CHAPTER 9.0

It was a troubling feeling to sense great disturbances in the Force, which was probably why, in Juna’s experience, when Enothchild said such an honest, heavily used phrase he did so with great conviction in tone and haunting expression on his handsome face. Be it trained in or something developed subconsciously, such words spoken by any Jedi were both short and to the point that possible trouble was near, or it was to happen in the near future, and therefore was a quick explanation with no need for details to describe the severity. 

She was in Royal form, sitting down with members of her Royal Cabinet in their daily meeting when it occurred, just as Secretary of Domestic Affairs Lady Terese Maltanaw was giving everyone a summary of her meeting with the Gungans just a few days ago. It was a slight caressing sensation first, a simple flirtation of her natural senses. Then she felt the onset of forced out of the way movement, like ocean waves suddenly pushing boats aside so it can reach the shore to wash it. The waves indeed touched Juna’s ‘shore line’ as it were with feelings of dread and puzzlement, as if the universe itself felt threatened by something and could not understand what it was. Metaphorically she viewed it as a mouse being instantaneously swallowed by a large serpent, pondering it’s impending doom too late as it was slowly being digested.

And as with nearly all disturbances in the Force, it is normally something occurring that was diametrically opposite of the sensations, thoughts and feelings the one who senses it believes in. In this particular case she could feel the dark side of the Force behind this trouble. The evil seemingly wanted to leech on to her, but given it’s distance away, a distance that suggested that it wasn’t very close as say on Naboo, it could only just make her pay heed to its need to consume her within it’s influence.

“Your Highness?”

Juna continued to stare out the windows from her chair at the head of the meeting table. Assured that she wouldn’t be affected by this disturbance, she began to let herself fall into trance…

“Queen Angelleia? JUNA!”

Angelleia heard Muriel’s shot and came around. She looked around her and realized that she was in a meeting with her Royal Cabinet. By the looks of everyone Terese must have finished her report and was waiting for a response from her Majesty. When none was given the folks at the table were right to have expressions of concern. It was only two years ago that they had a scare with Juna slipping into a Force trance. The end results were being introduced to Juna’s secret of being Force sensitive. She hasn’t had another episode like it since, and with time everyone around her got use to the idea of her being a Force user much like they did with Weena Welchrest expressing her preferences towards women. But it can take one incident to make them behave as if they needed to panic and go back to worrying that Juna was going to invade their privacy by reading their minds whenever it appears they have no loyalty towards her.

Angelleia looked at everyone and assured to them all. “I’m all right. Just feeling cold.” She shivered a little and took in a deep breath. “I’m fine.”

The others relaxed, but Muriel stayed persistent. She knew better than to just let it slide. Knowing what Juna was capable of and what she had been through, a feeling of cold was a series matter. Not only that something in the back of Muriel’s mind was telling her in whisper that something was not right in the universe; if that little bit of the Force Muriel had was telling her bad things, then Juna was being screamed. “What is it?”

Angelleia could still feel it, but it wasn’t distracting her as badly because her shields were up. “It’s something…not right. I can’t shake the feeling that there is trouble. Close, yet not very close.” She looked over at Captain Baines, her Chief of Security. “Is there any reports of trouble from our security resources?”

“None, your Highness,” said Baines with certainty. “If you like I will have all executive resources check in.”

“Please,” she said, and Baines went to do just that. Just as he opened the door, Naressa barged in with a look of needing to see her daughter and brushed him aside. Angelleia stood up and said somewhat embarrassed by the action and said, “Mother, what are you doing here?”

“Forgive me, your Highness, for my rudeness,” said Naressa in one breath. Then in the next instance she telepathically said. There is trouble on Sullust, dire circumstances in which many will die if you don’t act. Finally she said to cover her pause, “I didn’t mean to intrude on your meeting if I didn’t think it was needed.”

Angelleia nodded in understanding to it all. Everyone in the Palace of Theed knew their Royal Highness used the Force, but they didn’t know Naressa did. Her mother must have done more direct sensing research to uncover the location of the problem. They needed time together, preferably alone for the time being. 

She looked at the others and said, “Let’s end this meeting right now, shall we. Lady Terese, good work. Chief of Staff Arnes, come with me.”

“Of course, your Highness.” The red head followed Angelleia as she met with Naressa and they began to leave the Cabinet meeting room. She then ordered the Royal Handmaidens to keep their distance for the moment so they could converse privately in the hall. “What’s wrong, Naressa?”

“There’s a great disturbance in the Force, and it involves Sullust.” Naressa folded her hands together. “It is awash with darkness when only a short time ago it wasn’t. And it’s growing.”

“I feel it too, but I wasn’t sure from where,” said Angelleia with concern on her face. She was thinking of the people of Sullust, Naboo’s friends, and thinking of Dizzy’s first wife Maynade Maymanno being in danger. In fact she could feel the High Priestess was in danger. She looked at Muriel, Dizzy’s current wife and a friend of May, and could see the red head was thinking the same thing. “May’s all right, Muriel.”

“But still in danger,” said the former Guardian.

“Yes unless steps are taking to ascertain what is going on.” Angelleia looked towards her mother. “Anything more?”

“Only the growing darkness, as if rows of holiday lights are being turned off slowly.” Naressa closed her dark brown eyes, and immediately Angelleia felt the entire hallway fill with dark side energy, shivering from its touches to her Force-sensitive skin. It faded out, and she opened her eyes. “Curious.”

“What?”

“I sought out the cause for all this and a data written message appeared in my mind.” She sighed and with her right hand took her index finger and thumb and ran them across her closed eyes in frustration. “It was a stupid message, like a letter of no particular consequence.”

Muriel looked at Angelleia and said, “Perhaps we should just give Sullust a call. If anything check to see if their Republic allegiance beacon is transmitting to indicate that the government is still in power.”

Queen Angelleia nodded and Muriel got on her personal comlink to make it happen. An allegiance beacon was an emergency failsafe device developed after the events on Evramora; every hour an ‘all is well’ signal is broadcasted from a Republic world to other Republic worlds to let everyone know that the current government in power there was still indeed in power. There was various ways the signal was sent; in Naboo’s case the opted to go with a continuous computer data stream with Coruscant’s hyper frame, in which Coruscant sends a request for affirmation signal to Naboo’s government network, and the military sends an affirmation signal back. If the transmission ceases, or an ‘all is well’ is not sent, then everyone will know something is not right.

In the meantime she and the others retreated to the Throne Room to prepare to receive any transmission from Sullust. Upon arrival, though, Secretary of Foreign Affairs Cessna Evannava Ferngully, alerted immediately by the Queen’s request to contact a foreign power, was there to greet them with concern on her face. With a bow, she said, “Your Majesty, Sullust’s allegiance beacon is not transmitting.”

Worried, Angelleia found her seat and asked, “Have you tried direct contact?”

“I have, and so has Defense Command. No one is answering our hails.”

Angelleia’s response was immediate. “Contact Supreme Chancellor Valorum. Priority Urgent. Tell him that Sullust may be in great danger.”

Naressa leaned over from the chair next to Angelleia’s and whispered. “I don’t want to be stepping on your toes, my Gessa, but you might want to see if there’s a Republic ship close to Sullust. Or even anything of Nubian registry nearby. Get their take on what is going on.”

Angelleia looked at her Mother and smiled. She was just thinking of doing that very suggestion, but she was glad Naressa still brought it up. “Given the seriousness of the moment, I welcome your wisdom, Mama,” she whispered. She then gave the order and there was silence. During that time Angelleia took Naressa’s hand to show she held no ill feelings for her mother interjection; in fact if she didn’t tell her something was wrong on Sullust Angelleia was going to let the feelings she had before pass.

The crackle of static over the transmission speakers broke the silence. Muriel looked at one of the handmaidens and asked, “Can you tune it in?”

“I’ll try.” The young woman played with the controls, and then finally said, “It’s a Sullustan frigate broadcasting a mayday. We can communicate with them, but sound only.”

“I’ll take it,” said Angelleia. “Captain of Sullustan frigate, this is Queen Angelleia of Naboo. Can you hear us?”

“Naboo? Thank the Force, somebody is hearing us!” said the frantic voice. There was a clearing of a throat and the male Sullustan on the other end continued to speak as the universal translator made his words understandable to all who didn’t speak Sullustan. “This is Captain Yubo, of the good ship Masperon. We just got the hell off Sullust; the fodder has hit the cooling unit there. It’s civil war!”

“Calm down, Captain. What exactly is happening? Did you say civil war?”

“Yes, Ma’am. Sullustans fighting Sullustans so brutally I can’t even begin to describe the carnage. It’s all over the planet. The military and the police are spread ultra thin there so much…Sovues!”

Everyone looked at each other when that happened, and suddenly Angelleia felt nausea roll over her. She gripped her chair hard with her free hand and let the feelings pass; she felt a feeling like that before. 10 years ago, on top of the Tower Maze, when many of the Vhinech died in nuclear fire on Evramora. She took breaths to bring her around, and finally noticed her handmaidens consoling her and asking her silently with their eyes if she were all right. She looked to her side and noted Naressa with eyes closed, frowning expression; she felt it too, but for her it seemed like it didn’t make her ill.

Before she asked the captain of the frigate what happened, he said, “A-A power plant just…exploded, in Capital Landing. We-We was just there…oh my God.”

Angelleia could understand the captain’s horror; just escaping death by seconds was something Juna had experience in. All the Sullustan cities are underground more of less, and that included the power plants. If such a radioactive explosion occurred, the surrounding earth would contain the explosion. Or worse cause the earth to collapse upon the city. Millions of people…

Millions of people just died. That was what she and her mother felt. Millions of people being radiated to nothing or crushed by debris by the explosion.

Fighting back tears, she said with all the poise she could muster. “Captain Yubo, if you want you may come to Naboo for sanctuary and protection, but I ask you as a favor to those who perished in Capitol Landing to stay in the Sullust System and continue to monitor the situation until the Republic Navy responds. Can you please do that? It will be only for a little awhile.”

There was a brief pause, and finally Yubo said, “Sure. Sure we can do that. Yeah.”

“Thank you.” Angelleia signaled to Cessa and asked, “The Supreme Chancellor?”

Cessa shook her head. “He’s stuck in the Senate. Dod won’t let him leave without procedural vote.”

“He’s the Supreme Chancellor for crying out loud,” said Naressa exasperated, standing up and pacing back and forth. “For crisis sake’s can anyone get at least a message to the idiot?”

“It’s bureaucracy, Naressa,” noted Muriel with the same disdain. She quickly shot a look at Angelleia. “And I strongly insist, your Majesty, you do not leave Naboo to attend to this matter. This very well may be a precursor to another assault on us.”

Angelleia could see where she was driving at, but said in retort, “There is no indication that the Vhinech are involved in this.”

“Nonetheless this is a civil matter that only involves the Sullustans.” Muriel finally shook her head. “Strange as it may sound this matter because there was no indication of geopolitical and sociable unrest. None. No reason why this is occurring in the first place.” She sighed for poise, still perplexed by all that was happening. “All the more reason to sit back and figure it out instead of charging head long into the unknown.”

Angelleia looked at everyone’s faces and they all bore the same opinion that Muriel expressed. She could help the Sullustan people from afar; there was no need for her to be up close and personal. Especially since they had no idea why this was happening in the first place. Without a reason it could not be solved diplomatically. And Naboo’s military forces were far much smaller than the Sullustan militia. If anything this trouble called for Jedi intervention.

“Cessa, get me the Jedi Order,” asked Angelleia. She looked at the now arriving Captain Baines and Captain Les Archer, Leader of Bravo Squadron, and ordered, “Put Naboo on condition yellow status. And alert all tracking stations.”

There was a beep from Baines’ comlink and he answered it. He looked at Angelleia and said, “Your Highness, the Millennium Falcon has just entered the system from hyperspace.”

CHAPTER 9.1

Just as Dizzy was about to cut the hyperdrive early on their approach to Naboo, Enothchild felt this awful sensation hit him and he leaned forward, gripping the cockpit counsel hard to hold him. He was hit with a wave of shouts, then a terrible silence. He let out a pained breath and sat back.

“Hey, you all right,” asked Dizzy, taking his hand off the decelerator lever. He put a hand on his big friend’s arm. “What happened?”

“There is a great disturbance in the Force,” he said. He closed his eyes and tapped the Force to clear his mind. “A great many people just died.”

Dizzy gulped very loudly. “Naboo?”

“No, not that close.”

Dizzy turned back to the monitors. “I’m going to drop out right near the end of the safety cone.” Meaning the very point where they can travel through hyperspace towards a planet before being pulled out of hyperspace due to gravitational shadows, and where hyperspace backwash doesn’t propel them out of control towards the planet’s surface; the planet’s gravity pulling them to it. “It’ll shave us some minutes of travel.”

“If it don’t shave off the haul,” Enothchild was quick to point out. “Are you sure you can do it?”

“Hey,” Dizzy said with a cocky grin. “It’s me.”

“That’s what I’m afraid of.”

Dizzy gave him a raspberry, and dropped the Falcon out of hyperspace. Just as they were going to hail the surface, a transmission with a very familiar voice beat them to it. “Millennium Falcon, come in.”

“We’re here, your Highness, go ahead,” said Dizzy. “The both of us.”

“Sullust is in turmoil,” said Angelleia, her regal tone hinting distress. “Apparently the entire world is suffering from mass rioting. The situation as grown grim; Capitol Landing was destroyed by an explosion.” Her tone grew sad. “It’s gone.”

“What! That can’t be.” Dizzy looked at his friend. “You’re both wrong. We’re talking like millions of Sullustans.” Enothchild could only shake his head at him, showing his remorse in his large face. Something occurred to Dizzy and the man frantically asked, “Has anyone made any contact with them?”

“All communications are dead, Dizzy.”

“May,” he whispered. He snapped his large black eyes at Enothchild for an answer.

Enothchild gave him one. “Let’s go.” He looked at Naboo as if he were talking to Angelleia directly. “If you are contacting the Supreme Chancellor or the Jedi Council, tell them that we are on our way.”

“I will, and be very careful.”

“We will,” said Enothchild, answering for a panicky Dizzy who was frantically making adjustments to his ship. The Jedi Master turned off the comm and looked at his small friend, who bumbled a few times with the controls. “I understand your need for hurry, Dizzy, but you got to collect yourself. It will limit your mistakes and prevent them from happening.”

“Hey, I don’t tell you how to bend a spoon with your mind, pal, and you don’t tell me how to run my ship!” He then uncoiled his bound up frustration just a little and said with hints of anger in his voice. “I’m sorry, dude.”

Enothchild nodded at him and said with a small smile. “I understand, Dizzy. I do.” He knew Dizzy didn’t mean to lash out at him. The old Sullustan attached himself to the people he cared about just like he did; only that he didn’t control his emotions. Dizzy was a being of good in spite some of the tough guy fronts he throws up from time to time; the act wasn’t something he did a lot anymore thanks to his marriage to Muriel, but it comes out during times of distress like now. It gave him courage and determination, much like a Jedi using the Force, to solve delicate problems. Not so often, but in the past more often than not, it made Dizzy look foolish; the incident in which Dizzy broke his hand on Enothchild’s face after discovering that the Jedi Master had used Affect Mind to make him go to Vhanba stood out as one of the most clearest examples of his volatile nature at times getting the best of his common sense.

Apparently Dizzy remembered such foolishness. He actually began to heed Enothchild’s advice and slow down just a notch on prepping the ship for another hyperspace jump. He also began messing around with the alluvial damper controls and subroutines on the computer, figuring calculations.

As he watched on, trying to figure out what his friend was doing, Enothchild felt a kiss on his cheek. Or rather something through the Force that felt like a kiss. It took him a moment, but then he realized that it was a memory of him being kissed by Naressa right at that very spot from the night they spent together; a memory recalled. In his ear he heard her whisper. Be careful. Please.
“I will.”

“Eh?”

Enothchild didn’t realize he spoke aloud until Dizzy was looking at him with crooked eyes. He said, “I was…just repeating my promise to be careful that I made to Juna.”

Dizzy just looked at him blinking. “Riiiiiiiiiiiggggggghhhhhhhhtttttt.” Finally he sat back and pulled the Falcon around on a bearing for Sullust. “I did some modifying to the fuel feed ratio on the reactor. We’re going to get some extra kick from the engines. Instead of 12 hours, we’ll be at Sullust in 4.”

“Four? Dizzy, don’t blow your engines.”

“The engines won’t blow, Sarch. There’s no in hell they’re blowing. Not today.”

With his confident voice, Enothchild’s concerns disappeared as he sat back and let Dizzy do his work. He might as well prepare himself as well since the trip was going to be shorter. He closed his eyes and tapped the Force, beginning to build his strength and reserves and clearing his mind for whatever was there waiting on Sullust.

Don’t go.
That snapped Enothchild out of his trance; who the hell was that? He tried to replay the message in his mind, tried to ascertain who had said, or rather thought, it with the Force and to his surprise he couldn’t. In fact the message was fading from his mind as they pulled away from Naboo, and Dizzy pulled back on the hyperdrive controls. Whatever the problem there was on Sullust, everything else had to be put aside.

CHAPTER 9.2

On Korriban, Nebula Ryder woke up from her resting trance upon hearing the screams to quickly shunt them away; all night while in the Force induced trance she had felt the new massive disturbance in the energies build and build to their eventual conclusion; the trance was much better and more refreshing than sleeping, and it kept the Force flowing which she feared if she stopped letting the Force flow through her she would not have the strength to make it to the monastery. 

Beings, Sullustan she believed them to be, perished tragically and senselessly, and in their wake a slow building Dark Side aura. There were better ways for the Dark Side to be produced in the universe than death; after all, the Force was comprised of both light and Dark, and therefore the sources of the Force were the same; thinking and feeling life, the strongest sources of Force energy. In her experience death was the worse; unless the act is torturously carried over to living beings no strength would be gained by it. 

Nebula condemned it; maybe in the past she wouldn’t give it another look, or maybe she would have laughed gleefully, content that weaker unbelievers got what they deserved. Time and her beliefs, however, had caught up with her and made her more mature than that. There was no reason why those beings had to die. None. She pulled out her E’oqerst charm and closed her eyes to say a prayer, asking for the Dark Veil to accept those who seek entry in it’s cloak folds, and to allow those of good purity to not be molested and be allowed to reach the welcoming light of peace.

Finished, she tucked her charm away and with a wave of her hand a small fire erupted in her small fire pit to heat away the pre-dawn chill. Nebula was very certain the Sith Master did not do this; she may have been out of touch with the times, but she could feel in the universe that such mass homicide was not in the Sith Order’s plans. It was not the time and not right to do it, not with so many beings still clinging onto the emotions of light. Not when the balance of energies were still in the process of favoring the Dark Side; a clear indication that the Dark Hope of the Sith was born. But it wasn’t time. Such a tactic by a Sith now was counterproductive.

Unless…

A snort from behind made Nebula shriek and stand up with her hands raised, but she didn’t fire any power she had in her. Though surprised by her new arrival, the Force told her that using her power was unwarranted. It was just another omen.

It had to be because standing before her was a pure white bantha; banthas were not found on Korriban, even in the world’s fossil past. She said, “Hello there. Who might you be in regards to me?”

The white bantha regarded her with amber eyes at first, then moved forward and lowered his head to the ground. From it’s mouth two black roses fell to the ground. It finally turned and proceeded to slowly lumber away.

She didn’t quite get the metaphor until one of the roses turned white in color and began to bleed Human blood. Gasping, Nebula yelled, “Don’t go! Please! Don’t leave them! Don’t go!” The last words she spoke she used the Force to drive the point home, perhaps to warn the very person the bantha metaphor represented; it was in her power to do so. But for all she knew he or she did not hear her and could be as Forceless as a ten pound box of nails.

Nebula bent down and picked up the roses, one black, the other white; both metaphors faded away in her grasp. She sadly said to the fading away bantha, “By leaving you have guaranteed the start of both their fates.” She realized loudly, “Two roses? There are two.” She smiled just a little, but whispered, “A mother and a daughter.” 

She grabbed her belongs and walking pole with all the speed she could handle and said, “But I can still stop the tragedy.”

With motivation to spur her on, Nebula used all of the Dark Side she could muster to move her as fast as she could for the Sith Monastery. Painful as any truth, it was still a week or more away.

