CHAPTER 73.0

After one week sitting in the white, clean gloom that was the detention center located deep within the Supreme Chancellor’s Palace, Enothchild had to admit that he found a great place to meditate; although he didn’t necessarily find it he was shown the way so to speak. Therefore he discovered the benefits the pristine, bright, 12 foot by 12 foot by 12 foot, high amp energy shield enforced, fortress of solitude had to offer. 

Joking aside, Enothchild thought a lot about many things. The Senators kept hoping he would rethink the error of his ways like any prisoner should while incarcerated. As Dizzy would say about irony being fricking ironic, the Vhinphyc Jedi Master came to the realization that some criminals, when they are jailed, realized just as he did that such jail time was a great way to think about what to do when one got out and never about the wrong they have done. Everyday since being jailed the randomly chosen Junior Senator from Buck Fool Anywhere was sent down to ask the same old question: where was Sanctuary. Enothchild would give the same answer: no.

Well saying no was getting boring, so now with all this free time Enothchild was going to think of better ways to say no. He decided that tomorrow he would use the Vhinphyc saying. It would probably make the Junior Senator they sent down tomorrow cry; unfortunately that occurred with a young Pandorian lady two days ago who, unlike the others, begged with please three straight times when he said no the first time. After he said no all three times she cried. Enothchild felt bad for her but not because he made her cry. She did because she was trying to get on a sub-subcommittee and felt if she got the answer to the question. Her priorities were in disarray, and he expected that she cried a lot to get her own way. He was right; she stopped crying before the lift doors closed and she said in clear anger, “Asshole.” 

Most of his day was one of solitude save for meal deliveries, HoloNet News feeds supplied by the guards, and access to the investigation information since such information was critical to any type of legal defense he may have to employ thanks to this stalling tactic. The guards were friendly; they even offered to let him walk around the secured corridor because they felt he wouldn’t try to escape. He declined; he didn’t want them to get in trouble. Besides being alone in the quiet and unintentional serenity of the place gave him solace to think about things. 

He had time since the Senate was now in a new battle, thanks to his little rebellion, over whether or not to return military powers to Chancellor Valorum. Senator Ewinis Farao of Corellia introduced the bill, and Enothchild knew how loudly Farao yelled about the power being taken away in the first place. Farao had an issue, one that had a little more weight in consideration by making it a Republic Constitutional issue. The Core Worlds, where the majority of representatives came from and had sided with Dod with his bill, would agree to it in due time. Enothchild had created a situation in which Dod’s built up political power was now going to be taken away from him with every speech he gave about the Senate alone making the right decisions.

Enothchild also had time because Magus Prophet gave it to him. He could only assume two things: Prophet was still in hyperspace or Prophet was waiting for Sanctuary’s location to be revealed; the latter Enothchild believed wasn’t true because Prophet rather would have Juna than save one of his people. Why he waited was too damn puzzling given what they all knew, but it created a lot of feelings pointing to different directions. 

One way to look at it that he waited to create the dissention that was occurring right now over military control; the Senate was divided over that as it was over the Sanctuary Resolution; although voting in the majority to end the Sanctuary Resolution, most of those Senators polled did it with regret but felt they had no choice in order to protect their people, or for some off the record their own self interests. Any governing body divided cannot stand it was once said, but in reality a Republic Senate in split disagreement did more talking than doing something.

A second way to look at it was with the philosophically ‘out there’ angle that Magus Prophet had actually taken over the Republic and was their new ruler, even though the existing government, it’s leadership, and it’s laws were still intact to some degree. This wasn’t an impossible concept; the Sith did rule several planets during the Sith War with having one Sith Lord present on the planet based on two concepts: the perception of strength and the production of fear through proven fact. In both cases one only had to do was make a creditable threat, prove they could carry it out, and the government in question makes policy changes that go against legal, moral ethic, and popular lines. Here Prophet threatened, unleashed the Legacy Virus on Sullust, and sure enough he altered the Republic’s governing policies. He was the Republic’s new dictator, and he ‘dictated’ how things were done now.

A third way was the most unheard of to Enothchild, that this was nothing more than a terrorist campaign to free the Sanctuary Vhinech. It would explain why he was hesitant to use the full blunt impact of the Legacy Virus and why he wasn’t attacking at all. In a sense he held the Republic citizens hostage with the threat of the attack, and his ransom demand was Sanctuary’s location. This was a classic failed warlord stratagem that was flawed to the nth degree, and anyone that falls for it deserves the fate afterwards; just because one gives a terrorist something doesn’t mean that ends the terror. There was nothing, once Sanctuary was revealed, to suggest Prophet wouldn’t unleash the virus afterwards or later down the road.

The three examples did not play well by themselves or together, and no one was going to convince Enothchild otherwise. This was nothing more than a scheme to somehow, someway get Juna. How was interesting mystery since given the facts they knew to be true, and he did believe in Juna’s theory about the Sleeping Vhinech being programmed, there was nothing stopping him from programming any Sleeping Vhinech on Naboo right now to physically get Juna. Or here, on Coruscant, where programmed Sleeping Vhinech could possibly outnumber Jedi, Republic Guardsmen, district authorities, and all other military personal100,000 to 1. Add the Juna factor and the previous three possibilities make sense. However too few people were thinking that way and they knew all four possibilities. 

Part of the problem was gaps in evidence and some of it didn’t link together, and therefore the obvious picture before them that it was a cut and dry Magus Prophet scenario was blurred and didn’t feel right. Nadja once told him a mystery was like a mynock omelet: you can have everything in it to make it, you cook it, and you think it’s done, but if you throw it and it doesn’t stick to the wall, it just falls or it slimes downward too quickly, then obviously it isn’t done. Too much belief in one or more facts, not enough attention towards others, and the ‘omelet’ is nothing more than a bunch of crap thrown together with one ingredient missing. Here the omelet just wasn’t sticking.

For now the best he could do was sit and think about the evidence to date, hoping the Senate will come to its senses soon. It was hard, though, because intermixed in his thoughts was the image of Juna slapping him. Whenever he thought of it his bruised face – a minor but noticeable light red bruise – would throb, causing him to rub it and a failing attempt at making it go away.

Enothchild couldn’t help to think how much she had hurt her so, and he wanted to give her space and time to think, but there was a piece of him that wished she would contact him. That was the true curse of waiting, the longer he was incarcerated, the longer it was going to take for him to tell her he was sorry for everything. 

Enothchild still couldn’t believe he never saw her interest in him in a relationship sense. Truth was, he admitted to himself, save for Naressa he couldn’t read a woman’s body language unless it was tattooed on their body or written on their clothing. When he was young, he accepted the possibility that he wasn’t going to have a mate, although due to his biological needs as a Vhinphyc he fell under the Code Exemption rule. 

Male Vhinphycs have strong mating drives even though their mates can only bare one offspring, however these mating drives were curved and cultivated into a civilized, control manner due to sociality and biological evolution and later on the emergence of the Path religion. In the ages past they were just like any animal in the wild; they took whatever female was available, sometimes they fought over her, mated, and left; simply put they raped the women and moved on to another victim. As evolution took place and tribal society took over nomadic living, male Vhinphycs became real fathers and husbands, staying with the female they impregnated and raising the child. Females become more involved in the process when the males lost their heightened sense abilities. The combination of these two elements created a psychological and biological imbedded need for love, courtship, and mating that couldn’t be trained out of Enothchild no matter how hard anyone tried. 

Without such needs fulfilled Enothchild’s lifespan would be very short and therefore he fell under the Code Exemption rule that very few fell under, mainly for cultural, religious, or biological means the rule was established to ensure a productive life from Jedi that needed such necessities to exist. Ki-Adi-Mundi was another example: when he was born, he was instantly married to a newborn female as required under his people’s law. He returned to his home world and entered into a renewing marital bond with her, and even had children. All the Code Exemption rule requires is that a Jedi remembers his or her duty and most importantly the Jedi Code and because of it Ki-Adi-Mundi, although he maintains long distance contact, really hasn’t been with his wife or his children for quite a long time.

Young Enothchild, as he reflected back during that time, had options available. He didn’t have to use the Code Exemption, which in truth he didn’t image at the time he would. If he changed his mind one possibility was for a member of the Jedi Council, or a Republic certified mediator, go to Vhanba and negotiate his return home. That had problems because, at the time – or at least it was assumed at the time - the Vhinphyckian government really didn’t know if Enothchild was with the Jedi or with his biological parents. Revealing that information could have been dangerous to the Republic, so Anka-Dee kept Enothchild hidden from public view as much as possible; not really good considering she was doing everything to get him over his natural feelings of chronic fear all little child Vhinphycs have. Still he was raised like a male Vhinphyc should be raised.

That there was part of the problem; over the years Vhinphyc nature along with the Path religion evolved where the females initiated courtship, love affairs, and mating practices. Males, yes, did look but they didn’t touch, taste, smell, listen, or even see really until the female made it known he could. This created a form of tunnel vision in the natural makeup not found in any other species in the galaxy. A male could be surrounded by dozens of females, and perhaps instinctively his body would react, but he wouldn’t make the move unless they did. The other problem was one of proper child raising; Anka-Dee raised her baby to be a kind, courteous being that respected beings and, most importantly, females. Add the two elements together and you get the compound known as reading female illiteracy. 

During his Padawan Learner days, Nadja constantly pointed out all the times females were hitting on him, and had a laugh at his expense when he tried to talk to some females who were a little more exposed to the elements than the weather permitted. Oddly, even though his love affairs have been with Humans, all other females that hit on him were not Human. Twi’lek females really liked him, and one time he practically had to run for his life when he saved that Rodian slave harem from Yabbula the Hutt’s clutches; they wanted to repay him with yuyango, and before he knew it they were ripping off his clothes. To the day when he recites that story around Rodian males they give him humorous, sidelong looks and laugh. Rodian females either blushed or blushed and hit him with an object. He asked Dizzy once what yuyango meant, and the Sullustan only said Dude, if you haven’t had yuyango then you really are still a virgin.
Center his thoughts again and away from the inclinations of yuyango, Enothchild was blind to women making hints to him that they were interested in him. With his deep relationships, first with Nadja and then with Naressa, he had a deep friendship and understanding with them long before hand and both times both females made the first move. Nadja was a little more direct and…well, immature, but pleasantly so: Hey! You want to be my boyfriend! That was Nadja; straight to the point, simple to understand, fun to watch.

Naressa was more sophisticated, sultry, and alluring in her approach; modest and honest heart felt expressed feelings combined with great care and a greater need to touch and be touched equaled maximum seduction power. Nadja used the subject of sex as a constant long running joke, while Naressa was without a doubt a shadow mistress of the art of intimacy; Naressa treated it like a religion more than an art form, every motion and emotion, every touch and be touched, a mandatory act that had to carried out or she committed a great sacrilege. With those criteria they broadcasted that long before he loved them, and therefore the transition from friendship to lovers was smooth. But, again, he didn’t realize they were directed towards him until they said so.

Juna, on the other hand, was a child! She was grown up, she looks like a beautiful young woman, but she had been more a child than a woman so far in her life. Children don’t broadcast such adult criteria regardless of the levels of maturity they exemplified; and those that pretended to were foolish and immature, like a few of her Handmaidens in the Royal Court. Only disgusting creatures, or Magus Prophet, saw children in such ways. He didn’t, he wasn’t, and he never would. So when she revealed her emotions, her intentions, the idea of he and her as lovers didn’t click in his brain at all.

Why won’t you love me without giving it a chance? Is it because I’m still a little girl to you? The daughter you can never have? The Padawan Learner you always wanted to train? What is it? Please tell me so I can correct the errors that make you see me in those ways?
Her words haunted him and he had to rub his temples to make them go away. But her kiss…the kiss he couldn’t stop, was wrong of her to do. He couldn’t stop it, and for the light of him he didn’t know why he couldn’t. He could have restrained her with his hands, he should have just left the room before it got to the point when she went to kiss him, ultimately he should have stopped it. Now Juna knew, and his worse fears came true, and it currently interrupted his thinking processes too much, preventing him from focusing on more important matters.

Then again, wasn’t Juna an important matter? 

“Master Sarch,” said the night watch guard at the doorway. Enothchild shut off the HoloNet feed by pressing a button by his bed. The guard increased the intensity of the illumination back to normal levels. “You have a visitor.”

Enothchild got up and frowned a little, wondering why he would get a late hour visit from anyone. The energy field vanished and Nue stepped in. The guard went away, leaving the field down still believing that Enothchild wouldn’t attempt escape. They seemed too overconfident in the fact an old Ithorian Jedi was enough to stop him. Truth was at the moment Nue looked like he couldn’t even stop a fart. His brown-gray toned skin leaned more on the light gray side of things; clear evidence of aging and poor health catching up, or something else entirely bothered him.

“I was hoping you were still awake, Enothchild,” said Nue out of his right mouth. “If not I was going to wake your butt up.”

“You would, wouldn’t you?” he retorted. He looked him over again and gestured for him to sit on his bed. “You all right, Nue?” 

“No,” he said seriously, sitting down on the hard surface with a hard flop. “I wish I were dying, then it would justify all the shit I’m going through health wise because of you.”

“Because of me? I don’t get it.”

Nue looked at him with a hard stare that lasted for quite a few seconds too long for Enothchild’s taste. He turned away, and his Force senses covered the room. Enothchild said, “I all ready scanned the room. It’s bug free. So whatever is bothering you that much go ahead and say it.”

He stopped, and just stared off towards the doorway and said, “Was she worth it?” Enothchild frowned just a little, and then seemed to finally catch on when he raised his head in understanding. “The mysteriously intriguing Naressa Rapier? Was she worth throwing away the memories you had with Nadja?”

“Nue,” began Enothchild somberly, sitting down next to the Ithorian with some concern. How in the hell did he figure it out? He wouldn’t believe Juna, or Muriel and Dizzy, would say anything. If anything, though, Nue was obviously more upset with the fact that he slept with another woman. Nue may have been an uncle to him, but his loyalties fell more towards Nadja because of his friendship with Soo-Si Gheruit, Nadja’s father. “Nue, I want you to understand something. Whatever you may think with this, I will never replace Nadja with anyone. I love her and I always will. I always think of her. I can’t help to.”

“Then perhaps, one night, you got a headache thinking about her,” Nue said quietly, not looking at him. “Six, seven months ago to be precise. Probably before you got back into duty. Maybe a quickiee before you ran off to Sanctuary.”

“Nue, dang it, aren’t you listening to me?” Enothchild turned himself towards him. “I love my wife. Whatever you think that’s your business, but don’t judge me!” He sighed a little when the frosted Jedi Knight seemed to be oblivious to his musings. “It was one time. It was before I came back to duty. We could feel that it was right for us to do it.”

“If it feels right to throw yourself off a cliff, do you do it?” Nue asked flippantly. 

Enothchild stood up and just walked away slowly. “I’m not going to argue with you. I really don’t know how you found out, but the bottom line is…the bottom line is Naressa is dead too.” 

That actually was rather hurting to say for Enothchild and he found himself clearing his throat. “I never got the chance to further what we had. But I never let that compromise anything I had with Nadja. Never! And Naressa made sure by making it clear to me that she wouldn’t replace Nadja. And she was right. I would have wanted to continue the relationship because Nadja gave me her blessing.”

Nue closed his eyes. “Did it ever occur to you that this woman you think so highly of seduced you with the Force?”

“No, never,” said Enothchild, and that made him uneasy. “No, I don’t think she did.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

Nue opened her eyes. “Given what we know of her daughter’s abilities you don’t think she inherited them from her mother?”

Enothchild was suddenly thinking about a week ago: Juna, begging to kiss him, and his inability to prevent it. He wanted to stop it, and yet for a few moments his wants to stop became a needful desire to fulfill her dreams. When her lips touched his…

He waved it away and said, “Whatever you claim is, Nue, I don’t believe it to be true. Naressa and I fell for one another. I can understand your loyalty to Nadja getting into this, but don’t chastise me.” Nue finally looked at him with slow and damning movement, a way to assess blame onto him. “I admit I wasn’t suppose to do it for Code reasons. The Council approved I and Nadja’s marriage because of the Code exemption and her talking, but-.”

“Boy, that fact is the furthest thing from my mind,” said Nue deliberately. “For days I’ve been going through this in my head, whether or not to tell anyone. You, the Council, Juna: anyone. This…this is shocking.”

“I know. Okay, I admit in doing it but I don’t believe it was wrong. Naressa and I had a relationship that ended abruptly with her death. I’m sorry if it’s gives you a guilty conscious.”

Nue’s eyes squinted and he looked at Enothchild with incredible effort to believe him. He could tell the Ithorian was scrutinizing him and everything he just said. Both of his mouths worked around independently in circles, not in any way in sync as assessing thoughts burned through his brain. He said, “You…didn’t know.”

“Didn’t know what, Nue?” asked Enothchild incredibly puzzled.

“She never told you.”

“Didn’t know what, Nue.” The second time wasn’t a question. He loved Nue like a favorite uncle, but like most beings with relatives he had disagreements with him that weren’t necessarily hurtful arguments.

Nue stood up, walked over, and urged Enothchild to sit back down on the bed. Doing so, Nue sputtered out, “You asked how I knew?” Enothchild nodded. “Oh Force, Son, now I wished I hadn’t. I don’t know what to tell you now.”

Enothchild could see the Ithorian was now really rattled. He reached out and grabbed Nue’s arm and said, “Nue? What’s wrong?”

“Enothchild, this isn’t going to be easy for you.” He said it in a way that conveyed a great weight of sadness to it that made Enothchild let go of his arm. Nue, however, maintained contact by put his hand on his massive shoulder. “The reason why I know is that the Human blood on the letter had the same characteristics as Juna’s DNA, but obviously it was her mother’s blood. Testing confirms that much.” He held in a breath and then let out before continuing. “The Vhinphyc matter in the blood also belongs to Misses Rapier.”

Enothchild looked at him as if he just ingested a bottle of battery acid and chased it with liquid cyanide. “Come again?”

“I tested the matter, and discovered it was a hemotope combination of her DNA and yours. I finally did a P.H.C. screen…and I did it all over again three more times. In the end-.” Nue stopped; it was paining him to tell his friend, the man he watched grow up from childhood. “Enothchild, Naressa Rapier was six months pregnant with your baby.”

He sat there in shock, and then began to laugh. “Cripes, Nue, that’s a bad joke! Six months pregnant. She would have showed.” Enothchild let his hand move downward, rolling it over an imaginary hump over his stomach to illustrate his point. He cackled again, dismissive of the claim, or tried his best to dismiss it because the Ithorian’s sincerity was too infectious. 

Nue didn’t waver. “I’m not joking here. I wish I were. I wished you all ready knew. I been racking my brain for days over this, and I found I couldn’t dismiss it at all. What convinced me was those active genetic Diamonds and Juna’s theory about the Vhinech Ros told me about. Combine that with what your mother went through to take care of you, the genetic alteration…” He shook his head and said flatly to Enothchild, “I wish I was joking.”

Enothchild was silent now and growing pale. He shook his head trying to convince himself that it wasn’t true. “You’re wrong, Nue.” 

He tried to stand back up, but the weight of the truth was too much. It caused him to sit back down with a heavy thud. He kept trying to deny it, but he knew in his heart Nue Cadabel wouldn’t joke about something like this. If it were something he discovered immediately Enothchild would have had more doubts, but he spoke the truth about taking his time to go over it. Nue would have never looked so ill and so sorry if it didn’t affect him on some personal level, to know his younger friend wasn’t told about the child he and others thought Enothchild would never, ever have.

“You’re wrong,” Enothchild said quietly in denial; a denial that had no merit and was fading away fast. His heart broke and his vision became blurry as he sat there, trying hard not to give into his sadness. But it was just too much. Nue wasn’t joking. What they knew made it possible. Naressa was carrying his child. “No.”

Nue put a sympathetic arm around his friend and watched as the large being broke down. His face twisted, turned red a little, and finally the sorrow just overtaken him and he began to cry. Enothchild put a hand to his face to hide his emotions, like any man would around another man, feeling ashamed in revealing such feelings. Nue, though, wasn’t offended, nor was he like a common male that thought such emotions were weak. If anything a man with tears in his eyes was a man with empathy, especially when something affects them in a powerful, moving, and sad way. The young man he held had every reason, and every right to cry. To mourn, it was his duty to do so, for the losses he had suffered. 

CHAPTER 73.1

Some time had passed, but apparently the guards didn’t seem to care that Nue overstayed his welcome; he had come when visiting hours were far from over. Apparently they sympathized with Enothchild and allowed him some leeway. Whatever the case the young man needed his help to get through the trying times. With such time the Ithorian was going to invest heavily in it.

They sat there on the floor of the cell, leaning their upper bodies up against the wall. Enothchild collected himself the best he could, but the poor soul still looked like throw up to Nue. He understood that because he understood him, and that really bothered Nue the most about this. He knew Enothchild was smarter than this, intelligent enough not to do what he had done. He did it, and it aggravated Nue’s cranky nature. He felt deeply sad for his friend, but he wasn’t going to sit there and watch him sit there either.

Finally Nue just asked, “Why?” He said that to get his mouth moving because it was hard. This was his best friend he was talking to. On the flip side the last time his friend was crushed like this no one seen him for 8 straight years. Trapped inside a cell, Nue was determined to make sure Enothchild didn’t go on a lonely walkabout in his mind. “Just…why? I…I just can’t believe you did this. You defied the Council. What in the hell were you thinking?”

“I was thinking how much I missed being loved on such an emotionally giving level,” said Enothchild with a dried out voice. He raised his hands, hesitated and changed his mind about using them to illustrate a point; something he was accustomed of doing to explain himself. Not now. “To share in such thoughts is beautiful. There’s nothing like it. It isn’t about physical contact either; it’s about the spirit and the heart. Never in my heart did I believe I could find anyone else like that.” 

Enothchild wiped at his face again to make sure his blood tears were cleaned up and to take a breath. “It’s funny because…because I never saw it until the end of my stay. I spent a year and a half rebuilding Naressa’s spirit, insisting that we both had a lot in common. We did, but it surpassed any idea I had about it.” He shook his head. “Naressa was full of surprises.”

“Did you have any idea at all? I mean any whatsoever about her being…you know.” Nue watched Enothchild silently shake her head. “The reason why I asked was that you were so tight lipped about your travels to Naboo all these years. There was no reason for it other than…well, only one thing I could think of.”

“If you mean you suspected a longer relationship between me and Naressa then I would say you were wrong.” Enothchild picked at his hands for a little bit before continuing. “We had an understanding after going through some misunderstanding. There’s things you don’t know, and you’re not allowed to know.”

“I see,” mumbled Nue, smirking with both mouths. “Like having me run Miss Naressa Solo and her father’s name through the Corellian database ten years ago. Like the fact that Ros, who is the same rank as me, knowing something about this, a secret a Master only knows.” He nudged Enothchild with his elbow when the Vhinphyc gave him a look. “Son, don’t look at me that way. I was catching bad guys long before you were an idea in your parent’s minds. I asked him what he knew before he left.” He pointed at his head. “Ros’ lekku tips curled. Only time I’ve known that boy to lie was when those tips curled. I put two and two together and figured out that maybe there was a lot more going on that the Council isn’t even talking about. So I asked Plo. He gave me the skinny.”

Enothchild looked at Nue and sighed with some regret. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you.”

“Don’t be. I’m a Jedi Knight in rank and strength. I have very little in the way of revelation with the Jedi Holocron. I tried the Holocron after talking with Plo to get more information.” Nue shook his head. “It isn’t meant to be for me to know such things.”

“Like the love of a good woman,” said Enothchild.

“Yeah, and I wouldn’t want the burden either.” Nue held his hands out and shaped out what he was going to say next. “This is why we shouldn’t do such things. Don’t get me wrong, I think there’s a place for love in a Jedi’s heart. It’s just that I think the circumstances should be more idea.”

“And how does one determine that?”

“When one is a Jedi, one must seek the guidance of the Jedi Council.”

Enothchild rolled his eyes a little, letting his mouth work around for a moment before sarcastically saying, “I can see that conversation. ‘Hello, Master Yoda, I want to fall in love. Tell me when the circumstances are right’.”

“Okay, wrong idea,” said Nue, getting the hint. 

“Love happens, Nue,” said Enothchild, realizing that what he said actually carried no real weight. Not after Juna, not after she told him she waited a decade to tell him that she loved him. That was more like ‘Love is patience’. “Well, sometimes it does.”

“But you see what I mean, don’t you? There is a reason why certain forms of love are forbidden. You may have the Code Exemption on your side, but you still have to heed to the Will of the Council. That’s what bothers me the most about this.” He put a hand on Enothchild’s arm. “This is one of the reasons; underestimating the Will of the Force and its affects on individuals in the entire galactic scene. This woman, a Human woman…getting pregnant from you…its disturbing!”

Enothchild shook his head and his face turned deeply sad again. “I didn’t think it could happen, Nue. I honestly didn’t think it could. But it did.” He put his right hand to his forehead and rubbed it as a memory from half a year ago surfaced. “She wished it. She wished she could give me a child. She was so sincere about that.”

“Forgive me, but why didn’t she tell you if she was so sincere,” asked Nue point blank.

“Fear,” was Enothchild’s answer after a few moments. Surprisingly the answer came to him with very little help from the Force. He didn’t realize he was so deeply insightful of Naressa’s feelings, although he did spend a year and a half with her straight. “She wanted to surprise me. Talk about it. But fear was a motivating factor.”

Nue thought for a second and said the most obvious thought that the Ithorian thought came to both their minds. “Fear of Prophet finding out. Obviously if Misses Rapier is able to do it, then her only daughter is capable of giving him a child. If you think about it, maybe that’s why he’s so attracted to her other than what she puts out through the Force. Yeah, Ros told me about that too, about you asking him and the other men in your merry group.” He shifted around a bit. “I was kind of amused with her when I met her too if you know what I mean. Amused, though; just that.”

“Is that why you asked me if I was possibly tricked by Naressa?” Nue nodded, and Enothchild wasn’t upset by that anymore like he was earlier. Not after losing all control of himself when Juna begged him to kiss her. “Maybe you are right a little about the Force aura. Perhaps half right. But I went in with eyes open and senses clear. I wasn’t tricked, and I wasn’t doing it because of a one-night stand. I did love her.”

“And if I guessed that the relationship you had with Misses Rapier was the reason why Juna left, would I be right?”

Enothchild looked at Nue for a few seconds, feeling his earlier thoughts re-entering his mind. “You saw it, didn’t you?”

“It amazes me how such an observant man with a great analytical mind like yourself misses such stuff like that when it comes to women that love you, Enothchild.” Nue shook his head in disbelief. “I’ve never been with a woman, never been married, and yet I watched a forest fire of passion blazing right in front of you in the form of Juna Rapier and like the rock that you are you paid no notice. I had some suspicions about your need to be with the Rapier women, and so I watched you two carefully at Lou’s place during dinner.”

He shook his head and said, “It was like I had gone back in time and I was watching Nadja drooling all over you again. Innocent love and affection being expressed to show her interest in you, and like Nadja Juna was holding back out of duty. It took effort on her part, a great deal of effort, but it slipped out here and there. Her love for you was greater than her sensibilities, eventually she couldn’t hold it back.” Nue took his long finger and tapped Enothchild barely visible bruise. “That’s obvious with the ‘look’ on your face.”

“That’s why I didn’t tell Juna, because of Naressa’s real fears; the lack of understanding,” said Enothchild as he rubbed his cheek. “I was going to tell Juna some time later down the road because I didn’t want her to think I was replacing her father. In fact Naressa and I were going to sit Juna down and tell her when I got the first chance to return to Naboo.”

“Before Sullust,” noted Nue.

“Yeah, before the fodder hit the cooling unit and then Uiennar happened.” Enothchild picked at his hands again. “I couldn’t hurt her again with such an admission. She lost her mother.” A clear tear ran down his face and he wiped it away. “Force, now because of me she’s really lost her for all the wrong reasons.”

“You don’t know that for sure, Enothchild.”

“No, I know Juna. She will never forgive us. She almost never forgave her mother 10 years ago for something she did to her. This isn’t something that will be never be forgiven.” Enothchild sighed heavily and tapped his mouth first, and then his head with his finger. “Juna kissed me and…she seen it.”

Nue rolled his eyes. “Oh boy.” He looked towards the opposite wall and grimaced with both his mouths. “There’s another reason why Jedi don’t do what you did. I got to say this, though: if she won’t forgive you, and if she doesn’t forgive her mother, then she just proved the Jedi Council’s point. She lives too much by her good heart, and when that heart is stabbed the stroke that follows takes a long time to recover from.” He put a hand on Enothchild’s shoulder and squeezed it with all the might he could. “They wanted her to be a Jedi so bad, Enothchild, but she kept giving them a reason to think otherwise. As for Juna and you: She will forgive you, but it will take a hell of a lot of time.”

Enothchild sighed heavily and gestured around. “Time is a luxury I seemingly have a lot of.”

“Until Prophet attacks.”

“He won’t attack.”

“How do you know?”

Enothchild shrugged his massive shoulders. “I don’t know, I just know he should have done so a long time ago.” He rubbed at his eyes again to clear them, not necessarily to wipe the moisture away. “Anyways I do deserve some form of punishment for what I have done to Juna.”

“Is that the only crime you think you committed?” Nue’s question elaborated that he felt Enothchild was feeling guilty for not saving Naressa, and even more so now that she was pregnant with his child.

“No,” said Enothchild with a shake of his head. “Don’t tell me any other way either.”

“I won’t; to do so would be torture.” Nue looked at Enothchild for a little bit and asked, “Will you be all right enough to be alone?”

He looked at Nue and felt glad that he asked the question that way. “I think so. Thank you.”

“Thank me by helping my old ass up, will you.” Enothchild stood up, reached down, and carefully pulled his old friend up to his feet. Nue settled his feet under him and fixed his robe, then turned his attention towards Enothchild and fixed the Vhinphyc’s tunic a bit. “You’re being punished enough by what happened.” His pink eyes, separated by the bridge of flesh on flat cartilage and skull found his amber eyes. “This fact goes with me to my grave. When a man loses love it exhausts him, but when he loses more than that it destroys him. When someone tells him it was his fault, that will be the death of him, and believe me I don’t want the Jedi Order to be Enothchild Sarch’s killer.”

It was a metaphoric explanation of things and Enothchild understood that death didn’t mean death. It was all about his emotions, which were still shot by the news. He said, “Thank you, Nue.”

“Promise me, though, that you let Juna come to you if you ever get out of here. This is one of those situations that calls for the victim to come to accused and the guilty. You go to her, and she’ll never accept your apology. Trust me.”

Enothchild heard that, and it was sound advice, but it bothered him. Flashes of the letter Prophet sent to Juna clouded his vision a little. He said quietly, “I’ll take your advice to heart.” He bent down so Nue could hug him. The old Ithorian was quick to do it because, after all, he had that cranky reputation to keep alive; wouldn’t want to give away that quality.

“Call me if you need anything,” said Nue quietly, letting go but not necessarily letting go. “Behave yourself.”

“Don’t I always,” said Enothchild somberly. The Ithorian made a noise and walked out of the cell. A few moments later the energy field came back on and once again Enothchild was imprisoned, but in truth he was no longer alone. He was still haunted by the truth, and like Juna it was going to take him a long time to get over it. 

So he laid down on his bed and stared at the ceiling above him, feeling the ghosts of guilt and sorrow taking residence beside him. A third was trying to join in and he repelled it, but it was so very hard to. So very hard for Prophet’s actions made it so hard, for Prophet took away more than Naressa and Juna, he took away a life.

The invading spirit was pushed away, but it kept coming back.

And its name was vengeance.

