CHAPTER 32.0

Regardless of all the holoimages or aerial views from high above or viewing from afar with high powered electrobinoculars, no Nubian or other off world visitor really experienced any real visual awe until they were practically face to face with the dark amber red wood, washed dark gray marble stone and super detailed carvings that made up the mile long down either side walls of Rapier Manor. For the past few days the families of those who perished on board the Royal Nubian Cruiser that were invited to the very accommodating confines of the large mansion by Lady Angelleia, upon long approach to the home of the Rapier Clan, experienced such feelings. 

Feeling an obligation to those who worked with her, Juna tried at all times to think and express in a way to never look at any of the people in her Royal Court as beings that ‘worked under her’. They were all friends that worked together to make a better Naboo; she was the mouthpiece and visual candy, but together as a whole behind the scenes they were the appointed by election the mind of Naboo. Their loyalty was second only to her family, and it seemed fitting to honor them in some way by allowing their surviving love ones to come and stay at Rapier Manor and hold services there. They were under no obligation to come, stay for periods of times, or even attend over services; they can hold their own private ceremonies without others present.

Without bodies to bury or cremate, the families of those who died really had nothing in the way of total closure. Juna related to that fact very easily, and the families saw that and all of them accepted her invitation. There were over thirty sets of love ones that soon occupied the spaces of Rapier Manor, and they were taken care of via the house staff as if they were Her Ladyship herself. But despite the large number of people, Rapier Manor was nowhere near being close to partially occupied.

Juna found that metaphorically ironic; it represented what was inside of her the last few days in regards to mourning over her mother; regardless how hard she tried on her own to express deep sorrow, there was not enough of it to fill her heart. She attended some of the funerals of the others, there were a few she didn’t because it was a family request, and they were all grateful afterwards for allowing them to have the services at the mansion. She was teary eyed at those touching moments, and it really expressed how apologetic she was to their loses. 

However for whatever reason she couldn’t explain the levels of loss were just a little more for them than for her own parents, and that made her feel even more terrible. 

It was evening, and one of Naboo’s three moons was up and full, shining brightly into her sleepless face as she laid on her bed in her room from the tall length, wall consuming windows. She was trying to do her best to sleep, giving up on meditating because it did not give her the answers she was looking for. The answers she thought could be found by being in the house she was born in, raised in, and will soon live out the rest of her days in. The answer, the reason why she felt no great sadness anymore, just didn’t seem to come to her. Finally, she climbed out of bed, threw on some casual clothing, and left her room to go for a walk. She was grateful for being alone; Enothchild finally relented on watching over her and got cleaned up and was getting some hard earned sleep for a change. To maintain her loneliness, she drew her presence in as much as possible to blanket her, and more or less she vanished herself from detection as she walked and tried to get herself to cry over her mother again. 

It disturbed her the lack of emotion. Thinking about it, she realized that Enothchild could have easily reminded her that wanting grief only leads her to dwell on grief in the long run; sadness was an emotion associated with despair and fear, which were two powerful dark side elements. In his opinion one may grieve over loss, but when the grief was over then it was time to leave the emotion behind. She had a feeling that he learned that the hard way, having gone 8 years in unresponsive seclusion on Alderaan after Nadja died. She knew from having touched his heart that he had this feeling of worthlessness, that he was unable to prevent any of the pain Nadja endured or prevented her slow death in which she had accidentally caused. He moved on, but there was still a part of him there, unable to let go.

Juna’s problem was different and more complicated for her to explain everything; perhaps that was why he hasn’t told her anything in regards to the Force. Maybe he wanted her to figure it out; a way of showing that she didn’t necessarily needed her hand held. She concluded as she entered another wing of the house that the answer may not come in time for tomorrow; the very last funeral to be held on the grounds was for her Mother was set for then.

A tug of familiarity touched her mind and caused her to look to her right. There, not far from where she stood, was her mother’s living quarters. A thought of curiosity and ponder compelled her to go inside and explore the room. Like all the rooms in Rapier Manor the place was vast, as big as the Millennium Falcon if not bigger. The size and overall grandeur of Rapier Manor was courtesy of her ancient relative Canus Rapier, the last King that ruled Naboo until Tomas’ appointment, wanting his own, majestic palace; to him, the Palace of Theed was for the subjects to bend a knee to while the Manor was a place guaranteeing the ‘peasants’ were kept far away; one of the many facts of Rapier Clan history that made Juna a little ill about her ancestry. Her Father joked about it a little. As Rapiers we are held to, by the public, to a high standard of ego, therefore we need a place big enough to house it.
Juna chuckled about that and closed the door behind her as she stayed inside. The room, thankfully, had been aired out since her return by the house staff, thanks to thinking and leadership of Greta Culla, who has been with the family for a very long time. Respectfully she didn’t pack anything of her mother’s away, which was good because Juna didn’t want anything to be removed. With the feelings of emptiness possessing her internally, she couldn’t bare to have these things vanish from existence. Not now. Not when she needed to feel Naressa again in spirit.

There was a way. 

Being a Force assimilation metamorph, Juna knew through simple touching she could read a large book in seconds, and with more focus uncover the detailed history of the book’s very existence, meaning that particular book, not necessary how long the book had been out. She never did it, but the temptation was always there and she knew she could do it. Thanks to Enothchild she was able to gain control of that aspect of her Force makeup after Pern had used it to make her absorb darkness. In short, she was a combination power conduit and data storage unit, which everything Force related was directed towards her, and her mind and soul was the operating/processing system and security shield wall respectively that maintained her.

She had her doubts about reading the impressions, especially since the other day with the Force not with her, taken away by the Vhinech. Robbed from her by Prophet. He just didn’t take her powers away from her. He did more than any 10 Pirus Krendels, or even a 100, could of done and more. So much more, and she blamed him for this lack of feeling for her parents, and for her Mother particularly at the moment.

Juna took that and it motivated her to do it. She walked around the room; taking in what little was actually in it. That was her mother really; she never really was about personal ownership. She had all the money in the universe really and she didn’t spend it like it was going to go extinct, or the value of the dollar was going to go down because of her lack of moderate spending. If anything, if Rapier Manor was a typical, dull looking large structure, her mother would have surely moved out of it and found solace in a modest size home; maybe a two story or even a three story, 15,000 square foot home, but not this monster; the mansion’s saving grace was it old fashion elegance and workmanship, which her mother really spared no expense in fixing when the mansion was gutted 10 years ago. 

She had some antiques, little things though. Some of them were made out of wood and actually made by her father, Juna’s grandfather; she spent quite a bit to obtain the treasures of his labor, sometimes 1000 times their worth. There were other items like books, and Naressa really enjoyed reading a lot, especially if they were hardbound story editions. 

Juna let her hands graze things has she passed, and she could feel her mother again when she let the Force fill her body; with touch she could feel when things were touched, her ears heard faint, distant echoes of her voice, and her eyes saw outlines of spiritual-like representations of Naressa walking around. It was good, all and good, but there was still something missing from it all, and she really had to be careful and not let all these Force impressions bombard her. It can drain her, or overwhelm her and cause her to go into shock, or since her mother had a strong connection to the dark side have the dark side sneak in and affect her as well. So it had to be one thing, and she had to be careful what she chose.

And it occurred to her that it should also include her father as well. That meant the clothes closet. Her mother had some of his things packed and placed in one of the vaults, but she kept some of his things with her, unable to part with them. Her father’s wedding ring was one of those items.

Juna went to the large closet and began scanning the items there for something of her father’s in the way of clothing. If there wasn’t anything here, she could still try his old room, or even the Grand Study at the very top of the house. She knew that her parents had a complicated relationship, but it wasn’t like that all the time. And her mother had really missed him. There had to be something other than the wedding rings.

She found a black silk bag, opened it, looked in, and closed it up blushing. “Oh boy. Mama, you were so unusual when you were younger.” She then found herself reopening it, looking at it again, and then beat red in the face closed it again. “I can’t imagine realistically how you could wear that. It must get cold.” Juna pressed on, and finally she came across…

“I remember this,” she said quietly, grabbing the plastic-covered thick, red colored bedroom robe off the hanger, the Rapier family crest and the gold colored initials B.R. written in elegant cursive on the left breast pocket. Breaking the seal of protection, she completely removed it and let her hand rub across it. Her father used to wear in the evening, and usually in front of fire with an evening brandy to relax him. 

Juna amazed that it still held up after all the years in storage, slipped the robe on and drew it closed around her. It was obvious that it was a man’s robe with it’s room around the shoulders and chest and back, but it was perfect for Juna’s height, a height that wasn’t the norm on Naboo and all due to her mother’s Corellian side of the gene pool. Ecstatic and filled with even more ideas, she walked out of the closet and went directly to her mother’s bed, passing the all ways on computer array along the way, and grabbed the black robe she had brought back from the Palace and laid on the bed the other day. She then left the private quarters, and went straight for the Main Living Room.

Once there, she set her mother’s black robe down in the slothful-cushioned rocking chair, removed her father’s robe, and after stacking small pieces of wood in the deck used the electronic igniter to light a fire in the fireplace. Sadly it took quite a bit for it to build up in flame, which unfortunately that wouldn’t have been the case if she had Naressa’s knack of using the Force to start a fire with a WHOOSH of her hand; apparently a dark side trait because Juna herself couldn’t do it and something inside told her that she could if she embraced the dark side. She was content with the Force that she knew at the moment. Besides that it was the middle of summer, and her mother’s fires always were very hot. She didn’t need to sweat gallons of water anymore than necessary with what she was about to do.

Juna sat down in the rocking chair, grabbed her father’s robe and closed her eyes. Calming herself from its touch, she tapped the Force and searched for a memory between him and her and found…”Papa?”

With a start of sudden awareness and almost spilling his glass of brandy, Bendian Rapier sat up and looked over his right shoulder. Standing not far from him in her pink and white pajamas, 3-year-old Juna looked at him from under her long, thick hair that seemingly dwarfed her tiny, tiny body with sad, scared eyes somewhat hidden underneath the locks of the mane and 15 feet of bed blanket trailing behind her from her room. 

It was a very amusing scene that seemingly shook the older man awake with a slight smile. He said with some sternness in his voice, “What are you doing up, Juna?”

“I can’t sleep, Papa,” she said, her voice just a high pitch, sugary sweet tone normally associated with little girls. “Can I sleep with you?”

His face bore contemplation, but the emotions based on Juna’s hold on the robe were wide-ranging and not very distinct. Finally, with some restraint more than appreciation it seemed, he said, “Well you can’t really sleep with me, but you can sit with me in the chair. Come on, lass.”

Juna was then overwhelmed by her unending joy over the news and she more or less ran to him, still dragging that blanket with her in the process, tripping over it and her own feet. She climbed up in his lap, and then spent the next minute or so arranging the blanket to lay on the both of them. She laid her little head against his chest, and snuggled up to him.

Bendian, at first, just sat there unmoving with his arms or hands and really not sure about participating at that moment. He looked a little annoyed in the vision, which eventually he seemed to understand what was going on. Slowly, he put a carefully hand on her head and gave it a rub. Juna liked that, and snuggled up to him more, which brought a smile to his face and a sigh of acceptance.

“I love you, Papa,” she said to him with a smile and slightly closed eyes. When she opened them again, Juna was a young lady again, hugging the robe close to her body and a tear or two dribbling from her eyes. She remembered how the rest of that night went, and wanted to feel it again. She stood up and put her left arm into Bendian’s left robe sleeve, and then she took her mother’s robe and slipped it her other arm in the same side sleeve, and then sat down and closed her eyes…

“There you are,” said Naressa with an assured tone, entering the scene. Little Juna looked up from her position and saw her beautiful mother looking at her with a sincerely loving, lips-sealed smile, and with gleaming eyes of gratefulness, grateful to see her, grateful in having brought her into the universe. There was a hint of flushness in her cheeks, suggesting that she was just outside, enjoying the cool autumn night and the two full moons undoubtedly. She reached out to pat her head, and part of her cloak sleeve grazed Juna’s forehead and betrayed the night air still clung to it. “Couldn’t sleep?”

“Yeah,” said Juna. She huddled closer to Bendian. “You weren’t in your room, so I came here. Are you mad at me?”

Naressa shook her head immediately and said assuring, “Not at all. You needed your father, and you found him.” Her eyes looked at him. “You don’t mind, do you?”

It was a very nice question, and her father seemed very appreciative of its tone. “No, I don’t mind at all.” And it wasn’t a lie either. Bendian, who was a little lukewarm at the idea before had grown genuinely glad to have Juna on his lap. “She’s a regular snuggle bug.”

Juna giggled and laid her head against his right shoulder. Naressa placed a loving hand on Bendian’s head and mused, “That she is, and she doesn’t bite like a bed bug.” She gave his head a caress from top to back, not even messing up any of his remaining hair on his head. “I’ll leave you two be, then.”

Bendian reached out and grabbed her trailing hand, stopping her. “You know…there is room for two here.”

Naressa looked at him quizzically, but Juna understood it all too well. She wrestled and finally managed to pull open the blanket. “Come on, Mama. Join us.”

“Oh no, it’s a daffy idea,” she said with an amusing chuckle.

“Nobody has to know,” he mused to her back. “Come on, Naressa.”

Naressa looked at him admirably, then looked at Juna’s pleading eyes and caved in from her sensibilities of being a proper female. “Daffy, but a splendid idea.” She maneuvered herself just right so she could sit on his lap, and then she drew the blanket up around them all. 

Juna reached over with her arm to hold Naressa. “Don’t you love it, Mama?”

Naressa sighed a little and hugged the both of them. “I do.” In one of those rare moments, when her parents weren’t at odds with one another, she seemed to appreciate her father’s touch. She laid her head on his shoulder and said passionately, “And I love you both.”

Juna cracked a toothy smile, showing off the gap of her missing two upper front baby teeth. Her mother smiled at her, reached over, and gave her a smooch. Bendian’s arms wrapped around the both of them, and before long Juna finally fell asleep.

CHAPTER 32.1

She felt a hand pat the top of her head, and instantly Juna woke up with a slight start. Looking up, she saw Enothchild standing over her with a slight smile. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to startle you.”

Sighing tiredly, Juna realized finally took note of the dawn morning light entering through the glass of the large windows. She had fallen asleep right at the end of the vision, and had been sit-laying-curled up in a ball all night with only the hints of smoky aroma in the air suggesting that she had a fire going. Sitting up and fighting some soreness and cramping from being in the chair, she rubbed her tear-stained face and eyes and said, “That’s okay. What time is it?”

“Still early, but no one else is up yet.” He squatted down next to her and tugged a little on Bendian’s robe. “Remembering?”

Juna nodded, and despite the extra heat she felt she drew the robes on her body around her more. She said, “I don’t have them in my heart and I don’t know why. These helped…but I feel…it’s strange really, but I feel they need to be together, especially for Mama’s funeral. If they are together, then I will feel them again. I know I will.” She glanced down at the robes and raised her eyebrows. “But not this. Something more…personal.”

Enothchild nodded. “I understand. And I have a solution to that problem. I was waiting for a good time to give these to you, and I feel now is the time.” He reached in his pocket and pulled out the wedding rings. Juna saw them and let out a short gasp. “I…didn’t want you to have them right away based on the circumstances. I hope you understand.”

She did understand, and showed him so by reaching out and grabbing the rings. A new tear rolled down her face as she felt Enothchild’s presence on them, as well as Ros and Casper. But her mother was there, and so was her father, both presences there bigger than life itself. They were there, and so was their love for one another. The bond of their love lived through the rings, attaching themselves through some cleaver means beyond the Force’s comprehension. Love was that link, a powerful link between two committed souls that had their good times and bad times, their disagreements and their acceptances. Despite any animosity they had sometimes for one another, there was a strong bond there that no words or attitude could shake or break. 

Juna thought that she was that bond. She hoped so; if so, then she was indeed their greatest galactic treasure.

Choking up and finding tears easy to come by, she barely managed to say, “Thank you.” She reached out and wrapped her arms around Enothchild’s neck, burying her face into his right shoulder. He wrapped an arm around her and held her tight. “It means so much to me.”

“I know they do,” he whispered back.

Juna beamed over him with this grand showing of friendship. It did mean so much to her. Enothchild was that kind of man: tough and resourceful, but kind and respectful. Her heart found sorrow, but it also found him there as well. The commitments she made silently towards him resurfaced in her mind, and as they were still together in embrace she turned her head slowly towards his face, and she was going to give him a kiss on the cheek. Just a little kiss, and nothing more than that; she just wanted to show her appreciation now, and her affections later.

“Juna, is everything all right?”

She heard that, stopped her progress, and sighed just a little in disgust; Dace Palpatine’s timely arrival totally sucked for her, this was in her opinion a private moment. Ever since he arrived yesterday he had been a constant ‘mother hen’ of sorts, making sure she was all right, bothering her a little when she wanted to be alone in which she ignored him, didn’t want to see him, or talk to him.

He stood there in casual attire, looking a little confused and worried at the scene. Juna cleared her eyes as both she and Enothchild stood up. “Everything is fine, Senator.” She said ‘Senator’ vehemently to emphasize how upset she was at him. Not just for showing up and interrupting what was an intimate moment, but part of it was due to him leaving the Senate just to attend the funeral. Granted he was a friend to her father, and her mother considered him in the past to be a political ally to the Rapier Clan. However Naressa had more or less disowned him of any support; Juna recalled from that late night conversation she, her mother, Muriel and Lady Terese had only a handful of days ago. 

Besides that Juna did not like him. There was something about him that curdled her milk and it was both well defined and mysterious at the same time. He seemingly had this projected aura of hidden omnipotence; that he says one thing, believes another, does a third, and achieves a forth. More or less that was like any politician she had encountered during business, but this man lived it all day, all night, and even right now. He had a really focused mind, and yet he actions were like he was mentally wayward. Therefore, in her opinion, it was an act. She couldn’t stand that in anybody, and she was surprised her mother tolerated him for so long. Which apparently some time ago her patience finally wore thin. With that in mind, she had every right to have him kicked out of the house, or not attend the funeral at all.

However Juna couldn’t find herself to tell him off for arriving. She just didn’t want to talk to him, and once the funeral was over, in which she was going to allow him to attend, she was going to ask him to politely leave. For now, she removed the robes and held them in her arms and said to Enothchild, “Thank you for waking me.” She jingled the rings in her hand. “Thank you for these.”

“You’re most welcome,” he said to her with a little bow.

Juna wiped her face again and went to leave. Dace blocked her way just a little, which brought her to a halt. “Juna, is there a chance I can have a word with you.”

“Not now.”

“I know, and I wouldn’t necessarily want you to speak on this day about things. But I want you to know that I am here for you.”

Juna didn’t really believe him, and so said nothing as she left, focusing on the funeral later in the day, feeling Palpatine’s eyes on her as she moved away.

CHAPTER 32.2

Around noon everyone invited to the funeral of Naressa Rapier was ready and waiting by the river that ran through Rapier Manor grounds; the river had been created a long time ago through landscaping and engineering so water sources could come and go, the water ultimately supplied by the nearby Amesa Ocean. The crowd consisted of Juna’s former Royal Court and everyone employed as Rapier Manor staff; not a lot of people, but then again Juna’s mother didn’t go out to make friends. Naressa’s only family was Juna, and so the closes friends of hers were at the very front, nearest to the river, of the crowd, consisting of Lady Terese and Eric Maltanaw, Dizzy and Muriel Arnes, Enothchild, Greta, and Dace Palpatine. 

Who wasn’t seen or realized was some of the unfamiliar faces in the help, or the men and women positioned in camouflage and in hidden recesses along the river route and the house, and even under the water. There were Guardians all over the grounds, moving about undetected and making absolutely sure trouble was speared off. Both Enothchild and Muriel had tucked away listening ear pieces in one of their ears; if someone spotted something unusual, word would be transmitted to them and they would get Juna and everyone else out of there and into the mansion for protection. There was doubt that Magus Prophet would crash the funeral, but with the Vhinech having ysalamiri Enothchild wasn’t taking any chances. 

After a few moments, Juna emerged from the mansion and walked down a cleared out path in the middle of the crowd. She was dressed in very conservative, very covering black, and she also wore her mother’s black robe like a cape; it was held on to her, draped over her shoulders, with fastening pins hidden underneath the garment and attached to the dress. In her hands was a large reef of flowers, sitting secured to a heavy-duty floatation device. On top was a tapering cylindrical pole that was not very large in height or density, and secured to the pole, running through their middles, was Bendian and Naressa’s wedding rings. The rings were bonded to the pole and to one another, and tied to them was some of Juna’s hair; not a lot, but noticeable as she passed by the crowd and with stopping walked into the cool waters of the river, stopping only when the water reached her waist.

Juna turned, and looked at everyone and began the eulogy. “We are all here today to mourn the passing of a soul. A Soul that I knew as my Mother. A Soul you knew as Naressa Jaina Solo Rapier. A Soul the universe can never, ever replace. A Soul too unique to us we will never understand why she cannot be with us any longer. A Soul we know to be filled with compassion, and love, and understanding, and at times a Soul that was not afraid to confront anger, and fear, and sadness, and a Soul that always strived to be a better being of existence and protect her family from the simplest of illnesses to the most horrible of dangers.”

“My Mother, Naressa Jaina Solo, came from the planet Corellia with her Father, the Grandfather that I never met because he died too soon as well. She had fond memories with him and of him, and she tried to share those memories in her own unique way with me. We had an ongoing war of sorts, but I don’t think you could call pillow fighting a brutal conflict.” 

There were some smiles when she said that, and a chuckle here and there. “By Force, she never let me win.” That raised the volume a little in the murmurs of laughter. “By Force, I wouldn’t wanted it any other way. I loved it. I hated it once or twice. Looking back not too long ago though I figured out why she was so brutal with those pillows. Because life is never, ever fair. By not letting me win, she was innocently showing me that very fact.”

“I would be wrong if I didn’t mention the fact that in order for I to experience that handed down love I had to be born, and my Father, Bendian Rapier, walked into her life. They were in love with one another, and sometimes they were at odds with one another, but what relationship doesn’t have that. They understood that, and they worked with it like loving couples do. Each one had a strong personality that complimented, and complicated, the other, and it was that fact that brought and kept them together. It had kept them together even after his death so long ago.”

Juna took a moment and let her eyes stare at the rings. “My Mother wore these rings, the rings of her and my Father’s blessed union, until her end. She vowed never to remove them even if she died. She wanted to be buried with my Father, but alas there is nothing to bury, and that is what makes this…makes this a much greater loss to me. And at first I thought they may never spend eternity together.” 

Juna paused for a moment to collect herself as a tears dribbled quietly down her face. She looked around at everyone, casting her brown eyes across the sea of friends and finding Enothchild just for a few heartbeats, locking her gaze on him during that time and said, “However an angel gave me the means to help them find each other and therefore I can send them both on a far greater journey, one that will reunite them both in spirit. Wherever they come together we will never see it, but I hope it is beautiful, peaceful place, filled with even more angels and maybe… maybe they could be angels too.” 

She took a few silent moments to collect herself, and then finally placed the floating monument of love on the gentle moving waters. The current was like that all the way out to the ocean. Juna looked down at it and said, “My Mother, my Father; now the both of you can explore the Oceans of Eternity together.” She released it, and the arraignment moved away from her at a steady pace. “Forever.”

Everyone watched it go, unmoving in step and moved in emotion. Muriel moved in tighter to Dizzy and forced herself to watch it; fighting the need to look away and not experience the pain on Juna’s face as she still stood in the water and watched it go. 

Enothchild kept himself in very tight check, still unwilling to show really any emotion for what happened to Naressa. Not yet, for if he started he doubted if he could stop. He couldn’t fall into that trap, not with the threat of the Prophet hanging ominously in the air. More than ever he had resolve to end him. The monster did not deserve the chance to take in another breath, not if he was around. Enothchild promised to end Prophet at all cost. No mercy; the thing used up that right so long ago.

When the floating monument vanished around the river bend, Juna turned for the shore and made her way back to dry land with a heavy, sorrow filled heart. Muriel met her at the shore first, and the two close friends hugged each other tightly; the red head didn’t carry about the water dripping on her dark purple dress. Terese then came over and gave Juna a motherly like hug, not carrying about get a little wet either. The elder woman whispered in her ear, “That was beautiful. I’m so proud of you.”

Jarah Maltanaw, Terese and Eric’s little girl, tugged on Juna’s wet dress skirting and asked quietly, “Can I give you a hug?”

Juna barked out a laugh, bent at her knees and give the 9 year old a hug. “Absolutely.” She pulled away from her and realized something; the little girl was in the very same position she was 10 years ago; on the doorstep of possible greatness. If King Veruna does step down a year after the Gungan Treaty was a done deal, she would be a front runner for sure for the Throne. Sniffling her nose clear and put her hand up to her cheek, she said, “You be a good little girl, Jarah. You hear me?” The small blonde nodded. 

Juna nodded towards her parents and said, “If you learn anything about today, it is to savior the time you have with them. There won’t be many more of them as you grow up. Remember that now, okay?”

“Okay,” she said in a nonchalant matter that children normal give when they are a little overwhelmed by the experience they are in.

She let them go on their way to join the others at the reception. When she finally stood fully upright, Dace was right there waiting for her. He had a smile with sadness in it and he said, “Remarkable. What you said was truly, truly remarkable. You parents would be so proud of you.” He then waved that away. “Would be? They are, wherever they are, they are proud of you.”

As he continued to talk to her quietly, Dizzy managed to collect himself and strolled over to Enothchild. He whispered, “That overlay thing on the rings worked by the looks of things.” The Vhinphyc could only nod his head as they both looked on. “It’s a good thing you did, Enothchild. It’s deep.” With the silence the Sullustan took a look at him a little annoyed. “You all right?”

Enothchild finally looked down at his friend. “I’m fine. I’m just worried for Juna. She did a lot today, but she has a long way to go.”

“Yeah, I see that.” He looked at the auburn haired older man and muttered under his breath. “Is the guy being a little too obvious about picking her up?”

That actually brought Enothchild’s head around like on a swivel. He moved away a little from the two and brought Dizzy around. “That’s your take on it? You think he’s actually trying to make a move? Dizzy?”

“I know, it’s morbid,” mused the mouse. “But hey, there is that saying: ‘Desperate guys can find single women at funerals’.” He made a slight gesture towards Dace. “I mean the guy is on her like a horny gundark.”

Having fought a gundark or two in his lifetime, the visual did an override of Enothchild’s imagination. “That’s…a visual I didn’t want on my conscious. Thanks.”

“Don’t mention it,” he said with a wave of his hand, grateful he did give him the idea.

The two watched on, and finally Dace gave Juna an assuring hug. As he did, his gray eyes finally tracked and locked on the two beings staring at the scene. It then got narrowed down, and he was looking right into Enothchild’s gaze. The Jedi didn’t like what he was seeing, and his eyes narrowed disapprovingly at the Human.

Finally, Dace relented on the hug and the stare down and give Juna a friendly kiss on the cheek. He said to her, “I would really like to talk to you about other matters later, Juna.”

She just said, “I’ll think about it.” Juna let go of his hand and turned away, heading for the house and obviously the reception. Dace watched on for a moment, and then realized Enothchild was looking at him again and he looked at the Jedi Master.

Dizzy’s left eye began to flutter slightly; not a complete spastic twitch of nervousness, but there was something there to worry about. It went away when the man smiled and just walked into the mansion. Thinking jokingly about the stare down, he spoke as if he was Enothchild, “Ah oh, Dizzy, the Force is tingling in my left nut. Something must be rotting in the Falcon’s galley.” 

Enothchild looked down at the former smuggler, and Dizzy nudged him with his elbow a little. The big-eyed alien raised and lowered his brow line quickly, and then wiggled his large ears. Enothchild finally let out a chuckle and sighed out. “You’re trying to tell me something, aren’t you?”

Dizzy threw up his hands and said, “Yes. Yes, now we are at that part of the funeral services were we get pissed. They got some quality booze in there somewhere and I’m not going to let that Corellian lass vanish completely from this sick, twisted universe without throwing down a few to honor her Corellian style. And I don’t want to do it alone.” He slapped his friend on the chest. “Come on. Knowing you, you won’t even get drunk with that constitution of yours.”

Enothchild let just a little smile tugged on his face. Good Ol’ Dizzy, a Sullustan that remembers the meaningful things of life, a man that knows too many traditions dealing with alcohol. He let him lead the way, and the both of them entered the house. 

Just inside the door, the wind suddenly picked up and it was, at first a steady flow. Then something tugged at Enothchild, and it forced him to turn around and look outside again. The wind picked up, and picked up in intensity; which was unusual given the fact the weather reports indicated a very warm, windless day. But now the sky was clouding up, and the wind dropped the temperature quite a bit. As the seconds went by the wind began to die down, and the sun began to shine brightly again with clearing skies. 

“Odd,” he said, not necessarily liking it. There was something about it…

He turned away and went inside. Once there, he took a look around and noted that Juna and Muriel was missing. He bumped into Weena, who was joining Dizzy at a serving cart that had some drinks on it, and asked, “Where’s Juna and Muriel?”

“Juna kind of walked really quick out of here holding her stomach and her mouth closed,” said the young lady. “I think she was getting sick. Muriel helped her out of here before she lost her cargo if you know what I mean.”

Dizzy blew out a breath and said, “Hopefully not from the food.” The Sullustan grabbed the Jedi Master by the robe sleeve and said, “If Muriel isn’t calling for you, then there’s no need to go see if she’s all right. Trust me on that, okay?”

Enothchild nodded in agreement, but he still looked on, and wondered why she was suddenly ill. With the freak windstorm that whipped through, somehow he couldn’t help to think they were too related.

In fact they were related. Unbeknownst to everyone, at that very moment, the wind swept throughout Naboo as it did through it’s nearby neighbors and continued outward. 

It was a definite sign of tragedy, for a Sith Maiden did indeed die; just not the one the few that knew expected.

