving was a very deep knot in the pit of his stomach. The Force was buzzing with the feeling that something major was going to happen. If Juna choose to ignore the danger…

“Juna, this is serious, do not go to Nadine Towers. Stay put and we’ll come to you!” When he didn’t feel her, he hit the comlink control on the bike and adjusted the harmonics for a comm call to Lou’s apartment. There was a connection and the comm was buzzing at her end. It went on for three buzzes.

Then five buzzes…

Ten buzzes…

Enothchild killed the call and readjusted the transmission harmonics. “Muriel, where are you?”

“At the Temple. We’re too-.”

“Scratch it! Head for Nadine Towers right now! Don’t ask, just do it! Ros, you there?”

“I heard you! Casper and I are on our way. What is it?”

“I know who the traitor is. And your mother isn’t responding.” Enothchild shut off the comm and urged his bike for more power, feeling Ros’ own worried feelings matching his feelings for Juna’s safety equalizing. “Come on, damn you, move!”
