CHAPTER 63.0

Just about all of the elements of what occurred last night had finally came out, therefore in explained the front entrance to the Nubian Consulate building being so packed with hundreds of media agents trying to get anything from an appearance by Lady Angelleia to a statement to a napkin someone may have used inside. Something that would put their organization, their own personal star, on top for at least 15 seconds and grab the fame they feel they had the right to deserve. Nothing truly earned here, no merit really gained, not an ounce of their being saved from damnation. If they could, they would sell their soul and flesh just to be that one entity to get the latest story of the millennium. With the consulate locked down no one other than normal, non-media, or political Nubian citizenry was allowed in or out. Securing that fact solidly was the Republic Guard outside the gates, and the Nubian Volunteer Army soldiers that were all ready on assignment to the consulate on the front doors.

Given last night’s unusual events anything and everything was possible to happen and no one took it for granted. The entire Coruscant WeatherNet failed for the first time in 700 years and an unexpected amount of rain fell and flooded out much of the lower engineered drainage array; occurring when the system was still on line and functioning at full anti-rain capacity. 

On a more normal note, a search of the late Qualeggoes turned up a security pass encrypt similar to the one the Republic Guard and ambulatory services used to bypass heavy security to get to individuals in high security areas without being hampered. It was unfortunately obvious how he came about it; Qualeggoes just asked a Republic Guard officer at the Coco Annex for one; dressed as and well known as a Jedi Master, no one questioned his intentions with it; after all, Jedi just don’t invade homes and try to kill unarmed and innocent people. 

Inside it was protected by the standard detail, and it included the only foreigners allowed, allowed upon King Veruna’s personal authorization based on Lady Angelleia’s insistence. Enothchild, Dizzy, Ros and Casper stayed around Juna’s room to guard it and hang out. Muriel sought to it make sure that Juna had a fresh change of clothes, going back to Alouha’s ruined apartment to get them. Alouha was at the Jedi Temple being looked after to ensure there were no ill effects from being placed in a Force sleeping trance, which did occur from time to time; Nue took her there so he could inspect the damage to the lab. Helle refused all medical treatment and vanished into the early morning without saying word one where she was going.

Juna was ordered not to leave the consulate until further notice by Veruna, and agreed to be examined for any injuries she may have gotten from her struggles. She laid on her bed face down in her newly acquired suite, as a female doctor on call examined her bruised and throbbing back as well as her troubling right shoulder that popped out of joint. Injuries were hard to tell now with her krayt dragon tattoo covering her torso so a detailed feel around had to be done. Adrenaline also covered the pain and when it faded she finally felt it, right about the time the Millennium Falcon was being pulled in by a Republic tow ship to the consulate’s designated landing site. It bothered her, but not so much as what she felt in her heart. 

She failed. Magus Prophet got away.

Juna was too emotionally wrecked at the moment to use the Force to heal whatever injury she had or to dull the pain. Again it never equaled to her lost chance at ending that thing that plagues her and the entire Republic. She had him dead; she had the position to where either Dizzy or Muriel could have finished Prophet off. She wondered all through out her sleepless night, actually she never even tried to sleep, what she could have done differently that would have guaranteed his death and the end of the conflict. She wanted an outcome when she gave him chase, but not the one where an ion cannon took away the one outcome she would have lived with.

She felt Muriel’s presence before the door opened, and as she looked on her armored clad friend walked in still looking a little worse for wear while carrying a luggage bag with replacement clothes in it; her red hair was dull, and her sharp eyes had a bit of exhaustion to them. Juna could easily see that last night wasn’t just physically draining for her best friend. It was more than that, more than the obvious what the cause was, and more than just the known cause.

“How is she, Doctor Bedelin?” asked Muriel, her professional demeanor still not wavering since last night. Juna wondered about that as well, just like in the case of the Jedi Masters of the Council, how Muriel could keep such a strict mind even though her emotions were stressed.

“Her Ladyship has soreness in the right shoulder where she had it momentarily dislocated, but scans showed no tearing,” said Bedelin, whose lighter Nubian accent and younger appearance was a stark contrast from vocals and wizened features of the late Royal Physician Lunette Solms. If there was one link between the two, in Juna’s estimation, it was the cool hands; physician’s hands always seem cool for whatever reason. “The flash burns around her eyes and in her corneas are all ready healed.”

Juna’s sigh of remembering Doctor Solms was covered by her brief moan as Doctor Bedelin pressed down on the upper part of back on the left side by the spinal column; Doctor Solms was another victim of Prophet’s fury who did not receive justice or peace with her failure to kill the Vhinech. “Thankfully scans showed no damaged of any kind to her spine, her back muscles were stretched quite a bit. However she has a slight tear in the upper laterals major muscle group. She won’t need surgery or a sling, but she will need to keep herself from any physical activity for at least a week on the left side. Also no sudden movements with her left arm, especially upward.” 

“Thank you, Doctor,” said Muriel, walking with her to the door. “I’ll make sure she gets some rest.”

“Definitely I recommend it after a night she had. Also I would recommend that she doesn’t try being a Jedi Knight.” Muriel gave her a look. “That’s how she hurt herself. She said she did some hand standing back flips in series.”

“I’ll make sure she doesn’t tumble either.”

Juna sighed a little and didn’t bother to get up from her laying position; the coolness of the air actually felt good on her aching back. It sparked memories her exposed back did, back when she was little, still Queen, and securing the treaty with the Seovens. The humidity of that strange, alien world did damage to her makeup, which Chief Envandowd had thought her Royal Face was originally permanent tattoo artwork. She proved her intentions were honest by getting the tattoo on her back, a shrunken down image of how the Seoven Monks of their religion viewed her soul.

Cessa Evannava was with her when she got the krayt dragon on her back, and Deannta Dresser had reservations afterwards because she thought she going to have to get one as her Royal Bodyguard back then; two more victims of Prophet’s desires, and two more victims that would never see finality. 

“Juna,” Muriel said quietly, sensing her lack of enthusiasm about getting into her new clothes right away. Her friend sat beside her on the bed, pausing to note how it seemed the sinister looking tattoo on Juna’s back just seemed to follow her with it’s yellow eyes as if it were alive, and said, “Are you all right? You want to talk?”

Juna gripped the pillow that was under her turned head tighter and didn’t say anything right away. Muriel put a hand in Juna’s head and rummaged her hair a little. The older female said, “I’m sorry that I didn’t tell you everything. We’re all sorry if you give us a chance to explain.”

“There isn’t anything else to say anymore about the letter or Qualeggoes,” said Juna softly. She was mad at them, but not mad as she was like when she discovered Pirus Krendel was trying to dethrone her or like 10 years ago when her mother used her gift of vision drawing to try and psyche Enothchild out and scare him away. 

Still she was miffed, and losing Prophet didn’t help her mood at all. Sarcastically, she said, “I forgive you all for treating me like the child you all think I am.”

Muriel’s hand relaxed softly in her thick hair and she said, “We figured you would react this way if you saw it.”

Juna moved her head enough to where she could see her and said with just a slight raise in volume in her voice, “And how would you all like me to react? Can you tell me what would have been an acceptable reaction? Should I be calm that a psychopath details how he is going to rape me? I should feel flattered that his motivation for the Republic’s destruction is because he thinks I secretly love him? Do I find peace in the fact that he thinks the deaths of my parents were the best moments of my life? How would you all have me react?”

Muriel sighed and pulled her hand away, unable to really give an answer to that question. Juna sighed as well and said, “I understand the reasoning because I was going before the Jedi Council. Looking at it and what I did last night, I think if I had the mindset going before them, I wouldn’t last one second stating my case to become a Jedi.” 

“That was Enothchild’s way of looking at it. The letter, and the traitor; at the time we didn’t know who it was, and if you went in with that in mind there was a chance the traitor would have sensed it if, say, they probed your mind.”

“They hadn’t.”

“I said if, not they were,” said Muriel in quiet retort, emphasizing ‘if’ strongly. “Enothchild had no clue, no certainty, what they were going to do, and who the traitor was. But believe me; we didn’t use you as bate, and we didn’t necessarily enjoy keeping you in the dark. Enothchild wanted the traitor and the only way to get to him was if they were on top of him. Qualeggoes threw everyone off by quitting the Jedi Order. Enothchild didn’t know he was the traitor until he talked to Master Yoda.”

She buried her head more into her pillow. “Still, I had a right to know. I’m not a little girl anymore.”

“I know, and I’m sorry.” Muriel stood up and said, “You deserve the truth, Juna. All your life you have lived by it with your honesty and forthrightness. You expect that in return. And you should get that in return.” The red head stood there for a few moments and then said, “I didn’t want you to come here.”

Juna heard that, and it took a second longer to register what was said. She sat up and pulled her dress up, slipping back on over her shoulders, looking at her friend and believing her every word she just uttered. Muriel didn’t even take time to contemplate her answer, and she knew that meant the Guardian had all ways held that view she just expressed. “You didn’t want me to become a Jedi?”

“No, it wasn’t that.” She sat down next to Juna. “It’s not my place to say a person shouldn’t follow their innocent dreams. But I know you, Juna; you are still reeling from your lack of remorse for losing your mother. You felt that long before and long after the funeral. I know you. I know how you sympathize.”

Juna let out a small chuckle and lowered her head. “That’s great. That’s great because the Jedi Council felt the same way you did more or less. They admitted those feelings yesterday very clearly to me.” Only her eyes moved to take in Muriel’s form. “I respect your feelings, and thank you for telling my how you feel.” She raised her head and zeroed in on making eye contact. “And you are right. But I can move on. I’m trying to with this.”

“Its sound, but I think you should have came here much later.” Muriel placed motherly like hands on Juna’s shoulders. “Last night, where you got angry, would have never happened if you took the time to ease yourself away from your losses.”

“Last night,” mumbled Juna, sighing again in resignation. “Last night was more of setback for me than what I felt about my losses. I had him, Muriel. I had Prophet, and like all the times before luck and the Force was not on my side!” She shook her head in disgust, thinking about it more and more and drawing conclusions with a quiet tone. “It’s like its my destiny is to suffer while he is alive. He is my life of torture that only ends when he ends. Or I do.”

“Well I was there, remember,” chimed Muriel a little, gripping her shoulders, causing Juna to wiggle a little by moving her around. It was an attempt to steer her away from her distress with a little humor on the subject. “You had to scare the shit out of him. You sure did me and Dizzy.”

“I didn’t,” said Juna, grabbing herself in a hug, and feeling like she was being watched. The memories of his feelings towards her at the end when he got away were far more grotesque than the impressions he left behind in the letter. “He told me how he felt about our little ‘foreplay’ romp.”

Muriel understood how that was possible and didn’t need an explanation in anyway. Her face got a little red and she said, “I should have just…fired and fired as you were still centering the ship. Maybe I would have caught the fuel cell or-.”

Juna grabbed her friend’s right hand with her right hand and gave it a small squeeze. “Now you’re doing it. The blame isn’t yours.”

“It isn’t yours either.”

Juna shook her head, the feeling of incompleteness not going away anytime soon. Muriel wanted to say something to her and she knew what it was going to be so Juna changed the subject completely. “I’m…sorry I yelled at you last night.”

“I deserved it a little for not telling you anything.” Muriel stood up and said, “We’re going to talk shop outside. You should get some sleep.”

Juna gave her a look and shook her head again. “Remember, I’m not a little girl.” She grabbed the luggage bag and threw it on the bed, pulling out the white top-blue skirted dress with Ancient Nubian hieroglyphics as trim on the arms, wrist, the neckline, and the skirt edge. “If there is shop to be talked, then I’m going to be a part of it. No more bullshit.” 

Juna reached out and grabbed her friend’s hand. “I will take any advice you give me and weigh it, not just accept it but think about it. But I am deep in this, too deep not to be a part of it. And you know it.”

Muriel looked like she was going to object, and then nodded her head. “You’re right. We’re in this fight together or not at all.” 

Juna gave her a little smile and said, “I’ll be there in a moment.” 

She watched Muriel leave and let out a small sigh, hoping now that she could contribute to the efforts to stop Prophet, whether Enothchild liked her to or not. She skipped taking a shower, just left her hair a long undone and swaying behind her, and then as she slipped on her simple dress she realized that her argument about the truth, about telling it and not holding it back, applied to her very easily. At first the notion was silly; she had told the truth a good share of her days, never holding back really except when she had to hesitate to think about things. She fibbed a little when she was a child but that was more out of joking sarcasm than actually deceit. She made the mistake 10 years ago lying for her father, but that was clarified and resolved. One thing was for sure she had never lied since then. Especially before the Jedi Council, where she kept her answers straight on the subject on their questions.

But she had lied and hidden the truth or rather she hadn’t told the truth lately to Enothchild. She hid the fact that she loved him, and last night she covered up her flub. It had been nearly a decade since she had admitted her heart to him on more than one occasion; the last time was during her Royal Coronation before he escorted hand in hand to the main entrance of the Palace of Theed. Her dreams later on were filled with that scene only she was in a wedding gown and they had just gotten married inside and strolled out for everyone to see them.

In reality, however, she had not followed up on her commitments. It was hard to, though, since Enothchild hinted that a relationship between them of any kind had to be put on hold so she could train as a Jedi; that is if the Jedi Council would take her in after last night in Nue’s laboratory. She held on to hope that she could explain her feelings and apologize. She could wait, but the agony associated with the waiting would be tremendous. 

But what if she didn’t wait? 

Well they would frown at her for sure; the Code does forbid such a relationship, or that was how she interpreted it. Juna couldn’t love her potential Jedi Master in a romantic way, at least not yet. Sighing, she realized that she couldn’t tell Enothchild just yet. She couldn’t talk to him about it, not until finality was reached with the Jedi Council about her training status.

For now she just thought about how to take down Magus Prophet, and throwing on boots that went up to her calves, covering them with her conservatively long skirt, Juna tapped the Force to treat her injuries slowly and focused on the task at hand. The best way to make Prophet pay was to rejoin her friends and together take him out and his plans apart.

CHAPTER 63.1

In the main lounging room, ever since they arrived and while Muriel and Juna were talking, some of the group was talking as well as researching whatever they could in regards to Qualeggoes’ activities were while he communicated to Prophet. Casper was working that angle with data pads in their hands, somewhat enthusiastically since he hadn’t been doing research in the past 12 hours, going over all of the rogue Caamasi’s records that were released to them by the Jedi Council to find any other revelations. 

“So you and Casper truly believe the weapon Prophet was using a Trade Federation weapon?” asked Enothchild.

“An Apex-Hyperbole 344 Breakable sniper rifle; the same type of weapon Relph Duplhfune used to assassinate Lady Arelianna Organna and the same caliber of weapon used in the other assassinations in the coordinated attack on world leaders 6 months ago,” said Ros, holding up his large data pad and showing an downloaded illustration of the weapon. “Supposedly a not-in-manufactured-circulation Trade Federation weapons in Vhinech hands and brand new to boot?”

Enothchild shook his head in confusion. “It makes no sense except if the weapon plans had somehow got in the Vhinech’s hands. However there were a bunch of them bought on the fringe black market just a time prior to the assassinations.” His eyes found Dizzy. “Do you know any arms dealers, Dizzy? Ones with Trade Federation ties or can get their hands on Trade Federation equipment?”

“I know too many of them,” chimed Dizzy, smiling when Muriel walked into the room. She sat on his lap while he sat in the chair. “How’s Juna?”

“She’s fine, she’ll be joining us in a minute,” she said.

“Dizzy?” asked Enothchild.

The Sullustan blinked a few times, and then realized that he stopped. “OH! Oh, yeah, well these guys unfortunately don’t use the usual fringe channels to communicate so it would take time to locate them. Plus you said they’re not manufactured anymore?”

“Yes, the Trade Federation stopped making these weapons hundreds of years ago.”

Dizzy shook his head. “That’s a dead end. Even the most dirt-poor arms dealers don’t deal with antiques that old. Not good for business if you sell old shit all the time.”

“Particularly defected…poodoo,” added Casper off hand, then let his young gaze drift back on the data pad.

“In short that could be a flying krayt dragon sighting; someone claims they heard someone else see someone see one, but still there’s no proof,” said Dizzy to sum up his feelings on the subject.

“So what’s the deal anyways,” said Muriel finally. “Prophet uses the same weapon as the assassins.” She held up a hand to hold off the most obvious response. “No, I don’t think the Trade Federation is conspiring with the enemy; in this case I don’t think they are below that lowest common denominator of that thinking in terms of gaining profit at any cost. But face it…it’s obvious he supplied the weapons to the assassins.”

“That isn’t what bothers them.” Everyone turned towards the door and noted Juna entering the room. She paused at the doorway, looking over everyone and greeting them with her dark brown eyes. She bore a friendly face and a friendly demeanor, obviously communicating to everyone without expressing with words that she didn’t hold them in a bad light for not telling her sooner about things. 

Juna faced Muriel and said, “It’s a sticking point because of everything else that has happened, and what they know from experience.”

“Juna, if we even found the supplier we can’t backtrack the Vhinech’s movements from there,” she said in response. 

She shook her head politely and said, “You’re right, but you’re missing the point.” Juna walked towards the middle of the room so everyone could see her; they could before, but a bit of her professionalism came into play. To keep attention and balance the sound in the room and make everyone feel they are a part of one’s thinking it was beneficial for the speaker to be in the middle of the room. Sure it would seem that she was taking the lead in the investigation appearance wise, but then again in all walks of life it seemed natural to do so. “Actually you all are overlooking too much.” She looked at Casper and said, “Stop. You’ll find nothing else there.”

“But I just cracked his diary entries for last year,” he said.

“Qualeggoes was too smart. He wouldn’t write down his treason.”

“And how do you know for sure?”

“Know, I do.” She blinked a few times after she said that and Casper, Enothchild, and Ros gave her a cocked-eyebrow look. “I mean I do know. Just trust me.” There was a long pause and stare between the both of them, and then finally the Padawan Learner put his data pad away. She sighed and said, “I’ve been thinking for a little while now about this even thought I wasn’t suppose to. There’s been times the Force has been…interjecting.” She gestured to Enothchild. “Right?”

“A few times over some of the facts, especially with this one,” he admitted. “I get this feeling that I shouldn’t stop looking into it and I don’t know why.”

“I do know why,” Juna said confidently. She looked at Ros, then Casper, and then back to Ros again, and finally Enothchild. “The Sullustan Vhinech seemed to you all, if I understand it, as if they just attacked without direction. That is without sound strategy. A craziness to it all in the beginning.”

“Well their grasp of the Force improved, but strategy wise there was some helter skelter in their actions,” acknowledged Ros. “Still the attacks were sometimes too specific. What got us was the fact that some were flying ships, and others destroyed power plants. The power plants, well, we can’t do anything in investigating those because the radiation.”

“And the pilots of those ships?”

“Well according to Sullustan flight command some, not all, of those ships were airborne when the first report of Sleeper Vhinech attacks took place.”

“Interesting isn’t it?” she said questioningly. “They seem to attack erratically, and yet they still maintain a presence of mind in their attacks. They use their strengths. They become mindless zombies that can use the Force, but they can use what they have learned before the transformation. Whatever is the most convenient at the time.”

Ros looked at Casper and said, “Hence why I was mad at Casper for running that Legacy infected motherboard. Being not in control is one thing, and slowly learning to use the Force another, but a trained Jedi that is actually a Sleeper Vhinech would be the worst-case scenario; these Sleeper Vhinech rely on the dark side for their power.” He noticeably shuttered. “What if it isn’t a Padawan Leaner? What if, and why not, a Jedi Knight or Master? Especially a Master.”

“That would be a pretty bad scenario,” said Enothchild without hesitation.

“The hell it would; what if you fell, Big Man,” said Dizzy. “What if you were a Sleeping Vhinech? Man that would be like fighting two Magus Prophets instead of one.”

“That’s not even funny, Dizzy,” Muriel said disapprovingly, giving her husband a good dose of her purple-eyed glare has she sat on his lap. 

Enothchild, on the other hand, found himself slightly intrigued by that theory. He filed it away in the back of his mind for now; something about that seemed too tantalizing to dismiss.

Juna spoke to bring everyone’s attention back towards her. “And that would be terrible if it were true in the entire argument.” She then held up a finger and looked at no one in particular. “The Vhinech assassin from Alderaan. Duplhfune? Was he ever in the military as a marksman?”

Casper answered, “He was never in any militia. In fact he never even owned a blaster.”

“Then…where did he learn to be a such a superior shot?”

There was a great, long pause of realization dawning on everyone. Dizzy then said, “Well…there’s nothing to light, really, Juna. You don’t have to worry about wind and all. Not with a scope and tripod.”

“Dizzy, that one shot Duplhfune took was from miles away with her surrounded by a large crowd of people,” said Enothchild frankly. “It was a head shot, the back of her head facing him; the smallest target profile.”

Muriel slowly shook her head and said, “You can say the Force is with him if you want, but with no experience behind the trigger there’s no way anyone inexperienced could make that shot.”

“That is all true, but you are missing my point,” said Juna pointedly. “Twenty beings carried out the same type of assassination, at the same time, with the same weapons, with the same type of target, and more to the point no one else was hurt around that target.” She threw up her hands. “Don’t you see…they were programmed!”

Everyone got very silent, and so Juna continued. “It makes the most sense. If these Vhinech are supposedly mindless, untrained, and undisciplined because the Legacy Virus just activates them, then how could they have carried out an on the clock, precise military operation and on different planets?”

A little bewildered, Muriel asked, “Then how does these untrained snipers get so damn good with their shooting capabilities, Juna?”


Juna didn’t hesitate. “They were born to do it.” Again there was a stunned silence. “Look, and Casper you can look this up.” Casper waited with his data pad and when she spoke he typed in what she said, “Bawkin’s Biological Sciences, 670th edition. Um…Chapter 14…page 107? No 109. It talks about the inherent traits of all species passed down within the DNA and RNA superstructures, from disease to height to learned behavior traits passed down from one generation to the next. It also talks about the Theory of Uniformity…I think it’s the sixth paragraph…and a plausible connection between the bridge of fact and theory.”

She walked around a little and drew in some air to breathe for a few moments to clear her head again; sometimes to much of her memory just flows into her conscious thoughts too quickly and too much. That was why she misspoke the page number and spoke so awkwardly towards the end. It wasn’t like she was winging a political speech; science was her weakest subject and she was still tired a bit mentally from the night before.

“Okay, how do baby dodawgs know to go to the ocean once they hatch?” Juna asked Muriel. Dodawgs, of course, were Nubian ocean creatures that are only soft flesh creatures 3 inches in length in the beginning but grow into 45 foot long, feetless, whale like creatures; a process that takes 60 years. 

“Nature, I guess,” Muriel said. “Perhaps something passed down like…like mating instincts and migration routes.” She seemed to get it.

“Are you sure someone isn’t there just pointing to the ocean and saying ‘swim babies swim’?” asked Dizzy, still a bit confused.

“Nature seemingly allows instincts and knowledge to be passed down genetically,” said Juna, using her hand to figuratively point out each word as she spoke. “We don’t think about some of the things we do, and sometimes we are surprised by an incident, a memory, or by some quirk we haven’t done before.” She shrugged her shoulders. “To tell the truth I didn’t think about it at all until after what happened last night. I had a very strange epiphany, and it could only be explained by genetics.

“But that’s something for another day. Now, suppose the Vhinech were programmed genetically to care out the assassinations as if they were natural. There are creatures in the universe, even sentient ones, that can be away from their culture or their natural habitat but once they return there, snap, they’re picking things up right away.”

Everybody just sat there for a few moments as Juna waited for a response. Stuttering, Enothchild, even he was surprised, asked, “H-How exactly do they program them?”

“Simple: the genetic sequence and the Diamonds.”

“Simple being a word not thrown around loosely here,” added Casper, scratching his head and trying like hell to understand it all.

“Don’t you see,” she said to them all. “The Theory of Uniformity states that if you can manipulate the Diamonds you can control the genetic code! If you control the genetics, then you control the being!” Everyone seemed to get it all at once, but Juna wasn’t finished. “Three schools of thought; one you preprogram the subjects, two you program the subject on sight, three there is all ready set preprogramming that is subject to further programming instruction just like a computer.”

“Okay, before we get into that, clarify how we get to the second and third points,” said Ros with a waving hand.

“Actually they are all interrelated anyways,” said Juna cheerfully, meshing her fingers together. “You start with…an Alpha Template. It contains the preprogrammed/destined DNA/RNA genome graphs. Embedded of course is the basics-.”

“From breathing to sucking a titty,” murmured Dizzy, and Muriel jack slapped him. “Or unable to avoid being slapped.”

“Also the programming is there too,” continued Juna. “The Alpha Template, of course, goes out and mates and passes the information down to the offspring. The process continues until the program is activated, the heritage line is severed, or evolution takes place. You see the Theory of Uniformity supports the Finite Principal: everything has an ending and everything has a cause for the ending.

“Anyways you can preprogram instructions for select individuals, say Duplhfune for example. His Alpha Template was preprogrammed to be an assassin of a world leader. With his current experience woven into his assassin’s programming, which is activated by the Legacy Virus, he knows who to kill; the world leader, in his memories, Lady Organna.”

“Holy shit, that’s smecking deep, Minx,” said Dizzy, Muriel standing up so he could stand up and stretch a little. Also he wanted to join his wife in collecting his jaw off the floor. “That’s so out there its unreal.”

Juna suddenly nodded and said, “I agree. I mean the first one does make sense, but if I were an odds maker on that day when all those world leaders got assassinated I wouldn’t put the odds of it happening. Not that it was astronomical, but because who was assassinated.” She held up a hand. “We say world leaders, but technically they were not true world leaders. For example Lady Organna: her son succeeded her on the Royal Throne 5 years ago. She isn’t the world leader and neither was a few of the others assassinated, but they were important nonetheless. This suggests assigned targeting.”

Enothchild and the others looked at each other, and he said uncoiling his massive arms, “You’re saying with the Legacy Virus someone can pick and choose a target?”

“Why not? Subliminal messaging in various forms has existed for eons. The Legacy Virus transmits not only the activation sequence but also the plot plans; the virus then wipes out the computer. Because let’s face it the assassinations were too well coordinated.”

“You know,” said Casper, calling up some more data. “She has a point about that. King Organna was not on Alderaan when Lady Organna died. If they were predisposed to kill the world leader, then the effort would have been wasted. Talk about odds as well; what are the odds that all the world leaders would be available to be assassinated let alone smaller fish.”

“One could argue with Juna’s point that if it were true then perhaps the assassins were programmed to go down the line in terms of power, or who was readily available,” added Ros.

“Then the target would have been Bail Organna,” said Juna flatly. “He is next in line, and he was there.” She held up her hands. “I think it because of this; they all used the same weapon. Question; how do they get their hands on the same weapon? Answer; I think it was supplied to them.”

“That would make a lot of sense,” said Muriel with a head nod. “Think about it; the weapon of choice here, conveniently enough, is an old Trad Fed weapon that was, based on Duplhfune’s weapon, made only last year when it ceased to exist centuries ago. Someone could have made the weapons from scratch, positioned them on the worlds, activate the Sleeping Vhinech, give them their instructions, and they go find the weapon!”

Juna pointed at the Guardian. “Exactly!”

“But why a Trad Fed weapon?” asked Dizzy.

“That doesn’t matter, Dizzy,” said Muriel.

“But it does if you want to create suspicion,” said Juna with a raised eyebrow. “A suspicion of conspiracy.” She moved her hands around as if moving pieces of a puzzle together. “This…is all about strategy on all fighting fronts. This is Prophet’s doing. He is using all of his resources to his advantage and creating new advantages along the way. I think it’s safe to say lifting the Sanctuary Resolution is a way to create distrust and infighting within the united structure of the Republic, or what passes as a united structure. He generated the situation that caused it.” 

“Chancellor Valorum was tempted to take the information about the sniper rifle to the Senate to use it against the Trade Federation,” added Enothchild, getting the point of it all. “Again, that could be another dividing ploy.”

Juna exhaled slowly and folded her hands together. She smirked a little and looked down apprehensively. “What happened to me was yet another ploy. And so on and so forth.” She shook her head. “Prophet is insane, he is an animal, he is a blood thirsty savage, but he is also very brilliant. More brilliant than we give him credit for.”

Enothchild walked up to her and put a hand on her shoulder for some support; he felt she needed it. She smiled at him, silently thanking him for it. He then asked, “If he has this power, why didn’t he use it last night?”

Just as everyone else in the room was accepting Juna’s theory they all acted as if they were hit by the hammer of rationality; many of them made gestures or gave looks, feeling headaches coming on from all the thinking.

Juna sighed again. “I don’t know. That’s the flaw. I mean if he could program them to be so precise, and Coruscant should be filled with Sleeping Vhinech, and if he wanted me so badly, then what held him back? He could have programmed an army to come get me. He didn’t.” She shook her head. “Or he couldn’t. Or its part of his strategy.”

Ros held up his hand and said, “It sound theory, one we should definitely take into account. However we’re still in the dark about things. We still have a vote to stop and figure how deep Helle is involved in this. I still don’t think her appearance at Lou’s apartment was about curiosity.”

“Actually what I did manage to get from her ship was very interesting,” said Enothchild. “Helle had been ‘sleeping’ for quite a while, about 160 years. All the while her ship had been monitoring Republic transmissions, especially from the Jedi Temple.”

“For what?” asked Muriel curiously.

“That’s just it, I don’t know. Helle made sure to give us only civilian access to records.” Enothchild withdrew his hand from Juna’s shoulder and crossed his large arms to contemplate the matter in his thoughts.

“Has if she wanted you to find the truth, but not the whole truth,” said Juna after some thought. “Was she the one that gave you the tip about Qualeggoes?”

“Yeah,” said Enothchild rubbing his chin. He gave her a sideways look. “Too convenient, isn’t it?” He ran his hand through his hair in agitation. “Go back years ago, when I was brought to the Temple. Back then my people used my parents to introduce the Legacy Virus then. If Helle was part of some attack involving the virus the strategy was off by some 50 years.” He shook his head. “That doesn’t make any sense.”

“I’m not a combat strategist, and I see it makes no sense either,” said Dizzy. “Could be that she was spying covertly?”

“Waste of her talents,” offered Juna. She turned to give everyone a look. “She handled herself against Qualeggoes pretty well.”

“Master Enothchild,” Casper began has he stood up. “ Didn’t you say that Helle told you a day or so ago that there was another Vhinphyc Sleeper? Perhaps she meant you.”

Enothchild chuckled a little and shook his head. “Doubtful because it still doesn’t explain the time difference of 50 years. I’m only 110. She was out there for 160 years. And consider this; there was only one transmission made, presumably, to her ship from Vhanba.”

“Only one? When?” asked Juna.

“Don’t know the information was deemed classified. Only that it occurred.”

Dizzy smiled and said, “Perhaps you should go find Helle and put on the charm, Bantha Head.” He walked up to him and gave him a playful elbow. “You know, get her a bundle of wheat and rotted chocolate covered yeantess.”

Enothchild made a face; he wasn’t going to kiss up to someone like Helle, but the logic of talking to her was there. He looked around at the others, then at Juna and she shrugged her shoulders. “Makes sense to me. There’s no way she’s going to talk to just anyone. And it does appear as if she’s trying to get your attention about something. We’re going to need full access to her ship, and that means her.”

He held up a finger and pointed out, “Master Yoda said you could get the code by touching the keyboard if Helle used it.”

“I can’t leave the consulate unless it’s to return home,” she told him plainly. “My hands are tied by the Articles of Royal Diplomatic Protocol. I promised him I would adhere to them so I could stay here.”

Enothchild made a face about that, and finally sighed and said, “I guess it is up to me.”

“Unfortunately, you’re the poor bastard on the other side of the airlock,” chimed Dizzy.

After some thought, Enothchild saw what little options they all had left. If there was any hope in finding a way to stop Prophet, it was going to be with Helle’s help. All knew in the room that it was either the key to unlocking anything, or just another complicated, unbreakable lock of confusion; the latter no one now could afford. 

CHAPTER 63.2

Before Enothchild left he lead Juna away from everyone else to a secluded corner. She watched him from behind, and then he took her hand the last few feet or so to office space that was not occupied. Although she was not totally over being not told anything Juna couldn’t help to feel a bit warm right now. He wasn’t pulling her along, just guiding her gently, and with his hand puffy and cut from the battle last night she couldn’t help to feel something in that other than concern. It was a much warmer feeling than she had ever experienced before, but it wasn’t that she was embarrassed. 

When he turned and faced her she was closer to him than she would have liked, bumping into his chest and banging her nose a little. She looked up, and for a second time slowed, and in that second she took in his features. Juna didn’t notice it before, but his face was rather puffy, swollen around the eyes a bit; having crashed through that highly durable security glass at break neck speeds had actually bruised him considerably and did more damage than Qualeggoes ever really inflicted.

The second past and he said, “I’m sorry.”

“You’re sorry?” Juna said exasperated, not even realizing why he said it has she urged him to sit down. He didn’t, of course. “Enothchild, you look like hell. You should meditate and heal. You’re one big bruise.”

Enothchild looked at her with his soft amber eyes and said, “There will be time for that in the future. Right now there is so much more to worry about than personal needs.” His hand reached back to touch where Juna banged her head, caused by Qualeggoes’ attack. “How’s your head?”

Juna was going to stop him, but once that hand slipped past her hair to touch the dried cut her resistance was minimal. “My head’s fine. It’s you I’m worried about.”

He seemed to hesitate in retracting his hand, his features narrowed just slightly has if he was trying to understand something. Juna thought back to what she said and wondered if he picked up something. He returned to normal in his posture and put the errant hand on her shoulder; it was here Juna expected him to just counter what she said, something along the lines of ‘I’m more worried about you’ or ‘I should be the least of your concerns’.

Instead Enothchild said, “I appreciate your concern.” That and the small smile was all he said. Was he just using a different tact with her, or was he honestly conveying a feeling that was more than appreciation? “Look, I’m sorry I kept you out of the loop on matters. It was never meant to hurt you.”

The change in subject changed her thoughts as well. Lukewarm at best but not heated, Juna said, “I thought after what you and I have shared there was nothing between us.” That statement had only one meaning to it, and Juna found herself not caring if it revealed too much.

Enothchild didn’t seem to pick up on it. “I know. I wanted you to become a Padawan Learner first before I even brought up the letter. Now…now I’ve created the circumstances that ruined your chances.”

Juna smirked a little and said, “Perhaps you’re right about that. Then again it showed me something, and Muriel said something just a bit ago that hit home.” She brushed her hand across his chest. “I’m not ready to become a Jedi.”

He shook his head. “No.” He gripped her by the shoulders with both hands. “No, Juna, you are ready. We can work on it. I can show you the way, I know it.”

“Enothchild,” she said quietly, putting a hand to his face. That ceased his frustration and rant, bringing his head down a bit. “After last night I would be surprise if the Jedi Council would give me the time of day. Besides that, I feel like I don’t know who I really am.” She turned away from him and walked over to look out the window. “How can I be anything if I don’t know who, or even what I am with certainty?”

“Yoda wants you to help us, Juna,” said Enothchild, coming up to her side and putting a hand on the opposite shoulder. “He wants you to use the Force.”

Juna could feel his hand touch her with so much care it made her close her eyes, and has she did she found herself in the diminutive Jedi Master’s place. It occurred to her some time ago that apparently whatever she did a yesterday it was staying with her. She said, “Wants me to feel the Force he does. Difference there is.” She looked up at him and said normally, “I can’t totally explain how I know, but I just do. I want to be a Jedi, Enothchild, more than life itself. But I don’t feel I need to be a Jedi, at least not now.”

Enothchild placed his other hand on her shoulder and turned her to face him. “In my heart, Juna, this is the time for it. This is your moment. If Qualeggoes said something last night you shouldn’t put much stock in it.”

Juna laughed a little when he brought that up. “Funny, I didn’t until you brought it up. Ever since coming here…ever since I started puberty I have been having strange feelings and scary visions. It’s just gotten worse since I got here and it’s not going away.” She pulled away from him and stared out the window. For a moment certain parts of the landscape wasn’t there, or buildings faded to transparency; they were there, just that she could see through them, and traffic lanes changed and congestion was not has bad. Then everything went back to normal; everything became the present again. 

“I see or hear things that are based on a past that I have never lived,” said Juna softly, unsure if she wanted anyone else to hear it other than Enothchild, pretending that the empty room behind the two of them was filled with a hundred big eared Sullustans. She turned to Enothchild and said, “It’s happened too much to be a mere coincidence and I think the Jedi Council knows it. Also I’ve heard a term applied to me more than once now other than Dark Hope, and now I wonder if both terms are true. I wouldn’t have put much credence into it, but since you have said it to Muriel in confidence I wonder if it’s true. And if so, then by all means I shouldn’t become a Jedi. What I know now is all I will ever learn.”

Juna stared him in the eye again and asked, “Am I a Sith Maiden? Am I truly this Dark Hope of the Sith creature Pern, Prophet, and Qualeggoes have said I am?” 

Enothchild stood up a little straighter than he was and let his eyes move down. She knew him too well when he did this; he was trying to avoid the subject. She put her hand under his chin and lifted his head up to make him look in her eyes again. Juna said, “Don’t leave me out of the loop. Not anymore.”

Enothchild grabbed her hands and put them together in front of him. Juna didn’t press him has his thumbs massaged the flesh of her hands in comforting rubs. He was trying to soften the blow that was the truth with his long pause of thought, but she gave him a look in her eyes that expressed the opinion that she knew in her heart that what they said was true, but she wanted him to say it because it was him. 

“You are a Sith Maiden,” he said very quickly to ease the blow. Just has quickly he added, “But that don’t mean anything.”

“No Enothchild, it means everything,” said Juna in response, still stunned by the revelation even if she knew it was true a long time ago. “The Council knows what I am. Everyone else knows what I am. I don’t.” She calmed quickly, not necessarily mad at him or anyone. “Everyone sees me has some monster, some predestined evil.”

“No, you’re wrong Juna.” Enothchild pulled her into his arms and gave her a strong, caring hug. “Don’t ever think yourself that. Never again.”

Her head laid against his chest, and for that moment she could hear that wonderful heart of his giving him life spiritually has well has biologically. This kind of a hug was far different than the others they have shared very recently. She could feel him prohibiting himself before, but not now. It may have been too much for anyone else, and perhaps to Juna’s sensibilities it was a bit too much, but she was enjoying it too much to pull away.

Enothchild did separate them, but allowed her to keep contact with her hands on his waist. “You are a terrific young woman that was brought up by a terrific young woman. You’re good and you care; none of those virtues apply to the horrendous creature Qualeggoes or Prophet paints you out to be. If I ever taught or told you anything all these years it is this; you ultimately make yourself. You choose the life that leads to your destiny, don’t let others tell you or make you do so otherwise especially now where you control your life.”

“Like deciding not becoming a Jedi?” she asked him straight, and Enothchild’s face changed when he realized that he backed right into that preverbal corner known as encompassing logic. “If what you say is sound, then you can’t talk me out of my choices.”

“Yeah.” He let out a huff and looked out the window. He gave her a bit of a shake. “Juna, this will be your only chance at becoming a Jedi. You quit now and there is no other chance.” 

Juna appreciated his sincerity now more than ever, but there was no more hiding the facts. She was a realist, maybe more so than anyone in the galaxy at large. She was also stubborn and it took reality a little while longer to catch up with certain things like becoming a Jedi. 

“Right now there is so much more to worry about than personal needs,” Juna said bravely, repeating what he said one a few moments ago. She touched his disappointed face with her hand. “When I was a little girl I’ve always dreamed of being a Jedi. But that is what makes it a dream, for dreams are really never meant to become true. They are a world of illusion and imagination, a place we go escape from reality. Reality is…I’m not a little girl anymore, and therefore little girl dreams don’t come true.” 

Removing her hand, Juna stood up and moved away from him before he could say anything that would change her mind; oh Force how she wanted him to change her mind. But that would take time, and time wasn’t what they had. She could feel him stand up; it wasn’t through the Force, she just knew. She knew he was walking towards her although it wasn’t because of his heavy footsteps. She knew he was behind her but not because she felt his hands on her shoulders.

Juna Rapier just knew Enothchild Sarch. She knew him too well. She said, “You better go. The universe can’t save itself.”

She could see just a bit of his reflection in the glass, and she could see his head fall back so he could look up at the ceiling, seemingly trying to decide what to do. Enothchild gripped her shoulders tighter and said, “I’ll be back. I want to talk about this further. Please, can you give me that?”

“I promise that I will be here to talk,” she said without turning around. “However my mind is made up. Now it is not my time.”

There was a few moments of silence, and it was followed by something Juna didn’t expect: Enothchild forehead touching the top of her head. He said, “All right. All right.” He let her go, and she felt him leave the room. She felt his disappointment. She felt his sadness. 

Juna put hand to her mouth and fought back any tears coming on, or the urge to yell for him, have him come back, and kiss him so hard the sadness he was feeling would go away. The latter was born from the very words she said, the words she repeated, about personal needs. 

She never hated those words until now.

