CHAPTER 50.0

On the way down after dropping Juna off with the Jedi Council, Enothchild allowed himself to ponder many things while trying to rid himself of the edginess he felt leaving his charge; not that the traitor would attack her in front of eleven or so others it was her emotions were jumbled going into the examination. Prior to his stepping out she was solid as a rock, even after she unleashed that incredible display of speed, agility, and reflexes; he was very just as surprised as the others how quickly she moved, only reacting to her movements after the thunderclap had hit his chest; even with recall she was a blur regardless how slow he made the replay. The Jedi Council surely didn’t miss feeling that release of energy.

Walking back in something had clearly happened to Juna and given their long stares at Muriel’s computer terminal it was probably due to what Nue told him about the anomalies found in her DNA scan; never mind that she had the highest midi-chlorians ever recorded, Nue was really concerned over the ‘green globs of paint’ whatever the hell that meant. He would find out once he took care of a few unanswered questions.

Arriving on the floor that would lead to his first destination, Enothchild departed to free up the elevator and proceeded to a private meditation chamber off on the outer edges of the Jedi Temple. He entered the small, lightly ornamented room and studied it; the high arched room and the circular surroundings was meant to bring energies back and inward and keep them contained to the person who found purchasing sitting in the middle of the room. Much of the painting and the way the colored stone was layered were to convey a sense of harmony for the one who meditated. There were several rooms like this, each a different pattern of design and flow to fit a particular preference of mental states. 

It wasn’t the best room for Enothchild to meditate in but he had very little choice in the matter at the moment. He would have preferred the Arcadia Room in Rapier Manor, where he and Naressa used to meditate together in the morning. Of all the places in the mansion it was by and far the most gothic and evil with the architecture, weapons, ancient torture instruments and devices, suits of armor and other ancient necessities to scare the jeepers out of someone. If anything it motivated him to stay on the straight and narrow way of the Force.

He paused with that thought; he hadn’t really mourned over Naressa so thinking of her was hard. There seemed to be no good time to do it either. Something like what Nue had to tell him would get in the way or there would be some break in the cases he was involved in and there went the free time. He never had a chance to talk about their feelings more. To see where it was going to take them; if not further, than perhaps agree to a mutual understanding because they did, after all, had sex. When sex and love entered the finished equation at the same time it was a very powerful tractor beam to break free from.

Alas they will never know. Add the fact he didn’t share in Juna’s feelings that Naressa wasn’t dead just made everything hurt that much more. There should be more and mourning would bring that out has experienced had taught him. He couldn’t though, he could only work on more pressing matters and if anything he was doing what Naressa would have been doing right now if she were alive; take care of Juna.

With that thought Enothchild closed his eyes and called upon the storage antechamber in his mind going through all the information he digested from the Jedi Council meetings he had. Reactions and slippages in emotion appeared that he didn’t see or feel before, which proved the reliability and efficiency of the antechamber’s subconscious collecting of evidence. 

…Whispers behind him between Yaddle and Yarael Poof proved that the Jedi Council had a strong feeling that Juna was the Dark Hope…

…Even Piell seemed too taken aback by Juna’s appearance. Much like Casper back at the lab he used the Force to cleanse his mind of rude thoughts…

…Ki-Adi-Mundi seemed too preoccupied with taking both sides of the issue while Plo Koon did everything he could not to favor one way or the other…

…Ardogo Revesi was a bit contemptuous with the idea of training someone so old until she saw Juna; in fact it seemed as if the Fausch Jedi Master’s parasitic tentacle hair quivered at the possibility of training Juna. A good sign…

…Depa Boda was not pleased of the distraction of having to discuss the issue of Juna becoming a Jedi.

…Mace Windu was as cool as the other side of the pillow; there was really no opinion he had forged yet at the idea…

The others were very readable; liked, disliked, curious and not so. But two Council members stood out too visibly as the possible traitor, or even more unlikely traitors: Yoda and Qualeggoes.

And Qualeggoes was leaving the Jedi Order. Enothchild wanted to know the reason why from the eopies’ mouth.

Opening his eyes and feeling refreshed and regrouped, Enothchild left the meditation chamber and preceded straight for Qualeggoes’ residence. The Caamasi could not have left too soon without word reaching him. He doubted that the Jedi Master was so quick to leave. Then again, in less time did it took for the sun to shift a full inch in the sky, Qualeggoes was leaving everything he had sacrificed and cherished and struggle to shape into something wonderful and positive for the universe. Enothchild didn’t like his methods, they went beyond strict and they were impersonal, but he was a valuable asset to the Jedi Order nonetheless.

Unless he was behind supplying Magus Prophet the secret of the ysalamiri, and if so Enothchild wasn’t sure what he was going to do if it was true, but turning Qualeggoes in didn’t register in his thought processes. Just before he pressed the door bell his hand fell on his lightsaber to remind him that it was there if he needed it. The conflict whether or not to use it in defense or attack if Qualeggoes was the traitor was short lived, but it was there and it had demanded a resolution.

The door opened and the Caamasi stood there without his robe, probably the only time Enothchild could remember seeing the Jedi Master without it. Contrary to their peaceful nature Caamasi were strong and able creatures and some grew nearly as tall as Wookiees with strong senses, particularly in smell. In Qualeggoes case he was shorter than Enothchild by a few inches. Given who was at his door at the moment his manners were also, as expected, short.

“Well isn’t this just interesting?” questioned Qualeggoes with indignation. “I thought for sure you would be with a few of the others toasting my departure.”

Enothchild shifted from one foot to the other, a combination of annoyance and guilt figuring in to the movements. “I was wondering if I could speak to in private.”

“Why should I extend you that courtesy?”

“Because I still consider you a respectable member of this religion despite how you viewed things and how you viewed me.”

He let a snort of contempt out his nostrils. “You hate me, and yet you don’t want me to leave. Your thoughts were always so contradictory to one another, Enothchild, I don’t know how you managed to become a Jedi.” He took a step back and said, “You have, as always, peeked my curiosity.”

Enothchild walked in and closed the door behind him. One look around the room told him a great deal; the lavish furnishings of Caamasi origin he heard about from Qualeggoes’ former Padawan Learners, he impressively trained 5 in his 180 years of life, were just about all in heavy anti-shock crates. He watched the Jedi Master go to the wall over a shrine of some sort pulled down his lightsaber from an antique rack and place the weapon in one of the open containers.

“I never knew you had such an interest in me,” said Enothchild when he moved closer to the shrine. It looked very cobbled together; it’s significants only apparent to Qualeggoes at the moment. It was a series of symbols and a single candle in the middle.

“I did I must confess,” he said as he walked by him, picking up a match and striking it, lighting the candle and letting the glow engulf the shrine. Setting the blown out match down in a collector, Qualeggoes noted Enothchild’s curiosity. “Clan Rebaraak. Where I am from. My Father, may the Force be with him, was Trustant when I was born. He was a hard man to impress, stubborn spiritually. He was open to ideas but closed minded when it came to the Republic. When the Trustants drew together he voted against anything having to do with the Republic vehemently. Made a bid for the Caamasi Senate seat once but lost. If he would have won, he could have turned this circus around. Instead the only thing he had to offer was his only son. ‘My son will change everything’ he would tell the others proudly.”

“Sounds like you knew him.”

“I never knew him a day in my life.” Qualeggoes stared the flame for very long time, unmoving. Enothchild could see he was reflecting, meditating memories that by his own admission were not his own. “We Caamasi retain significant, highly emotional memories we call memnii. We share memnii, the Trustants the caretakers of such memory, through means of telepathy, and through marriage between the clans, as a way of preserving peaceful communications between the clans. To remember the glory, and not repeat the tragedies, of the past.”

“Your father died, and I take it the new Trustant of your clan came to you with the memories of your father,” reasoned Enothchild, which Qualeggoes affirmed with a nod of his head. Knowing what he knew with Sith Maidens and the way they processed memory the Caamasi, although limited by what they saw, heard, touched, taste and smelled, were probably no different. “He must have been proud of you. Becoming a Jedi must have given him hope and perhaps there was a chance it would change the Republic.”

“Hopes was more like it. He never saw an end to it, nor did he just believe in one hope.” Qualeggoes blew the candle out and closed the doors on the shrine. “But like the flame those hopes burned themselves out long ago.”

“Still your father sounded like a man filled with high hopes for you,” said Enothchild. “He wanted you to make something of yourself at least. Maybe, through the memnii, he didn’t want you to make the same mistakes he may have made.”

Qualeggoes turned and looked at him after placing the shrine in a different container. “Funny, I thought the same thing about your father. The way Yoda told it, your father was a hateful man. But he knew he was hateful, and he didn’t want his only son to be like him. Nor did his birth mother.” 

He closed the lid down, and then leaned his body against it. “You know, that story Master Plo told about his prior animosity towards you. Many did hold that thought. I didn’t despite what you heard or thought otherwise. What worried me the most about you wasn’t that you would turn out like everyone assumed you would, but if you would just turn out.”

“So is that why you interfered that day, during my training, to tell me not to listen to Nadja?” Enothchild asked point blank. He never got a satisfactory answer from anyone about that. “So I would just turn out?”

“I was not wrong in that. In my opinion, and take it as you will, your Master should have never been Nadja.”

“Why, because you would have liked the glory?”

Qualeggoes shrugged his shoulders and said, “Yes.” Enothchild didn’t expect that answer; he was being sarcastic. “And no. You see, I felt I could have shown you the way perfectly, Enothchild. Your testing showed you to be so adaptable to your surroundings although when you were little you were afraid, and you accept things really without question because you wanted to learn.” He turned away and went to his closet. “You would be on the Council right now, and given your longevity you would be on the Council for a very long time, with my guidance.”

Enothchild walked over to the nearest available container and opened it for Qualeggoes out of courtesy but also to look in his eyes. “Why do I feel that isn’t all?”

“Because it isn’t,” Qualeggoes conceded. “I was disappointed in you because you became Nadja’s Padawan not because I hated Nadja, but because I wanted her to be her destiny as I saw it.”

“Explain.”

“Everything in how she became Nadja Moranna aside, Siren Gheruit could have been the very thing in this universe the Republic needed, the very symbol of what embracing the true concept of the Force and what it was about. The Force chose her to be its messenger.” Qualeggoes sighed and rolled his eyes. “Instead…she became a ‘trend’. A t-shirt.” He looked at Enothchild. “I blame you for that more than I blame her. You see if she didn’t feel sorry for you on that day she chose you to be her Padawan, then perhaps she would have grown up. And perhaps you would have been my Padawan. But we will never know, will we?”

“That is so if you believe in hypotheticals,” said Enothchild, and then he got close enough to Qualeggoes to let him count the hairs in his nose. He was not pleased with his fellow Master’s ‘observations’. “But what was stopping you in the first place, I was ready to be trained for 15 years.”

Qualeggoes turned away and grabbed more items. “You may have thought you were ready, Enothchild. I didn’t think you were.” He turned back and looked at the Vhinphyc. “You were far too compassionate. You clung onto things as if they were the very last things in existence. Sometimes,” he just dropped the items into the container, causing something fragile break inside, “you have to let things go no matter how much it hurts. Obviously you haven’t learned.”

Enothchild deflected the remark with a question to challenge his metaphor. “So you’re letting things go by leaving the Jedi Order all together?”

“Yes, I am.” Qualeggoes continued to pack without batting an eye. “My place is no longer here.”

“Afraid of the challenge that awaits you? When have you ever run from a fight?”

Qualeggoes stopped and looked at Enothchild with a tilted head. “When have you ever run from a fight?” 

They stood there for a few moments, unmoving and silent, both thinking of the other’s comments with keen interest. Finally the Caamasi said, “I will let you in on a little secret, Enothchild. The Council has believed Juna Rapier to be the Dark Hope of the Sith ever since you fought Prophet on Naboo. I for one don’t believe she is.”

“Really? Wouldn’t have known it by the way you looked at her on the way out.”

“Granted she is strong in the Force, but that does not make her the greatest threat this galaxy will ever face. She, however, still threatens this Order with just her mere presence. Because what the others believe to be fact they will violate the Jedi Code to examine her. To just examine her! She’s too old, she should never get that courtesy.”

Enothchild crossed his arms. “Juna’s family prevented her-.”

“Oh yes, let’s hear that argument,” Qualeggoes said interrupting. “Let’s bend the rules for every person whose corrupted parents decided that the way of the Jedi wasn’t for their child. Hell why not? Everyone shafted by their Anti-Jedi parents please step forward!” 

Qualeggoes jabbed his finger into the palm of his hand. “The Jedi Code is not an elastic hole that can be spread open and allows those left out to come in. It is a deflector shield; a deflector shield that keeps us in the light and keeps darkness out. If I was the head of the Council like I was years ago I wouldn’t even have gave Lady Angelleia the time of day. But my friend Yoda, my friend and my Master, today turned that deflector shield into a defective shield. I guarantee you, if she is trained, she will be the torpedo that gets through the defective shield that destroys us all.”

“You’re wrong in that assessment, Qualeggoes, and you know it.” Enothchild watched him continue to stack crates. “You are wrong to make this a Code ethics issue. And you are wrong to make this a personal issue.”

“Am I making this personal? Funny, I thought we swore, as children, that the Jedi Code is our ONLY personal issue. You asked why I am running from a fight. Directly or indirectly, whether she falls or not, she will be the death of us. Her acceptance into our ranks will erode us.” He sat the last crate down and folded his arms in front of him. “Therefore I will not partake in anything that finishes the Jedi Order and that means taking part in the vote that will allow this woman to become a Jedi.”

Enothchild shook his head disapprovingly. “You can’t see that. No one can, not even Yoda, and that’s why he is willing to take this chance. Besides that she hasn’t been approved yet so you are jumping the gun. Has it ever occurred to you, whether or not she is the Dark Hope, that your actions right here, right now, is the very point that does bring about the chaos you are theorizing about? Think about it. By leaving the Jedi Council, you could very well be the start of our end.”

“Don’t pin this on me!” Qualeggoes said with a stiff finger in Enothchild’s face. He put his hand down and relaxed. “You are right, Enothchild, perhaps my leaving will actually be the catalyst. But I’m going to tell you right now why I’m leaving.”

“You just did!”

“No, I didn’t.”

“You said because Juna will be the death of us all.”

“Right and where is the first step in that? Tell me. Well I’ll tell you. It isn’t her, it isn’t Yoda, and it isn’t even you, or the Vhinech, or Force knows who else. It is your wife!”

Enothchild heard that and unfolded his arms, not quite liking what Qualeggoes just said. “Come again.”

Qualeggoes shook his head and let out a sigh. “Yoda wouldn’t have given Lady Angelleia an examination if you didn’t say Nadja told you to do it. Nadja Moranna, the Messenger of the Force, comes before you in spirit and tells you that Lady Angelleia should be trained.” He threw his hands up in frustration. “The one time Nadja is truly the Messenger and it’s this. You got to understand that wasn’t just Nadja talking, that was the Force, or so Yoda and the others believe. The Force had its Messenger deliver a message and since they think she’s the Dark Hope this is a curiosity they cannot bypass even with more pressing matters such as the Vhinech defeating the Republic without having to fire one stupid shot.” 

Qualeggoes gestured around wildly and shook his head. “I don’t believe the message was from the Force. I don’t believe it for a minute. You’re not a liar, Enothchild, I know you. But your compassion, that compassion you never got rid of, blinds you to your wife and it is blinding you in regards to Lady Angelleia. Once again, Nadja Moranna pulls the wool over the eyes of you and the Council with her Code breaking antics and this is even from beyond the grave. It never, ever ends with her. If you let go just this once you will see what I mean.”

Enothchild considered what Qualeggoes said and felt the weight of it hitting him strong and bluntly. Was he too compassionate and his compassion was getting in the way? He shook his head, “No, you’re wrong. Nadja wouldn’t do that to the Jedi Order. She loved this institution; she loved it just as equally as she loved me. She would never be so callous.”

“Love and callous, Master Enothchild, will murder the Jedi Order. To be a Jedi one must serve the Will of the Force and obey it always.”

His shoulders sagging in defeat, Qualeggoes walked towards the door and opened it. “Well…you have your opinion. I have mine. But I’m not going to stick around to find out.”

Enothchild let out a long-winded sigh and stepped through the open door. He stopped just outside it and said, “History has shown too often that the only way to change the status quo has been to let the engine that runs on it fail.” He looked gave Qualeggoes a sadden look. “I wonder…maybe you want the Jedi Order to fail. Because like those engines that failed there is, for better or worse, a new engine ready to replace it. It’s the same engine, just runs under a different fuel source.”

Qualeggoes sighed and said, “You’re wrong, Master Enothchild. And like it or not, without me yelling on the Jedi Council, Lady Angelleia will fail. And I think you know it.” He closed the door with a touch of a button, and with that ended the conversation and any ties he had with his fellow Jedi.

CHAPTER 50.1

Did he know it?

The question hounded Enothchild as he road the elevator down to the first floor of the Jedi Temple, where Qualeggoes’ admissions followed him all the way to the heavily secured secret passage that required a long code string series to gain access, followed him to the large freight lift that acted as the sole means of reaching the floor of his intended next destination and followed him down the long, square shaft on a long and slow journey. He appreciated the fact it took so long for it to cover the 780-story distance and the journey was a lonely one, but it was one that offered him a chance to think.

Unlike the elevator that is used to reach the top of the Jedi Temple with incredible speed by utilizing the latest repulsorlift technology, the lift relied on lesser technology standards such as heavy gauge wires, counterweights, a padded braking system, and a simple system of pulleys lubricated with grease. Even the doors were of a ‘pull apart’ matter in which the passengers opened the steel doors by themselves once they reached their destination. The only technological upgrades to the mode of transportation were the power system, the controls, the security system to monitor access and the com unit. Other than that the old lift was a reliable antique with only the loud sound of the pulley wheels turning the only compliant about the mode of transportation.

But despite the noise, which was loud enough to be a distraction and even painful to sensitive ears, it did not break Enothchild out of his deep, contemplative stance.

Would I have wanted Qualeggoes on the Council still? The thought entered Enothchild’s mind for the 12th time since he left the Jedi Master’s room, pondering why it was so difficult to look at it as it was. He went there with every intention to discover if once and for all if Qualeggoes was the traitor, and yet he came out of the meeting with something far different and more than he bargained for. Furthermore, it seemed on the surface as if he was trying to change the Caamasi’s mind, begging him to stay and remain on the Council, and with his rhetoric ensure Juna’s approval. 

Is this your doing, Nadja he asked of her, touching the Force as he thought. Is it you that wants Juna trained? Or is it the Will of the Force? 

There was no answer, and honestly Enothchild didn’t expect one. She had appeared before him twice in ghostly form, many more times in his dreams; that is if they were dreams, sometimes they seemed to convenient to be. The first time Nadja asked him to train her was 10 years ago while he, Dizzy, Juna, and Muriel were fleeing Vhanba and heading for Alderaan. The dream consisted of him and her during one of their more private moments, during the time Nadja was suffering from her Force loss. It was a reply of a memory that ended quite differently with her asking him then to train Juna. 

It seemingly was no coincidence then, especially when Nadja came before him in spirit to tell him the truth about how she came to die and restated that he should train Juna. Enothchild told her at the time he would think about it, and he seemed to recall that Nadja was apprehensive about him just thinking about it.

But the phenomenon wasn’t without its contradictions. Nadja had warned him 10 years ago vehemently about underestimating Naressa, warning him not to allow her to seduce Juna to the dark side of the Force, and then little over 6 months ago as Naressa begged him to make love to her a half-dream/half memory of Nadja came to him and Nadja gave him her blessing to go ahead and explore such a dark dominion in a warm, safe embrace. 

So was Nadja’s wish for Juna to be trained a contradiction as well? Was there more to it than he was seeing? Only Nadja could answer that question and she wasn’t coming before him to answer it. Worse that night he had with Naressa surfaced in his mind and it made his heart ache. He closed his eyes, doing his best to calm his mind and clear it. 

To do more would be to erase what he had of her in memory and he didn’t want to do that. Naressa empowered him with her compassion, replenishing what he had lost in Nadja’s death. What intrigued him more was her timorous nature when she was in his arms. Naressa then was so much like Juna at that moment and not the exotic display of powerful grace and intellectual dominance. She trembled like a lost child, relishing that he had come for her once he had touched her bare flesh with his hand…

Enothchild tried a different tact all together because the one he was on wasn’t working for him; Naressa and Nadja, during those intimate times, was a welcome exploration of the good times but he couldn’t go there. Not with what laid ahead of him, and as the lift finally reached its destination, he opened the door with a pull and stepped out to the insanely vast sight of the Detention Center and focused his sights now on Helle. He had questions, lots of questions, and the conversation was going stray off track quite a bit from time to time. However it was a conversation that had to done, motivated by Nue’s discoveries found on Prophet’s letter to Juna and the suspicions generated from it.

The Detention Center was built for one purpose only; to incarcerate the most powerful beings in the universe, particularly those who could use the Force to some degree. Manned by a small contingent of Jedi Masters, Enothchild had to meet with them first in order to see Helle because of security protocol. There he removed his robe and his utility belt with his lightsaber still attached to it. He then removed his tunic top to reveal the t-shirt he wore underneath; the less he looked like a Jedi, perhaps the more he could relate to Helle who, for two weeks, has been under the control of Jedi Knights and would probably not be in the best of moods.

He then walked to a small footrest elevator that took him down to the small diameter walkway iris that made up that entire floor at the moment. All around the Detention Center was a sphere of thick walling even thought they were so far under the city, the walls lined with sonic and psionic bafflers to keep those with telepathic skills from sending and receiving messages and imbedded heavy cannon placements pointed at pre-selected targets.

The targets, or Enothchild’s destination, were the floating, isolated spheres that were the prison cells some 500 feet away from the walkway iris, linked together by single utility poles and by an unseen energy field that was generated by a combination of repulsorlift and tractor beam technology; all together they acted like a web that held it all up. There weren’t many spheres, 5 levels with 4 spheres on each level spaced out in 90-degree fashion. They followed the contour of the surrounding main sphere, another 500 feet of distance from the sphere to the walls. Such isolation and space guaranteed very little chance of break out; water was provided with the utility poles, while food and sanitation was taken care of automated drones through a one-way umbilical and pipe/drainage systems. One look over the edge of the walkway iris before the arrival of the moveable corridor suggested a far plunge towards death.

The iris locked into place and Enothchild proceeded down the narrow corridor towards Helle’s sphere cell. The sphere cell was far roomer than what was used in the past to secure prisoners. In the old days the Detention Center was filled with Dark Jedi or, by luck, Sith that were captured alive, sentenced, and placed in tight fitting translucent globes. Enothchild remembered seeing a picture of the Detention Center’s space filled with thousands of those small globes. With the emergence of Kessel and other prison facilities the need to house manageable prisoners in the Detention Center became a thing of the past, especially when those Dark Jedi and Sith became fewer in number over time. 

However the need for the large living spheres became important as security options became more sophisticated; why move the prisoner around and give them a chance to escape? The spheres were their homes; they were locked in there except for legitimate reasons every second of every day with accommodations supplied through the drones or the utility trunks. They took care of themselves in this environment and they were just about on their own.

In Helle’s case, as demonstrated on Naboo, no mere holding cell could hold her and the cost to house her in a tweaked up prison cell was staggering. Here is where she awaited her court hearings, her attorney speaking to her via Holocom. It was more than likely the hearings, and eventually the trial, will be held the same way. 

And if that wasn’t their plan, Enothchild was going to recommend it. Helle was a Vhinphyc Elite Aggressor warrior and that just added to how dangerous she was biologically with her dense hide and superior physicality. It wasn’t worth the trouble to have her get loose and kill people before someone killed her, or tries to and makes her even more upset.

Enothchild reached the sphere door and a voice came over a speaker. “Detainee 709, you have a visitor preparing to enter your domicile.”

Before Enothchild, on a little pad by the door, a 6-inch full body holo of Helle appeared before him and she asked, “Who is it?”

He let her see him, and plans of attack came into his mind how to approach. “It is Enothchild Sarch Sura’brio, Helle. May I come in?”

The holo vanished, and at first Enothchild thought she was telling him no. Instead there was a chime, and then the door to her sphere opened; she had alerted the guard to open the door with the chime. Just as he moved on, he slipped his hand onto the Jedi comlink clipped to his belt……

Inside he noted the spacious quality of Helle’s cell; she couldn’t complain that she had no room to roam. Beyond that it appeared that it would have had all the qualities to make it a long-term home, but Helle’s frustrations were so evident everywhere he looked from the dents in the wall to torn out fixtures. 

Right in the middle of the room was what was left of the thin but durable metal plating that was used in the construction of the built in bed that used to preoccupy the right side of the wall. It was long and so folded up the way it was it stood up perfectly for the Vhinphyc solider to pound on it; judging by her appearance and her heavy breathing Enothchild figured he just interrupted workout. Helle appeared before him, standing up from a squatting position, the top of her military uniform coveralls pulled down to her waist and the sleeves tied off to hold it there, revealing a soft looking top that covered her breasts low and showed off her muscular physic more clearly. Hanging around her neck, dangling over her heart, was the five pointed circle that was the symbol of her Path faith. 

She wasn’t happy to see him, but her face twisted for another reason. Helle mouthed out what it said on the front of his shirt, an Enothchild original. “Surf…Naboo or Die.” Her mouth curved a little and she stared at him with a look of uncertainty. “ ‘brio, I have comprehended that the Order of Jedi do not make such demands and where ending is the punishment.”

“It’s…meant to be a joke,” said Enothchild, crossing his arms to try and block it. He forgot he was wearing the joke shirt. Sarcastically he responded in some embarrassment, “I like to make people laugh while I interrogate them.”

“I comprehend,” she said with a slight crane of her head, showing no signs of finding it funny. Republic humor was not that far removed from Vhinphyckian limericks from what Enothchild remembered from the SON disk. If there was any consolation to Helle he didn’t get Vhinphyckian humor at all. “As your affectionate Republic transcribes in its Articles of Rights, under the 34th Right I do not have to speak to you since you are a worker of the Federal Government without legal representation.”  

“That is your right, Helle,” he said, starting to walk around the cell to take in the dents on the metal plate, noting that her Basic was getting better the more she spoke it, but it still made her a tad uncomfortable, which he wanted her to be. He motioned towards the plate with his head. “Given how you are ‘exercising’ that right, I would say it’s making you screwy.”

“Screwy? How am I compared to a metallic fastener?”

“No, I meant to say, metaphorically speaking, that talking to anyone is making you furiously crazy. Not institutional, but getting close.”

Helle looked at the plate and let out a low sigh. “It is a speck unexciting in here. Then again I comprehend incarceration.” She gestured towards him, lazy in her gesture by letting her hand flop to her side. “Embrace it or not, I still feel I have not transacted a crime.”

“I’m not here to discuss your case, Helle.” Enothchild kept his voice neutral, giving no hint or threat. “I wanted to talk to you about some things off subject. Just between you and me.”

“Between you and me?” 

“Yes, between us. Between peers and between Vhinphyc.”

“The concepts you betray have no merit, for you are unworthy of any private conversation with me based on your denouncement of your own people. On the other hand,” she slowly moved towards him, gliding purposely and non-threatening with each step, “I am able to overlook it just this once. For you and I are the last of our kind.” 

Helle was close enough now to him, about her arm’s length away from him. Enothchild could see the different tinting in her eyes more clearly, going from orange, to red, to brown, to dark brown, with each color in separate quadrants around the pupil. With their Human-like appearance the eyes were one of the only other things in appearance that made female Vhinphyc look alien.

“I’m curious about that last statement,” began Enothchild, noting that her skin was goose bumped when he spoke to her so close. Her nose twitched slightly, followed by a pinker complexion overall to her pale skin and a slight rippling of her muscles above her chest. It told him a lot of information all ready based on what Nue told him from the tests done on the letter written by Magus Prophet. There were very unusual inconsistencies in the blood that was used in the writings and the drawings. Nue was still sifting through it because apparently when Prophet wrote the letter he used blood ink consisting of not just Human blood, but of Human blood, Vhinech blood, presumably Prophet’s…

And Vhinphyc blood; female, indeterminate age, and the biggest surprise possibly pregnant. 

Helle was probably not naive enough to think Enothchild didn’t know about Vhinphyc culture and physiology. Thanks to the SON disk Enothchild knew a lot, maybe more than she did. By default pregnant Vhinphyc who are spiritually inclined as Helle was never show bare skin; bare skin was a courting practice accepted by the Path, but if Helle was pregnant and doing that in front a male that wasn’t her mate that is considered to be both vanity and adultery; two sins against her. 

Biologically Helle was pluming for him; female Vhinphycs initiate the courting rituals and mating practices both naturally as well as religiously; much of the guidelines of the Path followed Vhinphyc nature practices. Their levels of interest in a male are visible as they are right now, and those same markers indicate how willing they will be to further a courtship. This was the most telling give way because if she were pregnant these bodily reactions would not be happening. When pregnant a female Vhinphyc’s arousal energy becomes nurturing drive through chemical releases. Her sole focus besides her mate, for the two years she is pregnant, is to ensure the only child she will ever bare in her lifetime is strong, healthy, and above all lives. Minor flirtation wouldn’t even be happening like it was right now.

If she had a child her signals would be more vocal since she had nothing of maternity value to give to him. Females initiated the mating practices, but it still took a male to impregnate them and males do strive to have a child. There was never a spring-winter relationship in Vhinphyc society, a young-old relationship, because elder Vhinphyc females may have all ready bared a child; no young male gets into that type of a relationship. With Helle keeping her flirtations unintentional and visual, it was clear she had not bore a child recently.

Helle was definitely not pregnant, but he didn’t throw the issue out; perhaps there was another Vhinphyc female that Helle knew about in Prophet’s possession. But to get to that question he had to ask others. If anything else they very well may be an elaborate scam. A plot of trickery in which Helle wasn’t Prophet’s enemy, but a more than tight ally and maybe, just maybe, there are more Vhinphyc involved. After all, the Legacy Virus was a Vhinphyc created weapon to destroy the Republic. Prophet had it, so he had to get from someone, somewhere. Power and conquest had a way of making enemies fast friends really fast.

After collecting his breath, he went on with the discussion, only taking 5 seconds of silence beforehand. “I have wondered how does one like yourself stay so focused and determined without having companionship. I mean, have you always been by yourself, out there in the abyss?”

“No I have not.” Helle reached down and grabbed her Path charm, holding it up towards Enothchild. “If you had any concept of the Path, not just the knowledge but the belief, then you would have never had the need to ask that question.”

“Faith was your only lover? Seems trivial, for when Living and Breeding is part of the Five Factors of the Universe the Path recognizes a blessed woman such as yourself wouldn’t be, shouldn’t be, content with just faith.”

She raised an eyebrow at him, and then she reached out with her right hand and grabbed Nadja’s hairs that were bonded to Enothchild’s left horn. He didn’t budge; he let her touch them, just to let her know what he was talking about. Helle pulled her hand away and smelled her fingers, lifting her eyes towards him and said, “Seems…you are a firm believer of that. Indeed no Vhinphyc should be alone with just faith.” 

She sniffed her fingers again, and then with disgust on her face she walked over to wash basin and with liberal amounts of soap scrubbed her hands hard and rinsed them under very hot water. She said as she scrubbed away, “But unlike you I do not misplace my faith, nor my Seeds of Life, because of ignorance and because of the Ignorant.” She dried her hands of with vicious intent with a towel. “Yes it has been a lonely time, and faith alone would do in a lesser honored. However I am an Elite Aggressor, a Holy Warrior of the people of Vhanba, and I have duty as well as faith to get me through the days.” 

Enothchild actually didn’t like how she washed her hands after touching Nadja’s hairs. To Helle it was as if she just handled shit and his late wife wasn’t that. Then again the only thing Helle understood was her superiority over everyone else because she was a Vhinphyc and everyone else was not.

She stopped wiping her hands and she asked, “You are offended.” 

“What gives you that idea,” he said sarcastically. 

Her eyes narrowed coolly. “I am more offended by you embracing the Ignorant’s ways. I am near the point of uncontrolled rage over the very fact you wear Ignorant hairs on your horns as if it has personal meeting. Who is this Human that could lure you to her Temple of Life so easy? What does she have that your own kind does not? Do you prefer them small, like children, or are you yourself small?”

Enothchild crossed his arms again and holding his ground, disappointing Helle more that he didn’t charge right up there and have her beg for her life. He wasn’t tempted to kill her or punish her for her insults towards Nadja and his male member. He just said, “I prefer the company of women who don’t think small, or rely on immaturity as a reasonable defense to hide their insecurities.”

It was Helle’s turn to look offended, and she looked it with the frown she bore. She shook a little and looked around, signs of frustration playing on every single nerve. He hit her with a substantive shot and it was glaring. Pride forced her to ask, “She was…your wife?”

“Yes, she was,” he said with an emphasis on past tense.

Her mouth moved quite a bit and it looked like she was trying not to throw up; the thought of a Vhinphyc with any Ignorant female killed her. However there was that sense that she didn’t want to offend him in good conscious and was trying to apologize for it. She sighed, “You loved her?”

“Yes, I did. Deeply. Dearly. And I still love her.”

“She…she allowed you to worship her Temple of Life, although she could not give you such Life? Although you could not give her the means to achieve such Life.”

Enothchild found himself closing his eyes at that thought. Nadja couldn’t give him a child because she was Human, and also because she had no uterus due to injuries she sustained against her brother Dux Gheruit. “Correct. Her Temple…had no Garden.”

Helle craned her head and she said quietly, “Yet you still worship her.” He nodded and her eyes seem to grow less tense. “Devotion is a feeling that is strong in you. Misguided, perhaps, but undeniably strong. As with my devotion to duty, you and I are so much a equal.” 

“So you never had a husband,” he asked to get things back on track. 

“No. The Premier swore to me a mate, but I feel he was lost.” Helle moved closer towards Enothchild, standing close again. “May I ask you of something? Why do you hide your new mate from my attention?”

“I wasn’t aware I was hiding anything,” he said, once again puzzled by her admission of him having a mate. The first time was on Naboo nearly two weeks ago and he waved it away. Having her ask it again with so much certainty in her voice made him think about her sense of smell. After 6 months of separation, was Naressa’s scent still on his body? Vhinphyc female’s sense of smell was accurate but it had its limitations. He bathed and washed his clothing and even had barely new clothing. “I don’t have a mate currently.”

“Brother, do you fail to remember how keen female senses are?” Helle grabbed his hands and placed them together, burying her face into the palms and inhaling deeply. She snorted out her breath and said, “She’s young, barely out of childhood, but mature.  Who is she?”

He looked at her dumbfounded; Helle…couldn’t be talking about Juna. That was impossible! Yet her vague description was identifying only Juna. It made the most sense since it couldn’t be Naressa’s scent on his clothing. But…she was wrong in her interpretation. “Helle, I…don’t have another mate, especially Vhinphyckian in nature. Never had.”

“Don’t lie to me, Enothchild,” she said sternly, throwing his hands away from her. She turned her back to him in disgust; the momentary element of sharing was once again non-existent. “I have smelled her all over you since Nah-boo! I deserve to know this information!”

“I do not have a mate, Helle! Even if I did, why do you deserve to know?” Enothchild noted a flickering in her emotions; there was something she was hiding. “Tell me why you deserve to know!”

Helle’s features narrowed, and her interest in him vanished from her body. She began pulling on her the rest of her uniform. “I do not have to tell you a damn thing! To Lore with you and the others, may you rot painfully in its Bowels!”

She turned, and reacting Enothchild grabbed her arm and pulled her around back towards him. Helle didn’t fight back, but her eyes stabbed at him and failed to hide whatever disappointment there was on her mind. He thought about it, and he realized that it wasn’t about him having a mate, or any interesting sexually she may have had with him. There was something more, something she wanted to tell him and she had changed her mind. Her will was strong, and therefore he couldn’t use the Force against her to reveal it unless he brought began to savagely destroy her will like Pern did to Juna. He couldn’t do that.

Helle looked at him with bobbing eyes, seemingly looking at his chin, then into his eyes, and then back. Finally she said, “Let go of my arm.”

Enothchild looked down and noted how hard he was gripping Helle’s appendage. It was an aggressive hold, even for Vhinphyc standards. He released her arm and backed away, not for one moment taking his eyes off her, clearing his mind in the process. He came to the conclusion that tact wasn’t cutting it so he asked her point blank, “Are you in alliance with Magus Prophet? Is there more than one of you Elite Aggressors out there?”

She shook her head and said, “I presume our conversations as Vhinphycs is over.”

“It’s far from over.”

“Your laws protect me from self incrimination and interrogation. I am charged with civilian crimes, and therefore entitled to your civilian rights.” She smiled at him and it was her turn to be sarcastic. “The Ignorant’s system at work. How wonderful it is.” 

Enothchild shook his head and said to goad her, “Then you do work for Magus Prophet.”

“I do not work for that filth!”

“Then show me you don’t,” said Enothchild with raised voice. “Prove to me that you don’t, Helle!” He pointed upward with his finger. “I have a good friend of mine, a young woman, who Prophet’s trying to get his filthy hands on and do some very disgusting things to her. He wrote her a letter in blood and early test says the blood is Vhinphyckian in origin.”

“It’s not my blood.” She snapped her gaze at him hard. “You put me in league with that beast over blood? Prophet butchered my parents; he tortured my mother, who was not on the battlefield, for no reason other than to satisfy his lust for sin.”

“Then whose blood is it? You’re telling me there isn’t another sleeper solider out there in the universe! Bullshit, I don’t buy it!”

Helle’s frustration finally made her utter, “There is another sleeper, but HE is not awake yet, and that’s all I have to say about that!” Before Enothchild could contemplate that significants she stormed up to him and yelled, “And if this blood is of a Vhinphyckian female, then damn you all to Lore for keeping me held here! I should be out there, saving that Vhinphyckian life, or avenging it! Especially you, the so-called protector of righteousness, a member of a poisoned body, who helps those sick, perverted entities known as the Vhinech. They are tearing apart your precious Republic. That is what you all properly deserve for helping things that should not be!”

“You haven’t proved to me nothing, Helle,” said Enothchild sternly, letting his voice drop down from its once elevated volumes. “Prove to me that you aren’t apart of Prophet’s plans. Prove you are not in alliance with him! Prove to me who the traitor is on the Jedi Council!” He figured to go ahead and add that to the pile of questions needing answers. “Prove it!”

Her nose and face twitched as she breathed heavily in anger. Her hand suddenly went to her left wrist and she said, “My controller will grant you access to my ship. The proof you need is all there.”

“Grant me the security codes to access it.”

Again he sensed something from her, something hidden. It was suspicion, but what suspicion could there be if she was so willing to have him access anything private? It was contradictory, and it made sense for whatever she had to hide seemed private. Again, though, her trained military mind kept the whole truth tucked away behind the discipline. Enothchild could only think of her as shrewd; she knew the limits of the Force and the limitations imposed by the Jedi Code and Republic civil rights laws just as much as he knew a great deal about the Path and Vhinphyc society.

“What do I get in exchange for such information?” she asked, baiting him in.

“Depends what I find that reveals whether or not you or others are involved.”

She smirked and shook her head. “I am being held here because of civilian criminal violations, not because of crimes against your precious Republic that involve a conspiracy with Magus Prophet. I want him ended, just as much as the Republic does. If you arrange for my release, I give you my word that Prophet and the rest of the Vhinech in this galaxy will cease to exist.”

Enothchild inhaled deeply and thought about it for a few moments. There may be a chance that she wasn’t involved with Prophet. But she let slip about another sleeper, but it was the wrong gender. He? Whoever he was could be a danger. In fact with her incarceration he may be plotting to have her removed. That danger was speculative because, like Prophet, what in the hell was the sleeper waiting for? 

That aside what Helle was asking was too much. A full walk after she was responsible for murdering Naressa and the others was not going to happen. The other thing was she was implying too much that when she said ‘the rest of the Vhinech’, she just didn’t mean the Vhinech under Prophet’s command. Sanctuary would be collateral damage to her, just like the Nubians were when she tried to kill Prophet.

“No deal, Helle, you’re going down for murder.”

Helle sighed and said with full agitation, “Very well. I comprehend your devotion to seeing final justice. Do not let my cell door harm you upon your exit.” Like a good solider she walked over to the doorway, snapped to attention, then assumed an ‘at-ease’ posture; her hands went behind her back, legs spread shoulder width, chest and head held high.

Enothchild just shook his head; another possible dead end, but there may be something the antechamber picked up in the conversation. He also could discover what he needed to know without Helle’s help. It would just take more time. Time that could unexpectantly run out if Prophet decided to attack the Republic with these secret Vhinech that were stashed all over. All this mystery may never be solved if one element of it acts up.

He went to leave but Helle snapped out of her pose and grabbed his arm hard to stop him, returning the favor he did to her arm only a few moments ago. She squeezed his large bicep very hard, probably has hard as he did her arm he imagined. He let it happen, he deserved it and also because she had something to say. “Your misguided devotion will get these things you care about killed, ‘brio. Examine all I have said before you denounce them.” Her hand released his arm, a fingers lingered enough to affectionately apologize to his arm with a slight caress. “And wake up soon. The Vhinech are winning.”

Enothchild didn’t say another word as she left her cell, and the door closed behind him. He had a lot more to think about than ever before and he wanted to take a shower. Not because he needed to cool off, but because Helle made him feel dirty.
