CHAPTER 112.0
Over the next four months Enothchild went through and dealt with a lot within himself, and of course he wasn't alone as he watched from various places and states of positioning the galaxy go through trials and tribulations; some weak, others profound, too many confusing and strange, and the rest, the biggest, reflected the status quo - in other words in the latter the Republic was returning to normal: which depending on a variant of factors and beings and what have one, that wasn't necessarily a good thing given the Republic wasn't really in the best of shape even before anyone ever heard of Vhanba…a thousand years ago. Seemingly once again a Nadja Principal showed itself and he remembered it several times as the days and months passed every time: You and the Universe are apart of the Force's ever cultivating garden, the same plants that share the same planting row, and every once in a while the both of you as its plants need to be fed fertilizer to grow and survive. In other words: sometimes you're not the only one surrounded neck deep in shit.
Even in death Nadja was so right. And for everyone it started, time and location wise, at Fondor. Looking back at it again, now, as he meditated outside the Jedi Council chambers, it helped him put everything in perspective and aided him in trying to develop a conclusion to an ongoing decision process he had hoped to have clarified well before this very day; a day many will never forget.

At Fondor, orders from the Jedi Council for the Jedi to return to Coruscant were passed along to Enothchild, Ros, and Casper. Without question Casper had to return to Coruscant, all thanks to the cracked sternum Magus Prophet gave him that was perfectly outlined by the Monster's boot print bruise on the young man's chest; so definite they could measure it and thank the Force that the blow didn't cause his heart to stop, get hit by shards of bone, or even burst. Being his Master Ros had to go, and was more than willing to go home just so he could get perspective. Enothchild himself was troubled by this, for this was the perfect opportunity for him to get away, get away from Naressa and think about things because he was still in shock that she was alive and even if Juna wasn't so badly injured he couldn't even ask her the questions that burned in his mind; one question that burned the brightest couldn't get past the 'thought' stage. On the other hand it would mean separating himself from Juna again, and with everything there so profound he thought there was no way in hell he could ever put distance between them again.
What superceded the conflict at that moment was his Jedi Training. He couldn't help Juna in the condition he was in and with the dangers over there was no rational justification at the time to stay with her while the Republic awaited for some finality in regards to the Vhinech Order and the Battle of Sanctuary. The government, more importantly its citizenry, was on the verge of meltdown; the latter of the elements would be quicker and be a great cause of melting to the all important former. With understanding from the others after he explained it to them, Enothchild went as ordered back to Coruscant with Ros and Casper. Strangely Naressa wasn't there for the news, but yet he felt she knew and, here was the strange part, she understood. Why that was so strange to him? It just seemed that she knew before they even arrived at Fondor that he would be going away, and that the two of them would not say another thing to one another. Her silence and lack of showing was both understandable and a blessing for him to go. Dizzy and Muriel stayed with the rest.
By the time they reached Coruscant word came to Enothchild that the Nubians had left Fondor for Naboo, but made an emergency stop at Alderaan. At best the Nubian carrier was a triage and patchwork center, but not a catastrophic damage support center, and when Juna developed some complications due to some apparent biological damage not associated to what Prophet had done to her they had to make the stop to save her life. Enothchild fought the urge to go for two hours, and as they were prepping him for surgery to repair his damaged leg he refused to go into a deep sleeping trance until he heard that she was all right; it was either the Healers gave him that leeway, or he got up and left; even if that meant taking the bed he was strapped to with him. It wasn't long after that pronouncement that Muriel contacted him personally through a comm feed from Alderaan City and assured him that Juna pulled through. Apparently Juna had been a victim of some form of neuro-synaptic torture in the form of a chemical weapon that was once used by the Hutts against the Jedi a long time ago during the Borderland Conflicts at Pu'fhsu; apparently the MerCons obtained it or had their version of it. There were signs that she was still recovering from it, which based on known research there was no cure, and that it flared up again due to the beating she went through.
Enothchild felt only regret for not doing enough to save Juna as he fell into the trance that day. He still doesn't now.

But recovery even for the very durable and healable Vhinphyc was a long and difficult one. Enothchild could contest to that, for it took him six months to heal from all the damage Prophet inflicted upon him ten years ago. Estimations were that it would take just as long for his leg if he wanted to walk right on it again. It would have been less time if he hadn't, in the Healers kind and thoughtful words, attempted to make himself cybernetic with his haphazardly painful bolt together job he did to the leg. He promised them that next time he would see a certified cyberneticist before doing something so rash thing during a galactic crisis.
Pretty much he wanted to be left alone and that point started the cycle. And thankfully he was left alone. That is left alone by the power brokers, the ones who demanded answers, those beings that wanted something to give to anyone who demanded answers. After the surgery news emerged from the Supreme Chancellor's office that the Vhinech War was officially over; Ros had told Valorum the details of everything since his full report was also to include the Trade Federations wrong doing. That was 'wrong doing' without the 'alleged', which did catch quite a few areas of government off guard. Enothchild had to admit he was rather surprised at first, mainly due to the reason that he thought - a thought he shared with Yoda not so long ago - Valorum didn't have such gumption in him to take such a bold position. To show his gratitude and to apologize in silence, Enothchild added his report and given his ambassadorial status it was given much weight and seriousness in the minds of many.
As time wore on, though, the investigation into Trade Federation wrong doing at Sanctuary went through the same channels and conscribes like all the other matters that came before the Republic. The denials came hard and first, and then the backings of Senators on their payrolls soon followed. Valorum and the others didn't easily cave though and made a great effort to see things through, but the bureaucratic philosophy and the laws of the Republic appallingly and somewhat expectantly fell in favor of the Trade Federation's side. 
In its rush to go save Juna, Naboo was justified as a sovereign system to have gone and therefore broke no laws with its failure not to inform the Republic. To those same ends the Trade Federation itself had full legal right to attack the Nubians for the operation to Sanctuary was not only to rescue Juna but to rescue the Sanctuary Vhinech. The Trade Federation had a separate Declaration of War against the Vhinech, and once Magus Prophet's Vhinech breeched the Republic's hold at the planet the Republic actually held no legal standing on the world as per the Articles of War. When the Nubians began removing Sanctuary Vhinech, the Nubians were absurd as it sounded breaking Trade Federation law by aiding and abiding known Enemy Combatants in escape in the eyes of the Trade Federation! In short, Naboo illegally questioned and challenged the Trade Federation's sovereignty. 
The argument was sound enough to keep the proceedings long, trivial, and often ridiculous. Then suddenly the argument found its way through the backlogged Supreme Justice and was rendered very quickly as a 'radical, unsupported, and illegal justification defense' for attacking Nubian starships that were, at the time some were helping Vhinech on Sanctuary flee, trying to execute a special force's operation upon the Orpheus. There was a clear distinction of transpiration in the battle. Clearly the anonymous source who provided such a fact - no one really took or the lawyers for the Supreme Chancellor took credit for such a brain wave - was also somehow responsible for the quick action and decision. From there and for a while the hearings continued smoothly, and Enothchild swore he smelled black roses all over it.

But alas the momentum ended recently when, using past history to illustrate the point, the Trade Federation pointed out that it was only ten years ago when the Vhinech Order had successfully raided and taken over a few of their battleships and used them against everyone; against them and against the Republic first at Vhanba and then at Evramora and against Naboo. Like the Nubians who were surprised a little by the Vhinech in control of the Republic Dreadnaughts the Trade Federation were going in blind with no advance intelligence; there was a joke that had gone on for the last few days in reference to the term 'advance intelligence' and the Trade Federation when spoken together. In light of this creditable, logical point there were several hundred systems once sure of Trade Federation violation now 'on the doomed asteroid' of indecision, and those stuck on the asteroid were now off it and no longer in favor of punishing the Trade Federation. It was slowly being crafted by those with the power of the Spin into accidental miscommunication between friends; the friends part was of course a stretch of the imagination because every Senator knew the Trade Federation and Naboo never really got along, but the generalization fit because, after all, Naboo and the Trade Federation were members of the Republic - weren't they all in this together?
There were other factors brought into it that was prolonging the matter. The Trade Federation's possible involvement with Helle by supplying the weapons used by the Sleeping Vhinech to assassinate the world leaders nearly a year ago now. Although Enothchild's report had pretty much answered that question in full detail there were systems that legitimately wanted the Trade Federation punished for their actions at Sanctuary spinning it and repeating it in half truths just to keep the momentum going; a bad but sometimes too effective political attack; which Enothchild knew Valorum was sour to such tactics and stayed away from the subjects at his press conferences, and those press conferences that were numerous at the beginning had become sparse because of it. 
Another merging factor was an odd one but not necessarily wrong; somehow, and surprisingly by who made the accusation, the Corellians turned the Hutt-Vhinech/MerCon connection into a Hutt-Trade Federation conspiracy to proliferate the war on all fronts; in short one combatant using a middle man, or middle Hutt, to sell their enemy's weapons to continue the fight; something Enothchild recalled Juna bringing up before as Queen, but for her part she never brought it up in public because she had only suspicions. The gains were profit; from the sale of weapons to the fact that with war the once heavily watched trade and smuggler's hyperspace routes were essentially unguarded, and lastly with the Trade Federation battling a mutual enemy of so many systems, and the Republic at large, they were entitled under law and mandate full compensation when such battles occurred outside Trade Federation space. That fact was why Lott Dodd was so obsessed with getting debate started in the Senate for compensation for damages occurred at the Battle of Uiennar; since the fight occurred in their space, the Trade Federation by law, unless a law is passed saying otherwise, was entitled to absolutely nothing; this was compounded by the very fact they had, and this goes back to, a separate Declaration of War against the Vhinech Order; and since none the cargo was for only for in-system, then there wasn't a reason for Republic tax credits going to non-Republic bailouts; not when the Republic was heading into twelve digit deficit territory and not when 22,000 - the Core Seats; the Founding Members of the Republic; better known as the Chairs of Clout - of the over 50,000 representatives were up for re-election later this year and continuing on to early next year. 
Alas the new accusation by the Corellians just complicated the process and opened the conspiracy floodgates; several hundred star systems, most with no clout at all, were ready and quick to blame the Trade Federation for every little problem in their system or the Republic at large; to the point of comical at its most extreme. Drought? Trade Federation's fault. Sudden rusting on new stainless steel fencing around the Palace of Ube Douna on Waskenerea? Trade Federation. A Senator's child lost a baby tooth? Obviously the Trade Federation!
One of the outlandish conspiracy theories, however, did have creditable evidence, but Enothchild knew that it wasn't the Trade Federation's fault; he still, though, kept his mouth shut. There were growing numerous hyperspace-related accidents as the months passed by; surpassing known failure percentages by an order of four. The cause of such accidents were within the realm of plotting courses in hyperspace, from miscalculations by nav computers, to hyperdrive motivators shutting down or powering up prematurely after course corrections, to pathway sensors not translating data collected from the plotted path to determine the location of object threats or gravity shadows, to recognizing gravity shadow shifts only too late. In minor incidents it only made ship travelers, pilots, and navigators lost. In worse cases ships collided with one another, or with very solid objects.
The fault laid on the Trade Federation because, still, no one knew how Sanctuary was destroyed so many felt they used an untested, unknown prototype weapon upon the planet, which in turn destroyed it and, without Sanctuary there, was causing significant changes to gravitational forces in the galaxy. The stars, the planets, and just about everything else was shifting at different proportional rates that coincided with the galaxy's shifting delta weight differential to fill the loss of that one world. Galactic sensor measurements were taken, and sure enough that part of the argument was true; gravitational waves were collapsing where Sanctuary once was, and in short was pulling the waves with it; much like a black hole would do, only this hole in the space-time continuum was letting light escape. Last word on that was a science team was going to investigate and the Supreme Chancellor immediately in the beginning had the Republic Navy place real time hyper-buoys that adjusted itself to the changing universe so navigation didn't become too much of a guessing game, which in theory the changes were not going to last much longer.
But it was just another item that got things off track. Without any strong pushes from King Veruna or anyone from Naboo, the whole thing was on the verge of stall and vanish. Valorum had a plan, but other systems had this idea that maximum penalty should be tried first. The Trade Federation knew punishment was coming, but used the time given to them by the other systems to prepare for it. The other avenues, still ongoing, had to be exhausted first before the plan was implemented. Like the chances for a swift and punishing end to the political fan dance, Enothchild slowly faded away from that problem and readied himself for the Jedi Council.
Oddly during the months that passed, but gratefully, the Jedi Council didn't bother him either; they were patient, and therefore they would wait for him to give any additions to the detailed hand typed report he gave them that had almost everything; what was left out, of course, was all the details surrounding Naressa and Juna that didn't need to be said. What was covered was a great deal; enough material for the Jedi Council, the Republic, and Force knew who else that was interested in such deep conspiracy logistics. And quite frankly with what he knew Enothchild felt he didn't know where exactly to start. Nor did he want to, not without involving Naressa and Juna in this somehow.

Enothchild did have a feeling as the days went by that Ros gave his report, but he didn't tell them everything; at the same time he knew and the Jedi Council knew that Ros' mind was not clear. Casper, of course, was out by the time Naressa was busy destroying Sanctuary so there was nothing he could add after that. There was, too, that feeling that Ros was waiting because he honestly wanted to hear what Enothchild had to say. In the past few months he and Ros had spoken a little; about the same amount of conversation as they have always had since he became a Knight. Casper was only around for a few of those conversations, and Enothchild really didn't get a good read from the young man, but deep inside everyone seemed to be on the same page. 

Last he heard Ros and Casper were slowly on their way through systems representing the Republic as a envoy to reassess planetary environments and provide new assistance; one of the stops will be the Nubian Colony of Seovenear, of whom came under Naboo's flag under Juna's reign, and who's species was now represented by Naboo in the Senate and had many problems getting help from the Republic in the past. It was somewhat of a mundane assignment compared to others a Jedi of Ros' expertise, but after going through two months of probably the most complex case that any Jedi, all of them, had ever been in it was a nice change of pace. Especially for Casper, who grew up pretty damn fast. Such speeds of gained experience, when there is no break or relaxing, can easily destroy all a Padawan had learned up to that point. A simple diplomatic mission was exactly what he needed.
The Council undoubtedly sensed that too, and just like with Naressa they didn't encroach or pressed no one to open up and express themselves. And clearly the Council had to have felt what Naressa had done. This drove him a bit mynock batty, but more so for Nue Cadabel who made the loving mistake of visiting Enothchild every day in his private quarters. The Ithorian was beyond cranky every time after the fifth day into recovery he was asked "Anything about Naboo?". Of course it was about Naressa and Juna and the Jedi Council thinking about them, not anything specific. Nue's answers ranged from sugary to saccharine to salty and not entirely because Enothchild was so persistent in beginning their conversation with that same question, Nue had his bad days and nights at the Padawan Learning and Development Center as it was, but it played a small bit of it.

Recently Nue made the point, "For crying out loud, Son, give them a smecking call! Who gives a womp rat's rump what the Council may think about it! Truth be told they're expecting you to do so anyways! And if you think about it shame on them if you care so much!"
That was a few days ago, and perhaps a small part of that small bit that bothered him was what Nue knew about Enothchild and Naressa and the life that she was, or maybe still is, carrying; Enothchild, though, knew in his heart that Naressa lost the child; if not, he would have felt more for her than he was feeling now for certain. The next day after that rant Nue came in and apologized, admitting that he wasn't in the position that Enothchild was in and could understand only a little why the Vhinphyc was so reluctant to make that very call; Enothchild had been through his own trials in this, and such a complicated and painful stress demanded time to get over it, and usually separation was a necessity to expedite it. Nue was let off the hook when Enothchild assured him that it was all right: Enothchild had been in contact with Muriel, and such contacts were frequent enough to actually keep him in the know on a personal level; what worried him the most was sudden, unexpected news. So, he kept his amber eyes and small ears open and expected any news from all sources, including Jedi sources.

The other sources were not as personal and of course were scrupulous in their many interpretations: the HoloNet media outlets. Sometimes afterwards Enothchild hoped, and sometimes got, that Muriel or even Dizzy would contact him wherever they were to really shed some light on the subjects coming out of Naboo; shortly after they all returned to Naboo, Dizzy and Muriel stayed with Naressa and Juna for about a month, but with no change in Juna's condition and a promise they made to one another the married couple also put some distance between themselves and the Rapiers to regroup and recover; they did some traveling, but they made frequent stops at Naboo. Much of what has happened on Naboo coincided a little with Juna's status reports.
After Alderaan, Naressa took Juna home personally after she had regained her standing as Rapier Matriarch and head of Rapier Technologies on a private and highly advanced medical shuttle; the Nubian carriers and Bravo Squadron stayed with them throughout the process on King Veruna's orders for security purposes. Upon arrival at Naboo reports were that Juna was being treated at the Royal Palace of Theed, but in reality Naressa broke the formation and took Juna straight home. On top of that all of the required Royal Protection was kept out; not known publicly, Muriel told Enothchild that Naressa's diplomatic response to Veruna's gestures was anything but what the media reported: she told him over a non-holographic com call to take the sentiment and his father and shove them both up his ass. 

The next day Naressa began to go on a continuous rampage but not a dark side one; for someone that was skilled in keeping herself visually invisible from the press with a hundred percent success rate there were other ways she had always maintained notice and visibility by her actions and of course her inherited clout. The very first thing she did was fire without compensation everyone that had something to do with helping Juna get to Sanctuary; not just the workers and the supervisors that put together the prototype Shadow Ring, but the techs, researches, department and division heads and a long list of others who had developed the Shadow Ring; the only one spared of the house clearing wraith of Naressa Rapier was Juna who was the one that came up with the Shadow Ring Project, who's name was at the very top of the ruling mountain. In the weeks to follow on that front Rapier R.D.S., which was Rapier Technologies super research subsidy, was reintegrated with the rest of the company, killing its Nubian government contracts, and those heads there rolled along with the rest of the fired. 
Politically there was a backlash because the contract cancellations and firings affected the surrounding sector markets and some tightly woven budge items that relied on those tax bases, but it never really touched Naressa. One of those elements according to Muriel was an incident just prior to Uiennar, when Pirus Krendel's union fishing buddies made a stink about the now ruined Nubian-Gungan fishing rights treaty negotiations. Back then Naressa made an agreement in good faith with them, through Juna and on some coincidental mistaken identity as Queen Angelleia, that Rapier Technologies could use their skills of the seas to aid her in an ocean vessel development project that was geared towards the Mon Calamari and be well compensated as Rapier Technology workers. In exchange they were to stop their unnecessary and negotiation killing tactics, and if the treaty was agreed upon Naressa's plan would go through and the promise kept. 
That all changed when the elder Krendel managed to convince the younger Krendel to send a task force to 'sure up' Lady Terse Maltanaw's protection guard. Stupid, for the protection was actually a shared joint agreement between Lady Maltanaw and the Gungans; where each party shared the same number of controlling representatives, aides, dignitaries, and lastly guards of protection. Tomas Krendel would have known that if he bothered to read Juna's own Royal Notices; instead he signed an order to end negotiations. When that force arrived, it was later discovered shortly after Lady Maltanaw recovered from her injuries incurred because of the violent skirmish that erupted, an explosion erupted behind Gungan lines and immediately the reacted thinking the Nubians attacked them. A friendly conversation ended with blood shed and ruined a chance for peace. 
Lady Maltanaw told this story in public immediately; she was beyond outrage over it, especially when the talks were so quiet and peaceful before the aggressions injured her, so much so that she was able to bring her daughter Jarah to the negotiations; the both of them were almost killed thanks to the King's incompetence and she didn't pull punches even as, during this time, he had ordered Bravo Squadron to Sanctuary. The fall out, as expected, went as far as Naressa Rapier's promise to the fishing unions; no treaty, absolutely no deal; and thanks to Lady Maltanaw's words that many trusted the blame for that fell right on Pirus Krendel's and King Veruna's laps as, over the last few months, unemployment filings increased and hardship waivers flooded in by the thousands. As far as the fishermen and women were concerned it was the King's fault.
This in turn created a new backlash against all those in Nubian government, but particularly towards the Throne and to those who seek elected office at such a young age. Much of the conversation centered on creating a new amendment to the Royal Constitution that enforces a Royal Term and Age Limit during times of peace upon the Throne that would take effect immediately; part of it after King Veruna's reign is over. It gained support very quickly and Lady Maltanaw, who inherited the Throne by tradition from her mother Queen Tessa - who outlived her second place challengers - and held it for over thirty years, became its most outspoken sponsor; even at the costs of her own ambitions for her very own young daughter. 
The amendment's language, drawn up by Terese Maltanaw, called for: 1.) a serving term of eight years that eliminated the individual Royal Challenge to the Throne - challenge now only came when recall elections were demanded by the people through petition; 2.) the minimum age requirement to hold any head of elected public office would be twelve; 3.) and only when those under adult age federal, Royal candidates participate in - and graduate from - the newly proposed Junior Apprentice Legislature  Program, the minimum age for starting fixed at six. The Nada-Maltanaw Combined Clan - Terese's maiden family was Nada - was solidly backed by the Rapier Clan, and with those powerful certainties the amendment was surely going to pass in the autumn elections after it went through some fine tuning and restructuring at the ballot level. 

One way to look at it: it made sense not to put a child directly into the world of politics; personally Enothchild had reservations way back then about Juna being a Republic Ambassador at age eight. The amendment had seemed to be influenced by Juna's very hairy political career, where she started at age six, became ambassador by eight, and Queen by nine, and during that time had one very bad experience where she was a hostage, a victim, and much worse. Yet it didn't take long for Enothchild to personally realized that Juna was a girl like no other and not just in the Force, and even during the conversation he had with Muriel about this amendment the red head once again pointed that out; despite some reservations and some points in time, Juna was a very stable and set little girl that managed a trauma in her life, to a point, well; far better than many other children similarly affected, and even a good share of adults.
Another way to look at it, selfishly on the Rapier Clan's side of it, was that it secured Juna's legacy as a political figure that rewrote the book on honest governing. She was the youngest ambassador in Republic and Naboo history, and she became her home world's youngest ever ruler; if the amendment succeeded, it was a good chance that those records would stand. Perhaps that was the only reason why Naressa supported such a measure, or perhaps she just didn't want to see another child hurt like Juna was ever again. 

As for Juna her medical condition had not changed, and Naressa on down promised news immediately if there were any changes. News for the rest of the galaxy on her was limited in the beginning and now nonexistent save for one note of heroics. Two months after the Battle of Sanctuary, Juna's friends at Napolis BioTech that were working on a Sleeping Vhinech detection protocol and cure announced that they achieved their goals. For her small part in her daughter's quest to help the Republic Naressa moved massive amounts of capital to expedite the processes and in a statement released through Napolis BioTech, acting and speaking on behalf of Lady Juna Angelleia, that Rapier Technologies would fund the entire 30-year detection and inoculation process so every single person in the Republic possible would get it without the bureaucratic snafus that causes waits and skip overs of poorer systems and more importantly prevent it from being used in a budget battle. With this anyone could have exploited the goodness of it, but once again Enothchild watched Naressa just surprise everyone, and he firmly believed Juna would have done the very same thing.
The one thing that didn't happen after all these months was the death of Pirus Krendel. Enothchild fully expected, although he didn't condone it, the rogue Nubian who had helped Magus Prophet to be dead as soon, or shortly after, as Naressa's black boots made contact with Naboo's surface. When that didn't occur, Enothchild presumed Naressa was too busy with Juna for those first few days, which became weeks, and so was putting it off until a convenient time came to pass. Those weeks became months, and finally not too long ago Enothchild had to ask Muriel if she had the same taboo thoughts.
"Actually," the red head begun without guilt, "I was willing to go pay the jerk an unfriendly visit myself. Just to see how his health was doing." It was pure bitter sarcasm. "But he had taken a job with the Trade Federation shortly after we kicked him out as Royal Chief of Staff. When the Trade Federation-Helle story broke, Krendel was moved to a different world location." 
He then expressed a suspicion, and Muriel confirmed it by saying, "Yeah, he's the informant. No question. He's probably saving his butt though by giving them some info from Veruna. Plus by keeping him out of the limelight the Federation keeps Krendel's flapping mouth shut. He'll take it given that he has to know Naressa is alive. She started up that slander lawsuit against Krendel again, but you know what: given how you and I know what Naressa is capable of, I wouldn't be surprised if she hired a third party to do some cleaning of that mess if you know what I mean."

Enothchild nodded to himself even now in his meditation. Hindsight being another form of intelligence Naressa was not going to jeopardize any unspoken, unsubstantiated understanding she had with the Jedi Order by using the Force to kill Pirus Krendel. With her resources and her mentality beginning a bit different from Juna's Naressa could have certainly had hired any of the best contract killers in the galaxy; those ones that don't have name recognition and thus are the most successful than their more notable, but sloppy, peers; for a professional doesn't make a big thing out of what they do in this line of work, for such words draw the law upon them. At the whole, though, if Krendel was murdered now all eyes would fall on her even when there are others so hell bent for his neck like the fishermen. Given matters, Naressa couldn't afford such attention like that. If anything her restraint was an effective countermeasure against prying eyes; any illegality will bring an end to any unspoken truce she may have with the Jedi Order or even the Republic. And she knew that Enothchild would never condone such an action.
Enothchild opened his eyes and asked that question again. Strange he could tell him he wouldn't condone it, but yet he couldn't find it in his heart to condemn it either. Perhaps it was due to the fact that Pirus Krendel was connected to Magus Prophet. That made sense for after learning that the MerCons had tortured Juna he lost all traces of pity he had for the MerCons; the MerCons who chose to side with Prophet and continue the fight that is; he still pitied the MerCon civilians that had to live under heavy sanctions because Cade Hooley let his fears of Prophet get to him.

It didn't bother him those points, but what did bother him after all this time was the separation from those he cared about the most. Now more than ever it superceded much of his Jedi rationale; there were just so many questions that needed to be answered, and he couldn't answer them this way, and not when they were going to interfere with others that had no bearing on these self explorations. He couldn't, and wouldn't, allow that to happen. Something had to be done, and done now.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 112.1

"Master Enothchild," said the receptionist behind him. He turned and looked at her. "Master Yoda and the rest of the Jedi Council will see you now."

"Thank you," he said gratefully. He struggled at first to rise and he walked with a very noticeable limp; he still was in the process of healing, but he was able to stand on his own, thanking the receptionist anyways with a nod when she tried to reach him in time to help him up. He wasn't necessarily summoned here by the Council, but they were expecting him; a silent inference on their part since he returned that grew and grew as the days and months went by. 
Again, though, they wanted him to have a clear mind first before he said anything to them, and honestly he felt they weren't going to press him. That told him something, and it was a bit eerie. It coincided too much with the stares and looks he got from his fellow Jedi; the same looks that started after Qualeggoes was killed by Prophet. What led up to that, in too many minds, was the fact two Jedi Masters fought, Enothchild one of them and Enothchild the less of the two battered and to that end Enothchild the only one still alive. Never mind that the truth about the battle between he and Qualeggoes, the reasons for it and who was ultimately responsible for killing him. The Jedi Council could mandate the truth, but they couldn't sway the minds of those so sure of their conclusions. Just as much as he was so sure, now at this very moment of decision, he was so sure.
"Greetings, Master Enothchild," said Master Yoda cheerfully enough. It wasn't exactly a dancing, smiling silly kind of greeting, but the tone was enough to suggest calm and 'all right'. "Is your recovery progressing well?"
"Masters," he said to them all, but he looked at the small, yet very strong Jedi Master when he said it. His eyes never really left Yoda's eyes for quite a long time, which did begged out a small worried look upon his aged, green features. "I'm healing within Vhinphyc perimeters. I won't necessarily push myself unless necessary."

"Let's hope the necessity doesn't arise," said Mace Windu. And clearly in that statement that meant something else entirely than what it was intended to be. A few of the Jedi Council members seemed to react to it a little negatively, telling Enothchild a lot. "But it appears your healing factor has missed a spot."

Enothchild knew what he meant even before Mace rubbed the left side of his own cheek to point out the mark that was barely visible under his growing beard. It was first believed to be a bruise, and for a little while Enothchild wrestled with his memory to think back when he received it; perhaps a nasty going away present from Helle, but it didn't hurt and nothing was broken in the area of the cheek or jaw to support the bruise claim, and after long examination even up to this very day nothing in his memories show Helle hitting him in location. 
After a week of recovery from surgery, the purple-red bruise turned black as if it were going to heal, but it held definition and bucked the trend of what healing bruises looked like. He had severe cuts from the operation that healed much faster than this spot. Calling it a spot, though, was a bit of an understatement; under his beard the mark was wide and covered much of his lower left jaw and as it approached his left check it seemed to tendril in thick swathes in an upward pattern. It beat the hell out of Enothchild why it did that, but his concerns where there; based on how it looked and may be perceived by others was the reason why he grew his beard back in. But the concerns of others were just as trivial as why it was there, why it lingered: it didn't hurt him, and it didn't affect his speech or his ability to chew food. The Force told him it was of no concern; however it didn't give him any answers or cures for it either. It was, more or less, a part of him; a post-birth birthmark; for good or bad for the rest of his days.
"Yeah," said Enothchild as he just touched it once and quickly, using the hand to just gesture 'so what?' "I guess my kind isn't as entirely invulnerable as they believed." That more or less ended the discussion about marks, about injuries healing for that matter. His leg would heal, but the likely hood even for a Vhinphyc of Enothchild's stature of a full recovery was not going to happen; chances were good for eighty percent recovery if he stayed off the leg for a full year; the injury was that bad. But waiting that long sitting on his ass would have just prolonged the pain that was soon to come, and not in his leg.

With that in mind, Enothchild said, "I come before the Council to express my feelings."

Yoda nodded suspiciously and with a gesture of his small hand he said, "Rewarded, our patience has. Therefore no rush we will demand." 
Enothchild nodded, and again he locked stares with Yoda. He grimaced as some thoughts passed his mind, but he put his thoughts in order and did his best to look at the others as he spoke, glancing a few times at his good friend Plo Koon in the process. He did just that, stole glances not locking eyes with him like he did with Yoda. Whatever happens would require some explaining to him, and to Nue, even though he was going to give all the reasons.

"I understand the Council's patience," said Enothchild. "I am grateful for it and for its wisdom. I will always be grateful to the Jedi Order for producing such wise and forgiving beings and having them as the source for motivation…peers to look up to and strive to become and all the while doing so with a different identity. Being your own person. That starts with the Jedi Master that trains us I think. They just pass on the requirements of who and what and how of the Jedi, of the view of the Code. Ultimately, though all that, we find our true selves. That true self, sometimes, can take a period of One's Jedi Training. Sometimes it may take an entire lifetime. It could very well be argued that this is, for better or for worse, our destined path; the direction and choices made all part of the Force.

"I spent these last few months thinking, reflecting back on what had happened. In the process of time that passed, I found going back further than this whole incident. What I found was…a bit puzzling at first, and at times disturbing." He held up a hand to explain the last point. "As in my very own conduct."
At that moment, a few of the Jedi Masters exchanged looks, and a few seemed to have 'see I told you so' look in their eyes when they gave it; Sifo-Dyas, who had made such claims of Enothchild's conduct being troubling, seemed to have the brightest of glints in his eyes. Understand it wasn't a malicious satisfaction, or even a gloat on their behalves. It was just one of those motions to remind their contemporaries that they predicted that Enothchild had indeed seen the eras of his ways; in return, the others showed looks back that suggested that patience had once again won over forcing the issue.

Seeing that, Enothchild with little reluctance in his heart - but still with tons of pain - knew what he was going to say next was the best thing that could happen for the Jedi Order since the invention of the lightsaber. "In fact my conduct has been as such that it divides this very Council, this very religion, right down to its very good and honorable heart." That seemed to bring them all to attention; there was a difference between that and what passed as listening; the Council was always attentive, just more so at that very moment after he spoke. "With my presence alone, I am to blame for that.

"I do not, and am not, pointing out the one particular point in the distant past as I did before you all when I brought forth Juna Rapier to be tested and considered for training. I…have viewed it all as a whole. I find that my actions, my decisions, are not a reflection of my Master or of this very Order which had adopted me. In turn, they have an affect on how I am perceived as a Jedi, as a member, and as a being in the Force. Do I feel uncomfortable with it personally? No, I don't. Do I feel uncomfortable as it deals with the Jedi Order? Yes, I do."

"Forgive me, Old Friend," interrupted Plo Koon. He didn't like what he was hearing, but he kept his apprehension, his feelings for his good friend, down. "You can't blame yourself for how others see you."

"Forgive me, Old Friend, but I am the best judge of that fact," Enothchild stated logically. It was, ironically, too easy for one, or even twelve beings, to give a suggestion that how one not in their group is perceived by everyone else; even so for the Jedi Council in their wisdom. In truth if they were so sure of that they were sure in everything, and point to it they would have knocked down the front doors to Rapier Manor a long time ago. "For I have lived within the realm of that perception."
"You may be blinded by it," suggested Sifo-Dyas.

Enothchild gave him a glare that suggested otherwise of what he said, "Are you so sure?" Translation: do not lie; I know how you really feel. Message delivered and received when Sifo-Dyas leaned back into his seat and found silence.

Enothchild continued. "I find that whatever I do, whenever I do it, wherever it is done, I have brought an unwelcome attention to this Jedi Order. My actions brought, I feel, an unnecessary position into the fold that put a stranglehold on what we can do. Again, that was my fault and I take full blame for it. Worse, this attention also permeates from within these very Temple walls. Again, my fault, my blame."
"That's a misconception-," began Mace, but he stopped when Enothchild put his hand up and shook his head.

"It is fact," said Enothchild. He lowered his hand down. "I find that it doesn't reflect the teachings of my Master……my Wife……for what she had done was in the end considered great and true and within the very sacred principals founded by the Knights of Old. Whether by accident, training, of just blind luck I tried to replicate that very spirit." He shook his head slowly. "One cannot clone greatness, nor the truth."

"But-but you can't feel what you did compared to Nadja as being wrong," said Plo.

"In theory and in design it isn't wrong to me personally, but that begs the question if my way of looking at things is actually rather selfish. That what I do I don't do it for the greater good of the galaxy, or that what I do its in hopes that the galaxy will finally accept me for who and what I am. Not as a Jedi, or a Vhinphyc. But as a Being. And funny……funny it puts me not in that latter category."
Yaddle leaned forward and said, "But Master Enothchild, suffer under that impression we all do."

"I know…but when I bring that impression upon myself it seems to cause rifts within this institution." He put his hand to his heart, looking at them all, and then at Yoda again…

It seemed like a while they both stared at one another, and it was. To some on the Council they gathered what he was going to say next, and those old enough to know or like Plo knew him and was close also knew how much and for so long Enothchild Sarch meant to Jedi Master Yoda. For so many years, from the Vhinphyc's infant beginnings even up to this very moment, the Elfin had always watched over him. Took care of him. Did things for him. No one questioned it, but perhaps he had a bit of bias in favor of Enothchild just as he did for Nadja Moranna; that among all the minds and scholars and so many others close to Qualeggoes in their thinking Yoda seemed to be able to point out why such beings had a reason for doing things, or more to the point why they were Jedi. Nadja was controversial in her views, in her opinions, in her interpretations of the Jedi Code, and often her disregard for listening to her peers, but the long view of that in the end was that she ended up being right and she obeyed, somehow, their ways and the Code. Humbly, even Yoda had admitted all those times they were wrong and she was right; even when the others couldn't understand it.
It was happening again. Silently, Yoda turned his gaze downward. Not in shame, but in admittance that Enothchild was right. The rest of the Jedi Council couldn't understand it only because they didn't want to see, or hear, what was coming. Unlike Nadja, Enothchild - even though no one could ever doubt his kind heart - didn't have that intangible that, in the end, made everyone else accept his position like it or not. It was enigmatic because they couldn't put a finger on what it was or why they felt that way. It was not racism, or embracement, or the lack of understanding. What it was eluded them all.

Perhaps that was why he got all those stares, and thoughts.

"Which is why, after long thought-," began Enothchild.

"No," was Plo's quite denouncement, like a stunned sport's commentator at a amateur fight having just witnessed a combatant die.

Enothchild looked at him briefly, nodded in respect and appreciation, and continued. "After long, considering thought I have decided, for the good of all things in the Force at this time, to leave the Jedi Order permanently and join those Lost Jedi effective immediately."
The Council Members spoke to one another quietly and quickly; it was really no surprise for the conversation was leading up to this, but they were still stunned. Jedi leaving the Order was as unnatural as the stoppage of time, and to them it shouldn't happen. But it has happened before in their history; eighteen Jedi voluntarily left the Order of their own free will and as non-aggressors against the Order; to be One of the Lost, One had to admit they were Lost. Those who fallen to the dark side were not given such honor except as mentioned before.

However in the annuals of the long Jedi History it was still unprecedented on a horrendous scale. Never before in such a short period of time did two Jedi leave the Order. It was nearly five months ago when Qualeggoes decided to leave the Order. Now, within the same year, another - another Master not just a Knight or Padawan - was leaving. Unintentionally it was immediately viewed by those on the Council as a negative message that could be picked up by others in the Order; two very well known and prominent were leaving, which would beg the question by those not in the know as to why. And to many on the Council they felt it was for the very same reason why: Juna Rapier.

"Enothchild, I ask you to reconsider this decision," stressed Mace Windu strongly on every word, echoing much of everyone's thoughts. "Perhaps all you need is more time to reflect and collect your thoughts. Much like you did when your wife died."
Enothchild took a moment to gauge the others silently, and there underlining their disappointment was clear restraint. He knew they knew enough about Juna and Naressa to conclude who they were, especially who Juna was, a long time ago. However they weren't coming out and saying it. They wanted to question him, in deep detail this time unlike the previous times, and he was obliged to tell them. He would have, only because unless Naressa or Juna really, really, really did something terribly wrong then the Jedi Order's obligations to protecting the Republic from the dark side of the Force were very clear. And unfortunately he couldn't dance around the truth that Naressa did destroy Sanctuary, and although in turn it killed the Prophet-lead Vhinech and the clearly aggressive Trade Federation there was borderline merit there to justify any preemptive strike.
But what restrained them were the Supreme Chancellor and the Order's obligation to protect Juna even from a considerable distance away; the former an issue that caused a slow-to-heal wound the Council was unwilling to make worse unless they had very good, creditable reasons; the latter a compelling reason not to act for Juna has never been a threat, nor in her current comatose state was she now. Add to that last thought, Juna had sought the Jedi's help, and under her circumstances the Order had an obligation to also protect her from the rest of the Republic; they couldn't reveal her Force sensitivity. And to go against major centralized citizens of the Republic like the Rapiers when there was no non-Force related leverage to do so would give anti-Jedi pendants in the Senate - who were slowly quieting down again - another reason to scream bloody murder and would quickly remind Valorum that the being he replaced as Supreme Chancellor allowed a similar Jedi overstep to occur at Vhanba eighteen years ago, when Jurivicious Pern went to Vhanba and went from mediator to overlord and gave the Republic Magus Prophet. It was still a lingering black eye for the Jedi Order; they didn't need another so soon.
Then again, the Jedi Order had to take a chance here. So why were they not asking the questions? Why do they hold back, in actions as well as questions, even now?

Enothchild shook his head finally, but it wasn't necessarily to answer Mace's question. His thought processes were of he still believing that there was a traitor still in their midst on the Jedi Council, as if Qualeggoes had not died. That wasn't true, everyone here was honest as they could be, as open as possible, and were not traitors or conspiracy killers (although they still held back!). If it could be believed, his announcement seemingly killed whatever conversation they had planned with him.
"No, I'm sorry. I have made up my mind on this," said Enothchild somberly. "I am doing this for this Order. I am Lost here, so I can't remain here." Here meaning a part of the Jedi Order, not physically meaning here.
"This is not about us," said Ki-Adi-Mundi. "Or even you. This is about the child."

Enothchild shook his head and said. "It is one and the same."

"So by stepping away it breaks the circle?"

"I won't debate the merits of my decision with you, or with anyone else," said Enothchild calmly. "If I cannot function as a Jedi, as a protector of countless trillions that resided within the Republic, then I don't deserve to take up space and waste anymore time."

"Such selfishness," began Yaddle, "does not befit a Jedi."

Enothchild looked at her, smiled just a little, and said, "Thank you. You have just made my point." Yaddle fretted a little when he said that. He looked upon everyone else again and said, "I am being selfish, for yes I truly would like to protect those I care about more than I want to help anyone else. Selfish? For a Jedi, yes. For myself, as who I am and always will be: no."

"So this is about the girl?" said Depa Boda.

"As I said, it's about it all." He looked at them one more time, and said, "You know what I say is true. It's all true. It isn't just one thing. The reasons I have given you, the ones you have rationalized on their own, I can throw a valid tag on them if each one was the sole reason." He shook his head again. "I am, and always will be, a Jedi. I tell you this now: as a Jedi of this Order as it stands right now, I will be ineffective as both a protector and a teacher."
"Then such observations should be determined by us," insisted Sifo-Dyas. "Often times one mind is wrong and twelve minds can think objectively. It is precisely why the Jedi Council exists: during the most stressful and trying of crisis, a Jedi may seek our guidance to find the answers they truly need."

"Such an exploration would waste time since my own free mind is made up," insisted Enothchild right back. "I will not hamper this Council any longer. I do have the right to declare myself Lost, and I do have the right to leave if I so choose."

Mace to the lead again since Yoda sat still, looking down, remaining very quiet. "Yes, you do. But you know how we view the Rapier situation; any Jedi with sense would know."

"I do know. And I don't fear them."

"You are suggesting we do?"

"No, but if I don't fear them then what is your worry?" Enothchild stood up taller and said, "You would forbid me to go if the Chancellor did not order us to investigate them?"

"Since we have issues with them and you, yes," said Sifo-Dyas, and that brought on to him some very unwelcome stares from a few of his fellow Council members. But the preverbal purr was all ready out of the containment box. "By leaving you are protecting them. By staying you are obligated to tell us what you know."  
"What more can I tell you that you and the rest don't all ready know? I submit to you this fact: if you are so certain of their dangerous nature, then why haven't you acted?" He held up a hand to prevent a long winded explanation. "Never mind. I know the answer." He put his hand down. "And yes, by leaving I don't have to say anything to you all. You cannot override this decision either unless you think I have fallen or are under some spell, but you can see I'm not, and I'm of sound mind. I make this choice for my own reasons, and you know those reasons are sound. The debate is over."

"Then before you go answer me this one question," said Plo, who was frustrated and clearly upset the way it came out of his mouth. "You speak of fears and selfishness on your part. You also speak of ineffectiveness as a Jedi. I doubt those reasons very much, because, by leaving you are being a Jedi, a being who has embraced the Force and the principals of the Jedi Order, who is going to go to Naboo where you can effectively protect those you care about that have a very compelling place in the galaxy. So my question is this: am I wrong to assume that?"
Enothchild smiled at him, and he knew Plo understood while the others didn't. The logic, though wordy, was close to correct; Plo left out the presence factor. But his reason for leaving wasn't because the Chancellor was preventing all Jedi from contacting the Rapiers. That order was going to fade away eventually once a reason to overlook it came up; it was inevitable. 

"To answer that, I would look at it metaphorically. I would ask why there are more ships protecting this planet when so many are left unguarded from invaders. The answer would be that Coruscant is far more important than all those others, including those that can protect themselves just as well as Coruscant can. It is cold in its rationale, and in its emotions and thought processes: to sacrifice all others for just one. But we do it without question. We have done it, and have been for days, months, and years, and we will continue to do it. Because it may be common sense to do it. Perhaps logical. Ultimately, we find ourselves realizing that……strange as it is……even for us……it is good to do it.
"So no, Old Friend, you're not wrong at all. I leave to save and protect this religion. I am going to Naboo to protect Juna and Naressa; from the Republic, and from themselves. I feel that it is my destiny."

Plo slumped back slowly in his chair, and he was clearly thinking as his hands came together in front of his face, his elbows propped up by the arms of his chair. Some of the others still acted uncomfortable in the way it sounded.

"Then you would protect them from anyone," asked Ki-Adi-Mundi. "You would use your abilities to do so?"

"As I was learned from my Master, I would do so with Jedi resolve," assured Enothchild. "I will protect anyone that is innocent from harm, regardless who it may be, and if only such aggression is unwarranted." He was making it very clear to them for they were making it clear to him the Jedi Order's growing position. It was hypothetical, but it was still a thought on their minds to act on Naressa. That was why Enothchild assured them all with that last statement that not only was preemptive action going to counteracted by him, but it was also unnecessary for them to take such action. It was a diplomatic nicety, but if anyone interpreted it as a warning, or even a threat, he could only care to a degree. 

As far as he was concern Naressa and Juna were innocent beings………they were Sith Maidens that were living in peace and not causing any trouble for anyone that wasn't asking for it; even then they didn't go out looking to end the troubles through acceptable ancient Sith practices. They had no ambitions for galactic conquest or even global dominance of their home world. There wasn't even a remote hint that anyone could see that they were about to cause catastrophic mayhem to themselves, Naboo, or the Republic at large.
"We…cannot stop you from leaving," said Mace finally. "We can only implore you to reconsider. Perhaps hear more of our views and share in knowledge."

"You have, Master Mace," Enothchild said with gratefulness. "I will not change my decision. And with all due respect your views and knowledge will only certify my position even more so there is no need for it. What I have told you all is all I know, and that includes my suspicions. Nothing more can be gained by living in the known past again and again. And I will waste no more time. Accept my request or no it doesn't matter to me. I will go. You have no reason to truly stop me. We don't need that conflict here anymore. End it by giving me your blessings.
"Before I go, I will say this. I am very thankful for what you have all done for me. You gave me a chance, and you made me a man, in some eyes, that is respected and not feared. I don't know for sure if I could have become that man if my Jedi Mother Anka-Dee Sura wasn't allowed to care for me, and if you didn't find the wisdom of allowing Nadja Moranna to exist in the Jedi Order and have her take me as her Padawan Learner. I will be ever grateful for that as long as I live. I won't forget it. I won't have a bad word to say. I will always be after I leave what I believe myself to be: a Jedi. I will not stop being one in my heart, or in my mind, or in the remainder of my days."
Mace looked over to Yoda, who was finally looking at Enothchild but still said nothing and looked as if he aged 200 years because of this; this seemingly was far worse than when Qualeggoes - Yoda's former Padawan - had left the Jedi Order AND attacked Juna Rapier combined. He took note of Enothchild, and the Vhinphyc was cool and sure in appearance, and just under that he was very certain of what he wanted to do, but deep inside he never in his life wanted to hurt Yoda in any way.
It was clear to Enothchild he had, but sometimes such pain had to be endured. And Yoda has had more life times of pain than anyone else. As long as he lived, Yoda was going to have more after Enothchild.
With a heavy sigh, Yoda said plainly, "So certain you are in your feelings. Cannot challenge them as a whole I feel. Decided your path, you have. A part of this Order no longer, but a Jedi you still are." He had his hand raised, as if reaching out for him, but it was more of a gesture, all be it reluctantly, of blessing. "And your return will always be welcomed."
Enothchild managed just a little smile, but he couldn't make it bigger, last longer, or show most appreciation for Yoda's words no matter how hard he tried. A piece of him, just as with the small creature, was breaking apart. That piece became a lump that kept rising in his throat more and more as time wore on, since he came in and saw Yoda; now it seemed to just get caught in his throat and for a few moments he couldn't speak. He was sure, he was certain of his decision, but he had learned even the most innocent of decisions were painful for someone, or for One only.
He worked the lump down, cleared his passageway, and said with a bow, "Thank you. May the Force be with you all."

"May the Force be with you," said the Council in unison, and for a moment there the disagreement in opinion was gone. The suspicions were no longer. They sat there, and said those words with so much warmth and feeling and absoluteness Enothchild appreciated it. They didn't press him, and he was right they had no means to prevent him from making this decision. He wasn't falling into the evil graces of the dark side - disputable to some degree if someone tried to stretch the Sith Maiden-witchery angle. He wasn't crazy. He had no head wounds. He wasn't spiced. To be a Jedi required the deepest of commitments, and it required the most courageous of Jedi to admit that they could no longer honor that commitment. The Jedi Order, contrary to those who dislike the philosophy or just plain hated them, was not a cult that no one could leave. If one desired to leave it they were allowed to. It saddened them all when it happened, and even Enothchild did feel some distress when Qualeggoes chose to leave.

He felt no distress for himself now save for how Yoda looked. But he knew it would pass a lot as soon as he left the chamber. He rose from his bow, heaved a massive sigh, and took his leave.
"To the highest reaches we can climb, to the deepest depths we can explore," said Yoda quietly. "Let be known with a heavy heart. Nineteen Jedi we have now Lost."

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 112.2

There wasn't too much for Enothchild to do to make his resignation - the best way to describe it - complete, but that didn't mean he left everything behind him quickly. He had to turn in materials that were assigned to him as a Jedi, such as field equipment assigned to him like his comlink, holorecorder, and several dozen various items no one would have ever guessed he carried on his person. His personal effects, like his lightsaber for a clear example, were his to keep forever; he made them as part of his training and were in essence a reflection of him. Other items were given to him as a symbol of his accomplishments, like the Master's Medallion and Knight Coins, over the years and he kept those as well. He finished some filings and spent the rest of the day as required by him to go over a lot of laws, and there were thousands of regulations and technicalities he had to memorize or reference in summary, in regards to his ex-Jedi status. He retained some 'arresting authority', but it most based on how the local laws of systems view his authority and not on federal law; comparing Alderaan to Uiennar for the stark differences, the former would still say he can act at any time as a Jedi while the latter was under the mostly anti-Jedi Trade Federation doctrine and therefore would be arrested for even preventing the death of a jaywalker by using the Force in anyway. 
Other worlds had different rules and regulations, but it was clear to see for him to avoid those unfriendly to Jedi worlds anyways. Lastly he had to sign over a hundred pages of non-disclosure forms under the Republic Military, Intelligence and Securities Act, declaring that he was surrendering his rank of general was one of the few dozen or so items he had to sign off on, and that unless ordered so by the Supreme Chancellor he was not to disavow any information or event of any kind labeled Classified and Not Public Knowledge. There were a few of those missions he 'wasn't on', so he understood the nature of such paperwork to ensure he won't talk about 'things that did not happen, and if they did happen well he wasn't there'.
Once finished with thumb pressing and physical signing of digital and paper documents, Enothchild was finally done. His other affects were on Alderaan all ready in his and Nadja's old home, so he had nothing else to do at the Temple; he had no room there, and Ros was all ready working out of the old Behavioral Sciences office so there was no reason to 'box up' anything there that might be useful for him or Casper. So, he left the Temple and went to Alouha Bitter's apartment at Nadine Towers to stay while he waited for Dizzy and Muriel to pick him up. The dancing mistress didn't hesitate to allow him to stay, and Force would have it he got the Arnes' almost immediately through the HoloNet. It turned out they were thinking of going back to Naboo, but much of the conversation did center around the news he gave them, and when he was finished with them Lou spent the next hour between asking him why and crying. He consoled her, and it wouldn't be the first night either; he had to wait four days for Dizzy and Muriel to pick him up as they were coming to Coruscant from Roscikev, a well known getaway spot. 
Then it would be off to Naboo. And this part of his life would be left behind. But Enothchild assured Lou a few times, and he did to those who eventually came to see him like Plo Koon and Hankoro Lockheart, that what was left behind was only physical. In his heart and soul he would always be a Jedi; just because he was leaving for good didn't mean he left it all behind. In those days of wait it took Nue on the last day to finally see him, and it happened to be the last night Enothchild was on Coruscant.

When Nue arrived, the old Ithorian appeared to have aged just as badly as Yoda and given how old he was that wasn't a good thing. Much of Nue's complexion was a very light gray, and his anchored eyes were sagging and baggy. After pleasantries that were short and travel to seats that weren't far, they talked about what was all ready said long before in the Council chamber, and Nue grew quiet for a long time. A silence Enothchild broke on his own.

"I know this is all still a shock to you," said Enothchild. "I'm pretty sure you're mad at me, or were."

"Mad? Son, when I heard what you did the first thing I wanted to do was hunt you down and beat the living shit out of you," Nue stated empathically and honestly. Cranky as ever, he never failed to amuse Enothchild; the Jedi Knight had long lost the capability to physicality to do it, but contrary to fact the guts and brains of some never rotted. "By the next day I was still ready to go to Alderaan, break into your house, and come back with the Ugly Stick of Common Sense to bust you upside your head with it. The last day or so I kept asking why you would throw away everything you have worked so hard for to prove some of those idiots that thought you never belonged here wrong. By today I went from Jedi outrage to Jedi calm-. What?"
Lou's snickering was more a snort because of her Twi'lek physiology preventing her from having a quiet moment of humored inspired air escaping her lips, but it was clear she found his rants and points amusing. "Nothing."

"I know you have your reservations about this, Lou," said Nue.

"I do, but what can I do? I cried and he didn't change his mind." Her mood was somber there, but then she smirked and noted, "But if you shed some tears I bet he would change his mind."

Enothchild laughed a little, and one of Nue's mouth smirked as the other emitted words that hinted at a conspiracy in a mumble. "That, and throwing myself at his feet. Don't think it didn't cross my mind." He cleared his throats as the other two shared a glance. "As I was saying: in the end, today, I had to accept the fact that you have been a man for a while now, and a man who has been through a lot in his life, the past two decades particularly. Especially not too long ago." 

Nue didn't say it, but it was there on his mind; the secret they shared together about Naressa's pregnancy. They talked about that privately again as Enothchild covered, and the Vhinphyc was very certain with no error that Naressa had prior to her triumphant and timely return - still left unexplained - lost the unborn child; there was nothing that connected the two of them together, that is more than there should be anyways. Of course Enothchild didn't provide every little detail, and he expected Nue knew that, but rationally in this particular case it wasn't a necessity. 
"It…plays into the decision a little," said Enothchild, and Nue figuratively reached back in the past and pulled out the Uncle Nue 'you're in trouble, Boy' look. Talk about old farts and their nostalgia, he never saw that face since he was an Initiate; the very last time was just before Nadja took him as her Padawan. Unfortunately it still held some swaying effect on him; damn childhood. "Maybe…more than that……….Half. The other half being me a disruptive presence." 
"Bobanspit, Nadja was more of disruptive presence than you could ever be," Nue pointed out. That was somewhat true, but again it wasn't really a valid point. Nadja was either embraced or ignored. And with his sulking back in his chair as Enothchild gave him a look of wrong, Nue knew that with Enothchild saw too much of the so called 'bad things' more than they saw all the good he had done as a Jedi. Half the problem was preconceived notions about Vhinphycs and the other was they didn't know Enothchild. This unusual equation produced the wrong answer in their minds of Qualeggoes' end. Since the whole truth was not shared, forever the story will be that.
To be diplomatic, Enothchild said, "If I stay here any longer, trust me I will be a far greater disturbance than she ever was. The Order doesn't need that. These past months, and in the months to come, they will be needed to protect the innocent without distraction and not protect themselves from scrutinizing politicians. They can't be there to protect me from the Vhinphyc backlash that has been going on ever since the conspiracy plot on Helle's end of things has come out. The Order's focus should be on mending the fences with the Chancellor and going back to protecting and serving the people, not on me."
"It makes sense to me," said Alouha sympathetically to Nue. She then turned back to Enothchild. "But again this seems so wrong for you to do this. Like Nadja, to me, you are the Jedi Order. Without you, it would seem…" she paused, trying to find the right word or group of words to say "'Bon'a Fark'u' without the lead dancer. It doesn't seem to work without you in it."
Enothchild smiled just a little. Falling back to the metaphor the former dancer was using, he said, "Thanks, but I am hardly in the Order's eyes the Rosary of Kildemane."

"But you continued Nadja's causes and sacrifices," she implored. "No one can do that except you."

"Ros can," assured Enothchild. "Nadja, as you know, was more certain and absolute in her thinking than many really thought. She taught me to be who I was, and that is who I am. Ros will be the same way because I taught him to be who he was."

"Does he know yet?" asked Nue wisely.

"Unfortunately no, I haven't been able to contact him personally." Enothchild sighed with regret about that. He wasn't about to have a message left for Ros for his former Padawan to sit through. "If I tell him, I promise you it won't be in a recording. Like with the Council, I have to brave through the disappointment just as much as I had to brave through the truth."
They both seemed to understand what that meant, but they still looked at him somberly. Enothchild finally just said, "I'm not dead. But why do I get the feeling you think I am?"

Lou reached out and grabbed his hand. "I'm sorry. I don't want you to think that. I just…can't believe this is happening." A beep from her little pocket emitter broke the connection she had with Enothchild. "I never thought to go through another age of disbelief." She was referring to the past, when she was once a slave and volunteered to aide Nadja in taking down Yabbula the Hutt's criminal enterprise at the Moons of Eldir. That was a trying time for her and never thought she would have another event or two similar to it, but Qualeggoes changed that really quick a few months ago. And now this.

She pressed a few buttons, and then sadly looked at Enothchild. "It's the Millennium Falcon. There on approach." The three of them stood up. "Will you keep in touch?"
Enothchild snickered and accepted her invitation to hug her. "Of course, Lou. Geez, like I said I'm not dead. It isn't the end of the universe."

The Twi'lek's head tails twitched in it's private language expressing otherwise. She said with a smile, "Drop by anytime, but I insist you leave the mayhem at the front door. The Republic hasn't replaced everything that was broken and I don't have too many rare items left."

"Of course," he said chuckling, letting go of her and understanding why she wasn't going to see him to the hanger. Her body language was of a woman that wanted to be alone, perhaps cry a little. He understood that his leaving would have an effect on the Order and to some around him, but the levels were not anticipated. Sighing a little, he turned to Nue. "Show me out, you Cranky Old Fart."

"Might as well, you Big Sissy Girl," muttered Nue. "I have to get back to the Temple some time tonight anyways. Night Lou."

"Good night, Nue," she said. "And goodbye, Enothchild."

"Good night, Alouha," he said. Together he and Nue exited the apartment at the same time through the large door. Heading for the lifts, he looked at Nue and muttered, "Big sissy girl?"

"If I'm the cranky old fart…" he muttered to Enothchild. The Vhinphyc hid his humor inspired smirk the best he could. "Hey, we've been hammering each other for decades. It shouldn't stop because you're leaving Sport." They made their way slowly, for Nue was slow not patient; a telling sign of his age. He harked on it just a little, but very telling it was as they stopped before the lift doors. "It won't until one of us is dust in the wind. Just like with Anka-Dee, Soo-Si and Nadja before you."
"I thought we all agreed I wasn't dead," Enothchild implied sheepishly.

"Alouha did," said Nue. 

Enothchild didn't quite like that now. It was one thing for Alouha to think that way, but when his fellow Jedi did it created a frosty layer on his attitude. "Nue, does it look like I'm dead man walking?"

"I don't think that at all, but in some way I feel it." He let his large, pointy three toed feet shuffle around as they continued to wait for the lift. "Or maybe, I guess, it's because I'm so old. I'm so far ahead of them; those I cared about that have died. I have that fear all mortals have; that those things, or people" he looked at Enothchild when he said it "that remind me of them, a link to those great times will not always be there. That I'll outlive them or they will go away. Some days those links, those friends that connect the past with the present, is all I have and make being a part of this galaxy tolerable. It sort of justifies why I should be walking and talking while everyone else isn't. You know what I mean?"
Enothchild thought for a moment and said, "Yeah, I do Nue. I do."
"I…I just don't want to lose you as that link. Ha, maybe I'm just paranoid."

"Maybe because you care." Enothchild put his large hand on Nue's back. "Not because one of us is going to die."
Nue smiled, and this time he smiled with both mouths. "Or maybe I'm getting to old to be taking care of Snot Noses and Crappy Pants and wanted you to take over some day."

Noting the joke, Enothchild pulled his hand away and said, "I knew it! Passing the credit on me: that's all this has been. What a plot!" He shook his head. "But that begs the question; if I would have taken the job, would you have also retired your crankiness?"

The lift doors opened and Nue stepped inside without answering. When he turned around he did answer loudly and proudly. "Hell no! Being cranky is my legacy!"

Just as the doors were closing, Enothchild left him an enduring smile and an equally enduring point. "That's because you were born sideways."

"Hey you little son of a -." But alas the doors closed. No real goodbyes really between them; goodbye, to Enothchild, was more about never seeing someone again, hence why he said good night to Alouha. 

Goodbye meant too much to say……even after all these years and under the circumstances. Enothchild never wanted it to be the last thing he ever said to anyone unless it was right; especially to those he cared about.

The lift which Nue took was also going to be the lift that took Enothchild to the hanger bay in which the Millennium Falcon would land in; the very same hanger used a few months ago by the Rough and Tumble gang; the very same one which he and Qualeggoes fought in over the destiny of Juna. It wasn't any place he really wanted to spend too much time in, so as he stepped in and took the short ride up to it - one floor - he hoped that Dizzy was all ready there waiting for him as per Nadine Tower's security procedures, or at least in the process of landing.
"Anxious to leave, you are?"

Enothchild just about left his pants behind as he took a quick step forward towards the opening doors, turned around, and finally for the first time noted that Yoda had been in the lift; probably since Nue got off the lift in the lobby; so lost in his thoughts he didn't even sense the diminutive Jedi Master at all. And Yoda wasn't masking his presence. He took a look behind him, and noted that the Falcon was sitting right where he wanted it to be, the ramp slowly coming down, it's inner light inviting the Vhinphyc to move his legs to carry his body up and in. All that in his mind, and it was summed up just as quickly as he wanted to leave with the words Yoda spoke. 

He brought his large mass fully around and peered down at the much smaller creature. "Well…if I would have known you were coming, I wouldn't have been in such a rush."
"Really?" Yoda questioned him with wit of word, squinting eyes and cocking ears.

"I had thought our farewells were back at the Council Chamber," replied Enothchild, and it was the truth. Part of it anyways. There was so much more to this than him leaving; things discussed in the past between them; matters agreed upon so long ago to not be brought up. It was such that it guaranteed a level of professionalism and respect. 

"But it doesn't mean I don't appreciate your coming," Enothchild added. "Even if it wasn't to see me off."

Yoda nodded. "Assume right, you have. Come to change your mind I have."

"Is that it?"

Yoda's ears perked up in response to that, which turned into a bit of a wizened scowl of sorts. "Does one who thinks he is still a Jedi wish more? In what hurry is he if he is still one of patience and practice?"

"I am in no hurry," said Enothchild. He didn't give the Falcon another look, not even with Dizzy standing silently at the foot of the ramp watching on in the distance, as he relaxed his stance to stay in place. "I will listen. That is all I can promise."

"At least I have that much time," said Yoda dryly. "But listening was always your strongest point." He walked forward a few steps, the sounds of his cane making more noise than the Falcon's standing by repulsorlift generators in Enothchild's ears. Indeed, he was listening to absolutely everything Yoda. "Although I cannot, and I will not, stop you, I can only hope with my words that you stop yourself with realization. The first rules of self proclamation is to know yourself, own yourself, and command yourself, found in the Texts of Old. They are sound, for if you question yourself then defy those three elements I just mentioned. Misguided you may become. Indecision may plague you. Foolish choices made on reckless abandon. Destruction in many forms will take, and death may be guaranteed. All of that will hurt the heart of any being. That is why the Jedi bare no attachment to those things or beings that is not ourselves as individuals. Or limit them.
"Thus it is why the path of the Jedi is never, ever easy. For 800 years I have been a Jedi. Fought or trained or explored with many others in that time. May seem to be topic off in your view, but connected you will see.
"As in all lives of the Jedi - save for the few you have chosen to join - that is what we are for it was what we chose to be through a destiny we still cannot grasp. The future like a heavy fog bank we swat and feel with our hands to guide us through the unseen. Stumble along we do, knowing with certainty these two things: we live in the destiny, and that destiny is where we stand at that very moment surrounded by the mist. Beyond that is the known history of things to come. One of those things, sad it is, is the death of those who are born before you, with you, and after you. Watched I have, heart heavy in my chest at times, those I outlive slowly age and wise, and then are elder and wizened and weakened. Alas some do not live to see that day; some far too soon. Those I know of are both. I have seen Initiates brought here. I have trained them. Become Masters after they have trained their Padawans to Knighthood. And one or another I have stood by whatever means that marks their previous existence, their part of history, and wonder why at times why I was given such a burden to bare witness to it."
Enothchild sighed a little and understood where Yoda was coming from in that regard. He was a fraction of his age, and yes he watched friends, allies, and even some enemies age and die. All the while he was like a giant, well made statue that weathered it all, from the evils of storms and most horrendous of elements. A standing tall monument that would only come down when someone or something made him come down. Not a cherry thought at the least, none of it.

But that was the Force; it gave Elfin and Vhinphyc the element of long life; it did for other species, such as Ithorian and Twi'lek and Bothan and Hutt. That parable riddle of why them and not Humans or Mon Calamarians or Gungans was one that kept philosophers in a vicious thinking cycle lock, emerging with the answer that perhaps they played in the grander scheme of destiny. Either that or they fogged it more.

Yoda didn't pursue the question further. "The Code and purpose gives me the strength to continue on. I do not question it for I know myself and I remember who I am and meant to be." He looked at Enothchild with sincerity so clear in his green eyes anyone could have seen the truth in his words: before, now, and after. "Forget yourself, you have. Not as a Jedi, but as a Vhinphyc. Know much of you, I do. Seen such actions I have before, for living this long as made me bare such witness." He pointed his stick at Enothchild. "The bane of all Vhinphyc has shadowed you. Possessed you, the Longing has."
The Longing was the short term for what was better described as a condition a Vhinphyc suffered when in deep mental shock after losing someone - and it wasn't something, some ONE - from their heart; a condition that wasn't all that different from other beings who suffered loss and it didn't mean they suffered more than others. What made it unique for them were the deep levels of depression in the vast majority of them lingered and lasted nearly all or the rest of their lives, and some of those lives were cut very short as if the loss took away the years guaranteed to them. They died not by their own hands, not suicide. They died, literally, of a lonely, broken heart. For some it did take years, and for others in recorded history it only took minutes. It proved that even in creatures like the Vhinphyc, who were tremendous physical specimens that aged slowly and never seemed to get sick, were vulnerable to the power of emotion. Sometimes to feel was a disadvantage to have.
It was easy to apply it to Enothchild, and he knew it. After Nadja had died he roamed Alderaan for eight years in relative obscurity, interacting very little with anyone and never in contact with the Jedi Order; either in thought, the Order reminded him too much of her, and Nadja reminded him too much of them. What snapped him out of it was destiny, his return to Clyon Tower to visit Nadja's resting place, running into Nue by happenstance there, and eventually her plea to go to Vhanba to rescue Juna.

As he thought all that, Yoda nodded and said, "Yes. As with all Vhinphyc who survive the Longing the practice of faith saw you through the first time. Purpose to replace the pain. To put you back where you needed to be, Nadja showed you the way just as her father Soo-Si had done. In retrospect I am afraid the Council, or even your wife, saw the consequences of such return." That brought Enothchild's head up to look at him. "And I above all others should have known. Your disk I have long ago reviewed. A Vhinphyc's heart is the hardest heart to mend once broken. Purpose has filled the void, but it has been tempered by a loyal passion. Dangerous it is for a Jedi for it pulls them from their true purpose."
"No." Enothchild shook his head slowly, coming to a stop as he thought about it more and more. "But then again……I cannot deny all that you say."

"Perhaps that is what you most fear out of it," said Yoda. "Obsessive it would appear to be. Too quickly in your own mind do you compare yourself to Prophet? Not in his extremes but in the principals of purpose. You leave us to protect and watch over one that is not in danger when so many need you."
"We can't save everyone," Enothchild was quick to point out. He was frustrated now because what Yoda said made too much sense. "We can't save even a majority of them."

"If the Force was so perfect, do you think it would allow us to exist?" Yoda forced him to ponder. "Not every question can be answered. Not every crisis can be adverted. Sadly we cannot prevent the sunset of so many, but when we can we should be there for the Force meant us to be there, apart of what is happening. It is there, flowing through all, connecting every piece of the scene together. It is the glue that holds us to form the once broken picture of uncertainty. That picture - one event, one person, one thing - is only part of the much larger image. Because of that we the menders of such image must go on; it is our burden, for otherwise the Force wouldn't have allowed us to exist."

Yoda walked up to him, laying a hand on Enothchild's large leg. "Not every question can be answered, Enothchild. Why the Force chose you out of all your kind to be sensitive to its power we shall never know. Speculate and ponder the current events perhaps an answer can be found, one that is not so obvious because it is on the surface. But it does not end because you are the last of your kind. You can show us all, perhaps, a compassion never seen because ignorance from Vhinphyc and Republic alike kept blinders on all. You have a purpose on a much broader scale. Seize it should you."
"Perhaps you're right," said Enothchild, looking down at him. "But I feel that purpose, blind or not by the Longing, is on Naboo. I had made promises and I did not keep them. Too easily, the old saying of promises broken has happened."

With a sigh of weariness, Yoda turned and walked a few steps back in retreat in the lift. He stopped, thinking silently, and finally he turned back around. "Alas you may find your undoing there. An undoing, as pointed out before, caused by your very own hands." He rested his small body upon his walking stick, and as he spoke in the next entirety not only did he seem to age more but Enothchild could have sworn he felt a wrinkle or two grow on his features. "You do go to Naboo, and there you will find a sleeping beauty. And you will watch over her, waiting for her eyes to open from her long slumber. And wait you shall, perhaps with her mother dutiful at her side as well as your own. She may awaken. She may not. 
"This is what I know to be certain. Autumn will give way to winter, the winter to the spring, and the spring to the summer. That summer will connect a year with a season after that, and if she doesn't awaken then the chances are she will not at all. A Force coma is hard to escape the first time; never has anyone lived long after the first one to even suffer a second. It is unprecedented in both happenstance and significants. And in this case time will not be your friend. It will be your curse if she does not pass.
"I alone could barely tolerate the loss of friends, of old Padawans, as I have aged. My faith, my purpose, is what keeps me here and continuing. Your purpose, valiant and noble and kind, will question your faith if this lingers. Can you see yourself by her side in ten years as she lies quietly upon a bed? Will you faithfully replace the mother when she passes as well? We cannot see the future, but we can speculate with some certainty, and as Jedi we must be mindful of the future when it is appropriate and not at the expense of the moment. When they are connected, the power of such thoughts should hold us and make us realize what we could possibly expect. We should see ourselves, or yourself in that position. Sitting there. Perhaps watching the seasons change, the days advance, and the years go by. I do not doubt you would stay there, all I ask is how long will you stay there after she is gone?"
Enothchild let that soak in, and in his mind he could see the truth of what Yoda had said. It was something that fell back on the old arguments around him marrying Nadja at such a young age. The Council at that time challenged the wisdom of his right to take a mate of his choosing because of it, the point being that if they lived normal lives and based on equivalence reflecting the growth of their respected races he would be in his mid to late twenties as a Vhinphyc if Nadja had died in her eighties. Unfortunately it was much sooner than that, and he did roam Alderaan aimlessly coming to grips with both her fight against death and her eventually death. 
Yoda had come here as a friend. Not as a Jedi Master, not as the leader of the Jedi Order, and not as wise man that dispensed only the most telling and important advice. As one of many friends that cared for him, and was doing everything he could in his mind to prevent the same mistake happening twice.

"You think when she dies I will haunt her grave?" Enothchild asked rather quietly.

"You must not go, Enothchild," Yoda said instead. "You cannot afford another loss of great magnitude. It will destroy you." He stood up taller. "Stay, even not as a Jedi. There is no harm from loving her afar, and if she awakens then you must be swift to see her. I will assure you that I will not frown at such impromptu behavior."
"I never thought of my relationship with Juna as a love affair. Never."

Yoda's ears twitched, but the rest of his body remained very still. He didn't quite like what he heard in that. "Love her as a person is all I suspected. Do you claim it is more than that? If your feelings are not so certain-"

"No, it isn't like that!" Enothchild empathically assured him, although it was one of the reasons why he was leaving; to go find out if it was so.

"If you long for someone so much that you would throw away everything, what exactly would you call it?"

He thought it all over again, and still shook his head. "I'm sorry, Yoda. I don't see it all that way. I made a promise to protect her. I failed. I must pay for that whatever the penalty. And if destiny was so simple to conclude, then with all due respect to you, Old Friend, my destiny and her destiny are one and the same. We cross roads so many times how couldn't it? Yes, we will perhaps never answer that. But this is what I know, and this is what I must do. 

"This is my destiny. I'm in pain. And when I am with her I don't feel it. Nadja showed me the way, but it was Juna that healed me. I haven't paid that debt off; all those times I have saved her don't mean anything anymore, I'm right back in the red. Perhaps…I will see her to her last days, but if there is one thing I learned from her it's with an uncertain future there is always hope. Nothing is as it appears to be, so there is reason to be grateful as well as cautious. When she opens her eyes I will be there, and if she doesn't then my last task will be to lay her body to rest. I owe her that, to the one who saved my life."
Enothchild let his emotions cool down a bit; when he spoke he got a little loud and defensive. He only did so to illustrate the weight of the matter to Yoda because nothing else made him understand. He regretted it, and showed it through a smile and a word. "I appreciate all you have done for me, especially coming here to convince me not to go. Regretfully, you came as a friend. Your words have weight, but if you don't accept my position in this then it can't sink in and change my mind."
Enothchild stood up taller as Yoda looked away for the time being. "I will never convince you," said the Vhinphyc. "I won't try. There is no need. Rest assured I will never forget you, or that what I am. I am, and always will be, a Jedi. A Jedi in your eyes. Thank you, and farewell." 

He didn't wait for a reply for none came as Yoda stood there, looking down in a somber state. Towards the end Enothchild collected himself as his voice cracked, and the emotion was translated in his slow, hobbling walk towards the ship. Dizzy had long ago went back inside, he could see he and Muriel in the cockpit finally looking at him.

Behind him, Yoda finally raised his head and stared at him. With a loud inhale, the kind that questioned whether or not his little lungs could handle it or that he was really that little of being at all, he then said in exhale, "Then as your foster father, I beg you not to go. My Son, please stay."
With that said Enothchild came to a complete stop again and held his ground and position due to the unsuspected impact and usage of the statement. Only the sounds of Yoda's stick were able to snap him out of his pause. He turned around, which drew a pause from the Jedi Master; it had appeared he was trying to run to catch him. That was unacceptable to Enothchild, and quickly he hobbled back towards him to shorten the distance needed for them to meet again. This time Enothchild slowly bent down to kneel, resting his weight on his good knee, so they were on equal ground with eye contact, or as close as possible. It was more than that. This was no longer just between two Jedi Masters. This was not between life long friends. The implications became quite clear when Yoda spoke those words, further impacted when Enothchild's face softened and his resolve to leave was, for the first time, really questioned. 
To keep perspective, Enothchild was quick to say once he settled in position, "I thought we promised one another long ago we wouldn't view our relationship in that way. That we shouldn't let it be involved in our decisions when I matured. When I became a Jedi. We could separate the two, and it would never interfere."
Yoda sighed and said, "That was when you became a Padawan and eventually a Knight. No longer a Jedi of the Order are you, no longer do I see the need to isolate my feelings at this particular juncture. Not when this plea is more personal than business." His small, green hand reached up a short ways and found Enothchild's shoulder. Like a father to a son, he patted it and then did his best to squeeze the small area he barely grasped. "Too often called 'father' was I by you as a boy. By default I was that figure of fatherhood, the one you most wanted to emulate when you had grown, and I accepted the responsibility. With such reluctance, it must have shown for I was never there for you."
Enothchild shook his head. "You were there enough. I did learn so much from you even if you thought it was such a short time. Eventually I stopped being afraid. I understood, although it took Nadja to give me another example, that compassion and mercy exists in many forms."
His large hand came up, eclipsing Yoda's very small head when he caressed it from top to back. A clear tear dribbled down Enothchild's calm face. "My Father, my real Father, didn't need to look for someone to replace him like he needed Anka-Dee to replace my real Mother. He wanted a man that was completely different and totally opposite of what he was, and he found that man when you led the way for me to stay. He knew you would keep an eye on me, take care of me, and make sure like any man I was given a chance by showing the way by example.

"When it counted was when you showed everyone else that you could be neutral when it came time for me to train, become a Knight and patrol, and recently when I asked for Juna to be trained. I never, ever expected you to just cave in every time to me, and when you agreed with me you had good reason and logic to back it up. No one doubted your sincerity to the Order, not once. I find it admirable because it forced me to keep proving myself, and I knew I could never be complacent around you. And the last thing I would ever do is hurt you."
Yoda, much like Enothchild does in emotional pain, closed his eyes as he reached up and took his 'son's' hand to hold it. "It does not hurt me this choice you have made. Never believe that, my Son. I only worry what it will do to you in the long view. I fear that you know, thus why I try so hard to convince you from going. So certain you are. Must know something I do not."
"I will never stop heeding your warnings," he assured him. "Neither the teachings, I promise you that. I will go with caution, but only because of the future we cannot see. Not because of the future we may know. Not because of a destiny written on paper so long ago. No Jedi can see that far into the fog, and if he or she could it won't be with certain clarity. We shouldn't live that way; we are doomed to create what we fear if we do."
Enothchild rested his hand now on the hump between Yoda's shoulders on his back. The green creature before him closed his eyes again, and imagined a much smaller hand there from a Vhinphyc boy. Yoda said, "Such wisdom you have credited from me."
"Well it can't be that I learned it from Nue: he was the annoying uncle with a gas problem," he joked. He reached up and wiped the clear tears from his face, thankful he didn't get too emotional and bleed from his eyes like Vhinphyc do under duress. Although this had become a very distressing time, he was able to find a little room for humor, and was glad his foster Father was able to chuckle a little even if it was short in passing.

Sensing idiotically that perhaps the endearments were designed to keep him on Coruscant as Yoda wished, Enothchild felt the conversation was over now. What more could be said than had all ready been said between them. Long ago that attachment the two of them shared had been reduced to the appropriate roles of Council Member and the Knight that obeyed his words. The relationship had survived in memory, and sadly this was what it was: a reflection of what was and what could never be. They couldn't relive the past just as much as they couldn't see all of the future. All they could do is remember and ponder respectfully, and do so in a fleeting, but compelling moment.

With both large arms, Enothchild wrapped them around Yoda's tiny body, the Master's stature vanishing amongst the fabric of the much larger creature's robes as he hugged him. He was careful there, as he was with his forehead slowly making affectionate contact with the Elfin's smaller and aged forehead, leaving it there for a good long while. It was short, though, when compared to the years that had gone by since the last time they shared such a contact and a moment. There were a few moments over the years that Enothchild wished such moments of endearment would happen, but both kept themselves separate in that view. Perhaps a few Jedi that believed through circumstantial conjecture Yoda favored him, but if they did they showed they had no bravery as well as proof to show for it. Truth was Yoda could separate himself, and had done so with ease because of duty and commitment. Enothchild Sarch did not have that kind of commitment in him any longer. If he did, it was not to the Jedi Order, it was to Juna Rapier. And with heart tearing reluctance his foster Father…..his Father was seeing it.
So perhaps this was the final separator. The snapping of that last string that vibrated between them unseen by everyone. It became apparent when Enothchild muttered the word he was so sure he wouldn't say again, the very same word he never used with Alouha and Nue and Yoda respectfully only a short time ago. He couldn't stop from saying it. The impact had to match his emotions, and it had to end everything. 

"Goodbye………Father," breathed out Enothchild. He let Yoda go. He let him go physically, and with an exhale let go even more. Not all of it. Never the most important.
He struggled to stand up, staring at Yoda the entire way up, and noting stupidly, again, that he was old and getting older as he seemed to sulk and not look his way. It was more out of depression, none of it out of disrespect; regardless how he felt, Yoda had to respect Enothchild's decision. Knowing that as well, Enothchild had to respect Yoda's stance on this and dither no longer waiting for a response. He would not demand one or beg for one. 
Enothchild turned and proceeded towards the Millennium Falcon without another look back. His large body stood out in the hanger just as much as the ship, but that soon changed when he entered the vessel; as he did, the Grand Jedi Master dared looked up and bared witness to the Vhinphyc's exit and the raising of the ramp; his head and eyes stopping right at the moment where the ramp sealed shut.
"It is not only you I fear will be self destroyed by your visit," said Yoda quietly. He was so certain that even Enothchild would have seen it, blinded by the Longing or not; perhaps the Longing blinded him a little, but not enough in Yoda's assumptions. If it had done so more he would have physically stopped his Son. Alas it wasn't so and not needed, so he implored him. It was all he could do, for if he had come out and said everything that was obvious and clear even Enothchild would have completely shut him out; Enothchild would not think like he was now, and would still be thinking as his journey to Naboo was about to begin. It wasn't that Enothchild was stubborn that he wouldn't listen to everything Yoda said; it was because a certain man will not believe another certain man.
The Corellian stock light freighter's repulsorlift generators screeched their pre-lift off whine, and slowly it rose off the metal deck skyward; it's underbelly light cascading brightly on the surface below and illuminating everything, casting long shadows that grew shorter as the vessel continued upward to clear the roof.

Yoda continued his thought. "No. Not only you. There is another…"
The Millennium Falcon halted its ascent having cleared the opening, and the next instant it throttled forward, taking the light it shined upon the hanger below with it. And just so quickly, Yoda faded away within the growing and consuming shadows, watching the light fade away.
Fading… 

Fading…
Gone.

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

The End of Act Three.
