CHAPTER 85.0

With a start, Enothchild woke up coughing and wished he hadn’t rose up so quickly when the numbness of his body immediately faded and reminded him of his circumstances.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhh son of a-.” He stole a glance downward, and took in the sight of his nearly decapitated lower left leg. It hung unnatural to the side, barely attached to the remainder of his leg bone and knee. His head was pounding terribly from Helle’s head butts even after he had spent time in a healing trance to heal his neck. Such a heavy use of his abilities to heal even one injury told him all he needed to know of it’s severity, leaving him to ask as he laid flat on his back, “How long was I out? Computer-.”

He had raised his arm, and noted that the wrist computer wasn’t there for the first time. Such a telling significants froze him still, and with his eyes that can easily deceive him he looked to his left, and then to his right, and all over the dimly lit bridge; Helle was no where to be found.

Enothchild fought down the cough that needed to be released and called upon as much of the Force as his weakened body would allow him to protect himself; the headache didn’t help his cause, throbbing with indicators that he could have a concussion or even a fractured skull; it seemed to reflect Nadja’s descriptions of such physical trauma that she had experienced too many times as a Jedi regretfully too easily. He rolled very slowly to his right, and bit his mouth hard enough to draw blood as his tender left leg hit whatever was in the way. Steadied the best he could, Enothchild quietly grabbed a large ax handle-like piece of the remains of the navigation frame Helle destroyed. Carrying the ready-made club, he used his other hand to steady himself to hop around and look for his foe. The plus side was that the ship didn’t seem operationally just has he remembered it before passing out, but the minus was the time loss he was unaware of; for all he knew, he was out for just an hour and not a week.

Going down and towards the aft section, Enothchild heard a repetitive noise. It was beyond the room that looked like her private quarters; he surmised it was due to the traditional Vhinphyckian living accommodations inside. It was past the room to his right that was filled with sleek, silvery weapons of various degrees of destruction designed in them. It was, however, not the door straight ahead that lead to the engine room; that door was closed shut. The noise was a door trying to close itself, and once he moved deep down a corridor leading to his right he first found her blood, and then he found Helle. She laid with her body in the doorway, the door that lead to the ship’s escape pod weakly trying to close and having to reopen once it made contact with her still body. On her wrist was the missing wrist computer, and it indicated many things; her very weak condition, the automated repairs taking place on the ship, and the unperformed command to order the ship to self-destruct.

Enothchild let his senses scan her body. She was still alive, but she was so damaged eternally she showed no signs in her current state of surviving. What occurred was a moment of consciousness that took up the remainders of her viable health. She was now in a much deeper state of coma, one he guessed she would never recover from unlike the previous fall into the abyss.

Dropping his weapon, Enothchild eased down to take possession of the wrist computer, and then dragged Helle by her right leg. He found the sick bay and found a sad sight that reminded him that the greatest of Vhinphyckian advances in technology did not include medicine. In both their cases that wasn’t good at all.

After some tedious moments that featured him swearing and yelling in pain due to certain movements and bumping into objects, Enothchild secured Helle in what passed as an emergency life support capsule that was barely automated compared to the flashy Republic life support suites that had Two One Alpha droids there to care for the patient around the clock, and not even close to Rapier Manor’s ’50 years ahead of everyone’ medical diagnostic and treatment technology that helped him heal quickly from his brawl with Magus Prophet 10 years ago. 

He spent the next half hour hooking up all the necessary bells and whistles to his comatose prisoner. Finished, Enothchild said to her, “That will keep you alive until I can get you to a doctor and perhaps reverse the affects.” He thought about just pulling the plug on her and just left her there on the table to slowly, quietly die. He shook his head and said, “Unlike you I seek justice on a more moral level, and unlike you it is not for me to decide if your life should end. Besides that I’m not going to overlook the fact that there may be a hundred of you still out there.”

And that along with the pain and Juna weighed very heavily on his mind. During his imprisonment before the fight Enothchild had given the subject of one or more Vhinphyc Sleeper Warrior a lot of thought. Curiously the slamming remark of Magus Prophet being her Sleeper contact and not him didn’t seem farfetched at all, however the evidence was not there to suggest otherwise. There could have been a billion different ways Prophet learned of Helle and the Legacy Virus since the Vhinech had taken all the secrets that were kept in the capitol of Sesch on Vhanba all those years ago. One of those secrets that was supposed to be destroyed was the powerful weaponry deployed by the Vhinphyc Galactic Dominators; even Enothchild foolishly believed the government destroyed those plans, but yet the Vhinech flightship at Evramora proved otherwise.

On the other hand Prophet proved to be too assure of his plans up to date, and therefore that meant he had more than just passive or even learned detailed knowledge of things. As he told Helle a person is not gambling, is sure to confidently win, when they know every detail about every item in their plan and can manipulate it to their favor. Enothchild credited the example to an incident involving a shockball player he had personally busted along with a gambling ring. The player in question had a spice addiction, and oddly he had terrible games when the spread against his team was three points or less. As it turned out the night before those games female escorts or even teammates would get him spiced up, and thus by the next day the effects were still heavy in his system and it affected his performance. 

Again it was cause and effect planning: one thing leading to many things which in turn affected more many things. Prophet was by and far the most dangerous being anyone had come across; he can be an unstoppable animal and an unequaled tactician at the same time.

Grunting and forgetting that subject, Enothchild fell on the table he choose to rest on so he could look at the ship’s readouts from the wrist computer; where the hell was he, what was the ship’s status, and most importantly check the time. The inquiry took a long minute due to the relays still needing to be unscrambled, and so the Jedi Master glanced at the mirror above him. 

“Damn,” he said not as an understatement. Enothchild was never a vain man, but he looked very ugly with his swollen face and the black – not ominous purple but down right black evil – bruise just above and between his eyes where Helle had struck heads with him, and he turned his head away so he couldn’t see his damaged leg again; he didn’t need to be reminded how bad it was damaged. He touched it with his finger and wished he hadn’t; his vision blurred with pain. A beep forced his eyes open and when the water cleared he saw on the small screen that was as big as his palm the details of his typed inquires.

The ship was quite a distance away from the Home Galaxy; their trip in hyperspace was far longer than he had first thought; a rescue to save him and the ship would take too long for any conventional vessel, and he hoped that none of Naboo’s or the Republic’s resources were wasted on him.

It became worse when he noted the time elapse. “Four days! I was out for four days!” He tilted his head up and examined his thick neck; there were faint yellow spots where bruises once dominated and choked him. It was still hard to swallow and it actually felt like his throat bob was loose. Apparently there was other, unseen damage not taken into account; sometimes a Force Healing Coma overrides a user’s control when such things develop. There was a good chance he did indeed suffered a fractured skull and had to stay under the trance for four days.

“Four days,” said Enothchild quietly. Four days on top of the at least one day he knew Juna had left Naboo. So there was five days loss, and although Sanctuary was far away for even the Millennium Falcon to reach it quickly he had this terrible feeling in his heart that Juna, somehow, was all ready there.

So was Prophet.

He said, “All this bullshit was just to get Juna.” He realized that a long time ago, further emphasized by what he learned while Helle’s momentary prisoner. And thanks to Helle, in less than six days time, the Legacy Virus was going to attack the Republic full bore with Prophet holding the only means to stop it. He wasn’t fast enough to trick her there. “And have all of us do the dirty work to ensure no one was going to help her.”

Enothchild checked the status of the ship’s repairs and found some good news; repairs were three quarters complete, thanks to the robotic technology that was activated to repair the ship. However there was a catch; flight navigation control was completely gone. He could fly the ship manually with basic sensors…

“And that’s how a person gets killed by stupidity, like jumping into a bath tub with a plugged in space heater,” was Enothchild’s self reply in a failed attempt to lighten his situation. 

It was the worst-case flight scenario for any seasoned pilot that was only practiced in a flight simulator: to pilot/navigate a space vessel in hyperspace with slower speed systems; in essence it was guessing and stop watch piloting. A pilot of Dizzy’s caliber wouldn’t do it even if he were triple-Tusken dared to. Juna, who was just born to fly and was further aided by the Force, had the natural gifts and the augmented ability to pull off such a stunt in her Nubian fighter because of the small flight profile and a much slower vessel in hyperspace. Enothchild Sarch was neither those two, and worse, if he attempted it, it will be in a ship that covers thousands, not tens, of light years in hour. 

Even in the simulators at the Jedi Temple Enothchild was not even a ‘holoAce’ like some of the most ungifted of terrible pilots were. He crashed a normal landing every time; the final straw was when he was still a Padawan Learner and he crashed his simulated Pophooper, the easiest air-glide repulsor vessel to fly in the galaxy, right smack on top of a simulated version of the Supreme Chancellor. Nadja showed him mercy and from that point on did all the flying; of course she had to laugh about it for days on end. Recently he did try his hand on flying again with the Falcon, but those results spoke for themselves; age didn’t approve him, it made the less than rusty pilot that he all ready a unrecyclable paperweight. The old saying of doubt expressed by many ‘when bantha’s fly’ never fit anyone so nicely like it did Enothchild Sarch.

“Perhaps if I give the ship more time to repair itself,” he conceded. Truth was he felt he didn’t have the time. Typing in his question, the computer through the ship once again just reminded him that the flight navigation control system was gone; not off line, not disabled, not even on vacation: GONE. “Damn it, if I just would have taken Helle out of the game early...”

No. No, that wasn’t actually true. He recalled what spurred him to rally from behind to beat Helle and the circumstances that lead to everything up to this point where Juna left his protection. “No. No, Juna, I should have told you about your mother and I.” He looked down at his injured leg again and rubbed it when it throbbed. “But like the pregnancy I never expected to fall in love with Naressa.”

“What you have done is not heed what your Master had told you,” said the voice of Nadja Moranna in Enothchild’s head. Raising his head upon hearing it, her ghostly image appeared before his dazed eyes. The blue hue of the Light Side surrounded her form and it intimidated him. Nadja didn’t immediately pick up on it. “I told you all those years ago never to underestimate the powers of the Sith Maiden. Obviously with both mother and daughter you have.”

Enothchild turned away from her: unlike before when she helped him find his focus he couldn’t bare to look into her eyes. “I remember. You also said, word for word, out of everyone involved, and in spite how you will feel about her after tonight, she is the most dangerous being in the universe.”

“Obviously I was right. Again.” Nadja moved around to look at him straight on. “You know how much I hate to be right all the time. You know there were times I wanted to be wrong. I had truly hoped this was one of those times.”

Enothchild didn’t even spurt out a chuckle as he ran out of maneuvering room, so he resorted to looking down. Nadja threw her head to one side and squinted her eyes at him. With a sing-song whistle, she said, “Oh, I get it. This is where your loving, but I must say quite dead, wife catches, to you anyways, you cheating on my passing by not just sleeping with another woman but sleeping with a dark side entity; a pet peeve of mine. Is that the scene we are playing out today? I got to say, Shorty, I thought you sucked at play acting.”

“I can’t explain it, Nadja, so stop fooling around,” he said to her very bluntly, and then grimaced and said apologetically, “I…I can’t look at you. I thought I could…after what happened. But I feel like…”

“Like you have betrayed our wedding vows in some way,” she said gently. “Slept behind my back.” He nodded somberly. Nadja let her green eyes roll to the side and she said, “So, in a nutshell, you feel guilty because you have slept behind my dead back.” He nodded, and she let out a snort and said, “I hate to break this to you, Bantha Head, but I’m dead, and I’m immaterial.” Her eyes rolled back. “And I think others would have a major, MAJOR, problem with you performing any act of necrophilia on my corpse if it still existed.”

Enothchild closed his eyes for a moment, and then a snicker escaped from his lips. There was a brief lost of edginess to everything, but it went away, always as the big picture loomed ahead. “How can you make this seem silly?”

“Because your feelings in this matter are silly, my Large Looming Long Time Chaser of My Skirt,” she said, bestowing the title as if he were royalty. “Force, Enothchild, look at me: I’m not mad at you. You didn’t do anything that I haven’t asked of you to do. I told you to love another.”

“But you said you were right about Naressa, so what am I suppose to say to that, Nadja?” He threw his hands up. “Force, that night you gave me your blessing.”

“No I didn’t.”

“Yes you did. She hugged me and begged me to love her and suddenly…oh poodoo!” Enothchild put his hands to his head and pushed his hair back in shock. What Nue had told him, and the theory behind the Force pheromones, hit him like a Helle punch in the crotch. The night Juna had kissed him on the lips and he was unable to stop it from happening, his inability to control himself, made him think some more…

“NO,” said Nadja sternly; she could read his mind after all. “That line of thinking is not helping matters at all, Enothchild. And since when did you start ever listening to Nue Cadabel again? I love him, but dang it he’s only half right about things. Oh, he’s right about a few things in this case, however I’m not going to let you use some Force excuse here based on his half wrong ideas. Oh no; this is all you this thing you won’t say.”

“But it makes so much sense now. If you didn’t give me your blessing, then certainly Naressa – OUCH!” Nadja whacked him in the head; as she proved ten years ago she could touch him. Rubbing his head with gritting teeth Enothchild forced out, “For crying out loud, you tell me one thing, then tell me something else, and then I get hit for it if I have a theory!”

“That’s because you deserve it for avoiding the facts,” she said with a Jedi Master’s harshness. “I thought for certain you had it figured out up here,” she pointed at his head, “during the fight with Hellbent’for’however’you’pro’nounce’dat’bitchs’ name. Now I know better; you’re avoiding the issue.”

“What issue?” Enothchild continued to rub his head, trying to get the negative impact the Force had there, thanks to Nadja, to go away. “My guilt was clear; I slept with Naressa, Juna found out about it.”

Her aloofness came down a few notches and she said, “Enothchild, you are hiding from the truth.”

“What truth! Nadja, I don’t have the time for this.”

She took a look around and took in his wrecked ship and said, “You have no choice. Best to get it out and confront it before it you go save her, or I promise you won’t save her at all.” 

Nadja strolled over and hopped up on the table to sit beside Enothchild; her short, child-like body dwarfed by his mass. She looked at him sweetly, fluttering her eyelids for a cutesy affect, doing whether or not it got a reaction out of him; that was Nadja’s nature, to do things regardless what others thought because to her it felt absolutely right. “Do you remember the first time we kissed, Bantha Head?”

Enothchild’s eyelids popped up and down and he couldn’t help to look away as if he were seeing it replayed. “I do. Forty years or so ago. You…you actually managed to tilt me downward.” He gestured with his hands to illustrate that she did indeed, with the Force, dip him to kiss him; like in Holodramas, but in them the male that dipped the female and not the other way around. “Funny you mention that because when me and Nue talked in the cell that memory came up.”

“It wasn’t a romantic first kiss at all, just a joke.”

“Yeah,” he said quietly. “But…”

“We didn’t feel that way afterwards. I remembered how red you got.” Nadja grinned at him naughty-like, as if she were a teen caught sneaking out of her parent’s house. “I felt something in that kiss, and when I got over teasing you about it I started to realize that…perhaps it was the Force telling me something; let’s face it, it’s never steered me wrong. Despite our differences I saw something in you that was good for me. Maybe it was a hint then…that I was going to need you in my life when I died.”

Enothchild looked at her somberly and saw where she was going with that little piece of information. She suffered greatly those last two years of her life; a lesser man, even the greatest of Jedi, would have not endured day in, day out the times when Nadja was in pain, or needed help with menial matters like going to bathroom. He didn’t necessarily saw it as a burden to help his wife, nor did he saw himself as a hero. He was only being her husband. A lot of folks, though, saw it as the most courageous thing he had ever done. He saw it as just two beings in love coping with a struggle the best they could. Now the perspective had a new addition to it, once again reminding him that the Force indeed moved in mysterious ways.

“Anyways I was just as shy as you were; not worse, but close,” said Nadja to break the silence. “I would hit on you and you were a dummy to it.”

“Hey now,” he said with a smiling glare.

“Seriously, you were a puppet that acted as nothing had happened. Then I asked if you wanted to be my boyfriend. Ha, you seemed to get it then!” Nadja looked at him sidelong. “I think you realized, finally, that we were meant for one another back then.”

“After I reviewed my feelings, yeah.”

She nodded along with him and shifted her eyes to show her intent on shifting the focus of the conversation somewhere else. “Now I want you to think really hard when you had that same, insignificant at first feeling again. Look deep inside.” Enothchild frowned at her a little. “Come on, make me laugh.”

Enothchild couldn’t help to smile a little in spite the fact he wasn’t sure where she was going with this; she used to say ‘make me laugh’ in the most trying and troubling situations, which made him wonder how bad this review of his feelings were going to be. In the end, in those times, things ended up in their favor; then again Nadja rarely lost. 

Enothchild did what Nadja demanded him to and thought, and his thoughts fell immediately to Naressa, to their night together and the time they spent previously from their night of passion on back through time, all the way to the first time they met when he brought then 8-year-old Juna home; boy did the years change the both of them; when they first met the planet figuratively shook from the tension that was generated between them. At that particular time he saw no peace ever happening between him and her, let alone the unthinkable reality of them falling into each other’s arms and do more than kiss.

In the end of his research, he said, “There’s…nothing like you and I felt.”

Nadja shook her head and held up her left hand, fiddling her fingers into a symbolic-like gesture. “See this?” He nodded, and with her right hand she gave him a slap to the head again. “Come on, Enothchild!”

“Well throw me a fricking bone here, Nadja, dang it,” he said, rubbing his head again. “You don’t have to do that if I’m wrong.”

She pointed a finger at him. “What did I tell you a long time ago, Padawan: if you’re rudely wrong you deserve a slap, and damn it I’m going to give you one!” She stood up and said, “I know why you won’t confront the issue; you don’t want to be compared to Magus Prophet! You don’t stop to think about it anymore because it make you feel uncomfortable and you hide behind the excuses, one of which I created.”

Nadja drew her hands into her cloak and said, “I’m talking about the kiss on the cheek in the Grand Library.”

Enothchild was going to say something, about how ludicrous that was, and suddenly there it was in his mind. His mouth hung open as the memory filled his head and after examination there was…denial. “No. No, I…I don’t think like that.”

“Enothchild-.”

“No, no, no, I don’t even imagine it! Never have I imagined it! It’s sick!”

Nadja softened her features a little and said, “Of course you don’t, Enothchild. Prophet is fueled by the need for power. He’s obsessed with it so much it don’t matter to him how he obtains it, and it doesn’t matter to him how others perceive him for it, just as Jury didn’t think trying to ‘charm’ a helpless little girl was wrong. They felt things blinded by obsession, but make no mistake they choose to commit themselves to such a repugnant act because, unlike you, they felt a need to bond on a intimate level.”

Nadja sat back beside him again and put a warm hand to his head, which prompted Enothchild to close his eyes. In his mind everything was how it was 10 years ago in the Grand Library at Rapier Manor, as he best remembered it before Naressa had leveled that entire southern section in her fight and eventual execution of Pern. Juna had shown him many things, and they spoke about many things. She had struck up a conversation about her mother, which ended with a plea from her and an agreement by him to be nice to Naressa; by that time, both Jedi and Sith had traded non-lethal but very apparent ego-like, one-up shots of the verbal, metaphorical, and psychological variety. It was something Juna could see and was getting sick and tired of both of them, two people she cared for, battling one another over her as she agonized over whether or not to do the right thing in regards to her father. He promised again to be good to her mother and she gave him a friendly hug, which was followed by a kiss on his cheek, a simple, childish kind that expressed a bond.

There it was.

Enothchild let his mouth open again as it all became clear to him, what Nadja was talking about. When Juna kissed his cheek there was…an awakening of sorts, a lifting of his spirits. There was an unknown…feeling to him at the time and immediately he associated it with a great serious thinking wrong; he thought it was physical attraction! Immediately he told himself it wasn’t so, that in no way, shape, or form did he have such an infatuation towards Juna; he was not a child molester! He did everything mentally to assure himself of that.

Then he really got what Nadja was talking about.

It wasn’t attraction. It was the Force; the same Force that made him feel something towards Nadja was the same Force feel he had with Juna. In Nadja’s case he didn’t follow up on it she did; he felt embarrassed and uncomfortable when it happened then. It was years later before they had their first date as a couple. Looking back at the moment with Juna now compared to then showed him something completely different had occurred but he made himself believe it was wrong.

It was the Force pointing out to him his destiny down the lonely road, and her name was Juna Rapier.

“Oh,” was all he got out. Enothchild felt Nadja’s hand pull away from his head, and on reflex his hand reached out and grabbed her hand as she began to lower it. “I…I…Oh.”

Nadja assured him soothingly, “You were only being shown your destiny in that kiss, Enothchild. The Force was showing you a truth, just as it showed you the sign of trouble in that burning fire on Sullust; you and Juna, in the future, are meant to be together.”

“Are you sure? I mean-.” Enothchild stopped and rubbed his hands through his hair, looking up to help him understand things better. He looked at her and said, “I mean…you know…she is just a yearling-.”

“Enothchild, the Force was just signaling to you back then that Juna would be your new love,” she said, once again insuring the Vhinphyc that he wasn’t thinking along those vile and disgusting lines both Pern and Prophet have. “It wasn’t some perverted need that was hidden in you. But you assumed it was, and it scared you because you knew that you weren’t that way, but Pern and Prophet were, and you didn’t want Juna to see you like that. So-.”

“I hid it,” he said in conclusion. Although his voice was calm it still shook just as bad as when he found out that Naressa was pregnant with his child. “Anytime I had that feeling of destiny arise within me, I threw whatever I could in my mind to block it out.”

Nadja nodded somberly and said, “Just as I had done to cause my own death you let it go, buried it under a layer of ignorance so deep the idea was lost. All those times you thought of her as the daughter you could never have…was all the times you denied the fact that she your chosen destiny just as I was so long ago.” 

She looked at Helle lying across the way and gestured towards her with her head. “Your greatest life structure weakness, Enothchild, was your childhood. Psychologically for you growing up you had to make great strides for acceptance in the Jedi Order, and that meant you went further than most not to hurt anyone’s feelings let alone hurt them at all. You were forced into that position to be nice to the point you didn’t dare crack an egg to make an omelet. You had to prove the skeptics wrong, that not all Vhinphyc were bad. That you weren’t bad.

“Sometimes that painted you in a corner of indecision where either you stepped and ruined the paint or stood still, or you made an exit through the wall of denial. In this case you took an omen of the Force, a reminder of things to come, and made the hole. You stepped through it, and immediately the excuses, the mindset was put into play.” Nadja pointed at him to make a point. “That’s why you were immune to her Force pheromone affects; you subliminally trained yourself to ignore them, that is until she used the full force of her will upon you to see her as the love of your life.” She sighed and shrugged her shoulders. “Like I said I didn’t help the cause; I told you to train her, and therefore that created a new excuse for you to fall back on.”

“I wished she could have been my Padawan Learner,” said Enothchild with a head nod. 

Nadja chuckled, “And she wondered why you were so insistent about her becoming a Jedi. That’s because ‘I want you to become a Jedi’ replaced ‘I want you to be my love’; the energies needed for you two’s love was directed in a different direction, applied to a far different range of thought. Because of it you felt nothing while the others, like poor Padawan Knightshade having a momentary hard on for her, did feel something.”

And you? The memory of the day Enothchild had asked the men how they felt personally towards Juna flashed in his mind, beginning with the moment Muriel asked him how he felt.

I don’t feel that way towards Juna was his response, and the looks Muriel and Dizzy gave one another at the time told of him the danger that had awaited him in the future, towards the kiss that would have eventually come. Why hadn’t he asked them why they behaved so? It would have saved them all this trouble. Instead it lead to that one moment when he lost all control of himself, under the passionate spell Juna generated towards him in the Force.

“Yes. You do see it.” Nadja grabbed his hand. “The Dark Hope’s presence awakens many emotions not explored or thoughts well hidden, even the most basic of animal passions. Those not swayed by her spell are those deeply committed to something, be it a line of philosophy that shielded Ros, a matter of duty that you felt you had to honor, or a thankful marriage and a good friendship your Sullustan friend honors unconditionally. However, if she wants something, she does have the power over all to get it as you learned.”

Enothchild looked at Nadja when she said that last part and said, “The Force pheromones.”

Nadja nodded. “It is part of the overall equation that makes up Juna Rapier, an uncontrollable, involuntary event in the Force on her part. With them she can effectively appeal to any being regardless of their Force sensitivity. It’s not regulated to scent, just the way her presence is in the Force; it effects the perceptions of those around her.” She gestured towards Helle. “She did smell Juna on you, and given Juna’s commitment to you what was left behind was the love and affection, and therefore she didn’t smell a Human who loved you.”

“Then Prophet is the same way? He smells her…oh, you don’t think?” Enothchild watched Nadja nod her head. “He knows she can bare him children.”

“Yeah. See that’s the draw back to this; Juna inadvertently with her presence awakens beings, empowers them with great strength and mental clarity. She’s a controlling conduit of the Force that can amplify those who use the Force just by being around them. She awakens their perceptions not necessarily in the power, but in that very vessel that controls everything in an individual.” Nadja took her right index finger and tapped the side of her head, emphasizing the Only Vessel. “That includes the darkness in all, for some it’s deeper and darker than others, and therefore she has their undivided attention in one form or another.”

Enothchild grimaced a little and he said, “Qualeggoes alluded to that on the roof top. After I gave him a real bad beating. He felt…I was influenced by her.”

“Yes, he did,” she said with a head nod. But she added, “And looked what his awakened darkness did to him.” Enothchild looked at her oddly, and Nadja stressed to him, “We all have darkness in us, Enothchild. Even me. Even Yoda. Even Q-Tip. It’s there, the question is do we choose to ignore it, live with it, live by it or be dominated by it? As Jedi we live with it; to ignore it only guarantees later down the road we will be dominated by it.

“You fought for her so vigorously, did everything to protect her like pushing around meaningless shits like that Veruna punk and that bad joke Palpatine and Q-Tip. Like you did for me as I died.” Nadja gave his shoulder a rub with her hand. “You may think it was wrong, but the real wrong would have been if you continued it towards an unacceptable conclusion. In every case you were man enough to stop yourself. Again, you live with the darkness within you, but not let it dominate you, tell you what to do.

“But you also attacked with such vigor because of your love for Juna. And you stopped because of your love for Juna.”

“I would have never thought of all that like that,” admitted Enothchild quietly. His head came up and he asked, “But me and Naressa?”

“Just a further extension of the current psychosis. You did what you tried so vigorously to avoid: becoming Juna’s father figure.” Nadja looked away again, but this time looked at the far wall, staring beyond it as if she was looking at something that was of the utmost significants; at times it appeared as if she were trying to see something.

Whatever it was she didn’t elaborate; like before, Enothchild believed it had to be that unwritten rule that the dead couldn’t speak of what all knew. He said, “Did you see it happening? Is that why you warned me like you did? You couldn’t come out and say it then.”

“I couldn’t say,” she finally said with closing eyes. “You don’t know how hard it is to keep things away from the people I love. From the innocent. But it has to be. It’s the way things are, or what they are suppose to be.” Nadja frowned and said, “Yeah, I cheated, I tried to warn you. Naressa could have killed you, on purpose or accident, physically, mentally, or emotionally; that is why I said what I said about her being the most dangerous being in the universe. The latter of the three deaths came true, and it occurred with the death of your unborn child. The hows were unknown to me, but the feeling was there.

“Naressa’s presence worked on you for that year and a half that you stayed with her. Subconsciously like with the ‘child excuse’ you developed a new out, a new excuse to not admit your love towards Juna. Naressa was the perfect, unbeknownst to her, out to you; you two had a lot in common, she was lonely, and she wasn’t Juna in any way, shape, or form. Your mind showed you that memory of me telling you it was all right to love another. You took it as my blessing.”

“So it wasn’t an honest love affair?”

“It was an honest love affair, Enothchild. Short lived, but it was still honest and in many ways a necessity; you two needed one another, at that moment, to survive and leave behind the last few years that were dark and loveless. Ask anyone; I doubted you will find anyone who would honestly say it was wrong. Although she did take advantage of it somewhat; she wanted to rub someone’s nose in the preverbal shit pile.”

“Palpatine.”

Nadja chuckled and she said, “Like my mother use to say ‘Respect a woman with a skillet; she will either fix you a supper, or fix you for supper’.”

“Short lived,” he said grumpily, a bit ashamed of himself. “I still feel for her, but after I left her it hasn’t been at the same level on that night we made love to one another.”

“You still feel for her because she had felt for you,” Nadja assured him. “But she had different fears with Juna. As you saw with Juna, it is a good bet Misses Rapier knew her daughter loved you and just forgot about it.”

Enothchild looked at her oddly. “Just forgot about it?”

Sighing, Nadja pointed out, “This may come to as a shock, but women are not infallible.” He couldn’t help to chuckle a bit, but it was short; Nadja gave him a look. He stopped, she continued. “We can be just as lost in the moment as men. Do I have to recite that ‘stab us in the throat, do we not bleed the same’ crap?” He shook his head. “Well, as you well know, she wasn’t perfect either. No one is. You both had a point of common interest that was explored, and you bonded.”

“And now it’s gone.”

“Yeah. Like the meeting of perpendicular lines eventually you and Naressa’s lines met at a common, intersecting point that lasts only a moment in contact, and then you both continue on your way. But she lives forever in her daughter.”

“And that’s where I’m still stuck,” he said, shifting around helpless on the bed. “I feel I need some more proof to settle it.”

“If you save Juna you will forever no longer be hampered with doubt.” Nadja sat back down beside him on the bed, gazing at him intently. “Go to her, and in a moment of absolute solitude when the universe is not trying to kick both your asses I want you to put your ear up to her chest and just listen to her heart.” She craned her head a little. “You will feel it, and then you will know. She is your destiny, Enothchild.”

Enothchild thought for a few moments in silence and felt some new energy within him turning as he began little by little to accept the truth that he had been avoiding all these years. Inhaling deeply, he said, “Well, you’re wrong about one thing; I am hampered.”

Nadja looked around and said, “Hampered, but not stopped. However if you continue to question the truth, Enothchild, then you will be stopped and Juna will fall. As I have always told you the only being in the universe that can stop you is you. I am, unfortunately, a strong example of it. But it is the truth.” 

She stood up and looked at him with great serious need for him to listen and he did. “No one has the first smecking clue of what she is up against. There is such a great dark tide working to make her fall it’s unprecedented, and Prophet as one its instruments will make it happen if you don’t get your ass to Sanctuary to save her. This time, unlike the last, there may be only two ways out of the painted corner she’s in if you don’t reach her in time; join the dark side, or die.”

Enothchild could feel that conclusion to, and he couldn’t help to nod. He heart filled with his love for Juna told him to be strong for her and she would be all right. Somehow, though, he knew it wasn’t going to be that easy. He had to go save her. He had to get his leg patched up enough so he could stand. He had to fly the ship with the Force as his ally.

Or die trying.

