CHAPTER 30
The crowded streets and sections of the city were perfect for anyone who wanted to hide in plain sight. Access to the space port was accessible from every direction with its location right in the middle of everything. Vice and available merchandise was rampant the closer one got to the center, but trouble was all around nonetheless. The wrong turn was not advised for living or droid. Everyone here, locals or visitors of every stripe, had their own agendas, their own goals, and their own wants that often trumped survival needs; often the needs drove them to do wrong.
But Enothchild knew this of Mos Eisley long before he arrived on Tatooine, where the real pursuit of Juna began over three months ago. The irony of the beginning actually being the end of this long, emotional pursuit wasn’t lost on him, and neither was the old saying generated by irony itself: what he knew back then what he knew now Enothchild could have just sat and waited patiently for Juna’s return. It could have been, and it would have been, that easy. All it took was something to jar his memories, just like it must have done something to jar Juna’s memories to go on the route she took. Except unlike him Juna was following a memory trail that was not her own.
When he first arrived back at Tatooine, he knew where to look and sure enough when the Ruby Heirloom passed over the maws that were the space port’s docking bays he spotted the Millennium Falcon. He landed in the docking bay next to it only because he was confident that she wasn’t there and not because it got him closer. Shedding his robe Enothchild took the first steps out of his ship and into the arid, hot world, risking his health in more than one way. 

Immediately his all ready heated body, a body that was ten degrees warmer than a Human’s average temperature in such desert climates, released sweet and took other precautions to lower his sweltering condition. Being a species from a world where for forty year stretches deserts were made of artic ice and dunes were many meters deep of snow never allowed evolution to provide the Vhinphyc race with flexible adaptability when it came to climate. After paying for his stay and by the time he reached the surface streets of Mos Eisley from the slightly shaded underground of the docking bay, Enothchild was drenched from head to toe and consciously he knew he had to smell really bad. His only solaces was that it was well past second noon so the day was ‘cooling’, and there were indiscernible scents all around that smelled far worse than him.
Aside from taking a biological beating as Enothchild did his best to walk in the shade, he was taking one hell of a chance in the Hutt’s back yard with the price on his head and his face and features clearly visible for all to see. Being a Vhinphyc it was hard not to see him; even then the keen eye was sharpest when the possessor of such had a empty wallet. Using the Force was an option if Juna wasn’t present to hide himself, but once he did use it the jig was up. He doubted very much that he could chase her down in a leg race. Besides she was probably having the same problem he was having; he could feel the Force, use it, but sensing with it was for no reason more limited than ever before; the problem dictated by the ebb and flow of the Universal Force, and therefore nothing he or any Force sensitive being could do about it. For now he had to rely on his limited range and the two orbs he used for seeing. For now, he didn’t risk using his greatest strength.
It was wise of him to get a lay of the town under his own steam, discover places and things on his own; the most reliable of intelligence was the kind gathered in person. He had heard of Mos Eisley reputably the best place to find scum and villainy in the galaxy; whoever claimed that must not had somehow missed Mos Essa. Every town was nearly alike on Tatooine except for population and what it had to offer. Mos Essa was far to the south, offering a ‘cooler’ climate, slightly better moisture farming possibilities, and greater chance of being killed by the Tusken Raiders. Mos Eisley, which was much closer to the Hutt’s interests, had a space port as complete and fully functional as it was. More business was going to run through Mos Eisley before Mos Essa, and therefore every upper class citizen on Tatooine -- upper class on this poor world was well below the poverty line average in the Republic -- was going to be living close to make a credit. Such things as it were with the Hutts and other crime lords interested in the space port, then one could actually say the best place to find the best scum and villainy for hire in the known universe was in Mos Eisley.
Where to find the best of that bunch was simple. Enothchild discovered oddly enough that the only real bar in town happened to be an establishment located within the tight confines of a cul-de-sac far and away from the space port. He would have thought the Hutts, in the case of an emergency, would have wanted their pilots out of there fast if the case were so; making them run nearly a mile to the docking bays didn’t seen prudent, especially when most of the specimens that were smugglers, gangsters, pirates and so forth were not even physically fit enough to tie their own shoes. Be that as it may, whether fleeing or chasing, they still had blasters and other exotic weapons at their disposal, as well as a few other surprises; they had a fighting chance.
Enothchild entered the dark, cave-like tavern and found some relief from the heat; the small room air conditioner that hummed over the floor in the middle of the establishment did it’s best to cool the place that was too big for it. The smoky air and the many beings that over-occupied the available space worked against the cooling and shading affect. He was certain, as he did his best to move his great bulk through the crowd without spilling anyone’s drinks, the warm atmosphere was purposeful on the part of ownership, for if beings were too cooled and too comfortable they wouldn’t be ordering a lot of drinks. Like Mos Essa basic alcohol was the cheapest, and surely water was the most expensive. It was water that was going to help Enothchild.

Reaching the bar, Enothchild ignored the stares of a few unsavory beings just before he raised his large, sweat soaked arm to get the bartender’s attention. The three nearest beings on either side of him pinched their noises and turned away from the heated stench that came from the Vhinphyc’s armpit. One small alien about passed out. He thought to say sorry, but saying sorry in this place only invited trouble; he all ready brought suspicious glares by his appearance and his size prior to this unfortunate turn of events.
The bartender, a grizzly looking Human male who was wrinkly young, walked over just as Enothchild lowered his arm. He stopped, snorted with his eyes close, took a look at the sickened others, and said, “Mister, I beg ya: don’t lift your arm again if ya want to stay in here.” He didn’t wait for a response, but in Enothchild’s personal opinion the man really didn’t have room to talk about smell. “What I get ya?”

“Water, please,” said Enothchild politely, and waited for the response he wanted.

The bartender shook his head and said, “Second time today. Geez, let’s see even if I have enough for you.”

Enothchild fought back the small smile of victory from his mouth as he reached for a lot of coins in his pocket. Juna could never tolerate any alcohol; she hated the taste, and the smallest amounts and proofs made her tipsy and sick really quick. She had been, or still is, here. He was sure it was her.
Seeing the bartender return with a tall, plastic glass, Enothchild placed down a full hundred value coin. The bartender held on to his glass until Enothchild plunked down four more coins. “Five hundred for a glass of non-purified water?”
“For you it’s five hundred; for taking up so much water and so much of my value space in here.” The bartender gestured to the sides of the Jedi Master. “You’re practically five people. So five people, five people’s worth of water equals five hundred. Take it or dump it.”

“Take it,” said Enothchild without any more argument. He wasn’t going to really argue, but he had to put the bartender in a state of being off guard. Taking the glass in hand, he asked before drinking the less than pure water, “So who’s the first water drinker?”

Without another thought, the bartender just threw his hand towards his right and moved on towards a begging, more rodent-like than Dizzy creature down the bar. With a sigh and along with a growing swell of mixed emotions Enothchild downed all of the water under one breath as if to drown out and leave his apprehension behind, leaving only the empty glass on the bar in his wake. 

Every step he took was one more heavy step for Enothchild to take. For him weaving through the crowd and gloomy tight space it was Alderaan and another life time ago all over again. Physically and scenery wise it made no sense, but it was more the feeling aspect of the subject that made it relatable. Such heavy legs he had when his Nadja was slowly dying, and when she died the wear did not go away. For eight years afterwards he walked Alderaan, magnifying his own loneliness and irreplaceable loss, seemingly trying to regain the proper feeling in his legs. Such a burden was a duty, honor, and privilege. Such burdens were demanded and required by those who do truly love those of whom they committed their heart and soul to. Burden was a word that should be reserved for those who had gone through what Enothchild Sarch had gone through with his late wife’s final days, the pains he could not ease her from having and the wounds he could not heal and the embarrassments she experienced that he could not prevent. Burden was when the sun finally settled on his Nadja, and yet no relief came for him when she found peace.
It would be years before he found the relief he never really desired until it was given to him; it was a lie now if he claimed he didn’t want it then. It was more than Nadja’s words spoken from her spirit that eased him, though it helped him it did more to find his purpose with Juna than it did with quieting disconcert he had over something he thought was entirely his fault. To guide and protect little Juna, regardless of the threat, rekindled him and gave him strength. There were no burdens; arguable because of all the wars he had to fight for her on her behalf and the near deaths that extended from them. Still it would be a burden if he had failed at any one of those times.
Enothchild had failed. He failed to see her passion for him. His steps were a burden…

Near the farthest wall, past a whole group of aliens posed over a table gawking over something with money involved, was a cloaked figure sitting with their back turned towards the action. Enothchild only paid notice when he saw the large glass of water the entity sat down on the table; the Force, cutting in and out of his thoughts, told him it was nothing else. He reeled back his senses and succeeded, and he did his best to reel back his emotions with some success. As he got closer he tried to think of the best way to start the conversation. He felt like yelling at Juna. He felt like crying after saying her name. He wanted to start the conversation where it had been left off; a year ago, on Coruscant, after she had kissed him and discovered the most sinful thing he had ever done to her; a conversation that ended with a curse, a slap, and not another word spoken since. Would her voice break him, or would her words if she decided to take him to task? Was Deannta right in thinking that Juna didn’t want to play the smuggling game anymore? Was Juna looking for a way out but couldn’t bring herself to do it? Juna was a prideful creature, a pride she undoubtedly, and the only thing other than fortune and home, inherited from Bendian Rapier. If he extended her his hand to take her out of the nightmare, would she take it or shoot it. It all hinged on this faithful meeting. It all hinged on his approach.
To that Enothchild walked around the table enough to see Juna’s face. It was cast downward. He cleared his throat and went to speak, but when she lifted up her head his mind went blank. It wasn’t Juna. Unless Juna had decided to grow fangs, facial hair and plucked out her other eye. The Wovuola just hissed at him with clenched teeth and eight flaring nostrils before she continued to drink her water.

“Sorry,” was Enothchild’s answer.

Familiarity was rarely a shock to anyone. This was one of those times when it caught someone like Enothchild by surprise. Just as he bumped his way back the way his came, carefully brushing his hands across the shoulders of a seated individual at the table that was surrounded by hoot and hollering ruffians, the Force alerted him that Juna was here just after he cleared crowded space. He stood there for a few moments with his back turned, suspecting that if the person he had touched was who he thought it was…
Enothchild could feel familiar eyes now upon his back. There was a commotion of some kind behind him when he heard a chair slid across the old floor; the group were perplexed, angry, and confused at why one of the seated were getting up. He turned around. Against the moving foreground and backdrop of darkened creatures, seemingly standing out as if aglow to him, was the tall, purpled clothed, face covered, eye patch wearing form of Juna Rapier staring back at him with her good eye. She looked just as surprised as he was.
Without a word to him or to the others, Juna just tossed down the hand of cards she held, set down a tall glass of a dark carbonated beverage that was certainly not water, and as quick as she could she walked around the outside part of the bar. Enothchild didn’t say a word either as he did his best to wiggle and wedge through the crowd to stay parallel to her. Where she lacked mass she gained separation. At that point Enothchild really had enough about nicety and pushed beings clearly out of his way; the light pushes were enough to push others that prevented their movements as well. He didn’t apologize, nor did he care what the other beings were thinking or saying or doing afterwards; the latter was put to rest when they saw how big Enothchild was. Although he was making a straight line to the door Juna easily beat him to it. At that point the crowds parted with just a thought by the Jedi Master and he quickly walked through the seam and reached the hot outdoors just five full seconds behind her.
When his eyes adjusted to the light Enothchild saw Juna limping just as bad as he was just a dozen strides away. Finally he said, “Juna! Juna, stop! Wait!” She kept walking down the sparsely populated street, heading for the heavy walking traffic boulevard. She was planning on leaving Tatooine. “JUNA!”
The young woman took two more slow steps and stopped. She turned sharply on her right heel, which urged Enothchild to stop. Juna shouted through her veil with some bitterness in her voice; he wasn’t certain why he thought more bitterness than this was coming. “What!” Before he could answer she hobbled back towards him quickly, going from one foot to the other when she rushed herself. She stopped well short of his reach. “What do you want!”
Enothchild was a bit tongue tied until the second demand she made bugged the ‘yell at her’ part of his mind. He kept it in check and said, “I’ve been looking for you, all over.”

“Duh!” Juna rolled her good eye, cutting him off from saying a long introduction. “Its all over the fricking galaxy that you’re looking for me. The question is why are you?” She held up a hand to silence him even though he wasn’t going to say anything. “No. Don’t tell me. It’s because you’re guilty. Because what you did with my mother was wrong.” She shook her head once. “Spare me!”
“Now wait a minute,” said Enothchild, taking a step towards Juna just as it appeared that she was going to leave. He knew this was how the conversation…argument was going to be like, but he was still not happy with her attitude. “Whatever I did with your mother…” He just realized he just made a slip up of Basic sentence structure.
“Whatever?” Juna glared at him with a leaning head towards him. “Whatever?!?”

Quickly and correctively Enothchild said, “I mean to say what. What I did…”

“Whatever!?!?!” There was no way to diffuse Juna: he had lit the fuse and it reached the explosive known as feminine discontent pretty damn fast. Any attempt at having a much calmer argument -- at least at the level of intensity that resembled a lively debate -- was thrown into a pride of hungry gundarks. “YOU HAVE SOME….What YOU did was sleep with my mother! There was no maybe pretense here, YOU HAD SEX WITH HER!”

“Now hold on here! There isn’t a need for this! Calm down!!!” There really wasn’t anyone around, but the few that were on the lonely street didn’t look like they cared. Not that Enothchild was embarrassed by the scene; he just wanted civility and not a shouting match. He wanted a better, easier discussion than this. “Before you go accusing me of cheating on you, Juna, let’s get something straight right now! Is this the time and place for this? Why not! Okay! You want it, you got it!”
He had moved closer to Juna now, but by no means did she back down from his return volley. Enothchild inhaled and cooled himself down temperament wise. Never he had raised his voice like that to her to direct it at her, and he hoped it had an affect. “I did it.” She let out an exasperated sound. “I did. Fine, I did it. At the time I didn’t tell you because this was the reaction I expected, especially after we thought Naressa had died. The timing of the truth was horrible, I know-.”
Juna held up a hand and spat out, “Hold up!” She closed her eye and shook her head. “My mother’s dead.”

“Your mother’s alive, Juna,” said Enothchild emphatically. It occurred to him with a slap that Juna was in a coma long before Naressa came to her rescue. Juna probably had awaken, thought that he had brought her home, and left. “She’s alive. She’s out there, looking for you. She even came to your rescue once she was able to. Search your feelings, you know I speak the truth.”

He expected to feel her presence more, a hint that she was using the Force to determine his truthfulness. She had been using the Force all this time so in his opinion she wasn’t going to turn her back on it now. Or so he had thought.

“I don’t trust you to speak to me about anything anymore,” said Juna coolly. It wasn’t that she believed him, it was the fact that her mother was alive.
“Because of this? Because I couldn’t sense what love you had for me?” Enothchild held his hands out as if to surrender. “Juna, I don’t…I haven’t worried about such things since I was married. Since Nadja had died. I wasn’t looking for love. Not that kind of love anyways.”
Juna crossed her arms. “You never gave me a chance.”

“I didn’t know you were giving me a chance to try!” Enothchild threw up his hands again. “Hells bells, Juna, I’m a Jedi: we don’t necessarily check every person we know to see if they love or hate us. I don’t see or feel everything. What have I told you countless times? If love is investigation then I need a fricking clue!?!”
“Love is that simple; you got to feel it!” Juna pressed her right hand hard against her chest, right over her heart. “I felt it. I felt it for you for a long time. Every day I told myself you felt it too, but of course you couldn’t acknowledge it. I was too young. Too bashful.” She pulled her hand away vehemently. “Then again my mother was older, and beautiful, and unafraid sexually, and ready. It’s no wonder why you felt nothing for me. I was none of that.”

Enothchild worked his mouth around on that preverbal slap. He couldn’t get away from that fact at all because it was the truth, it did happen; that’s why the truth hurt. Was this how it was like between couples when one suspected the other of cheating? Before their marriage, even during his Padawan training, he had quite a few disagreements with Nadja and the way she did things. That all seemed to change when they got married, and they never had a relationship disparity. Then again they were Jedi that knew each other very well, knew each intimate thoughts, and would have damn well knew if one was sleeping around on the other. Of course trust was an important component they had from the very beginning.
Enothchild and Nadja never had a violation of their trust towards one another. With Juna it had to be over Naressa. Muriel had told Enothchild long after Sanctuary that Naressa had known that Juna fawned over him in secret. Her shyness and conservative ways held her back with some fear of rejection; brought forth even more so by his need to train her after she had given up the Throne of Naboo; her feelings that the rest of the galaxy needed her than he needed her during a time of crisis trumped her courage.
“That’s right, you weren’t,” said Enothchild, doing his best not to sound cold; he wasn’t trying to be. “You are your own woman. Far different from your mother, and that was she wanted it. That’s how you wanted it as an individual. In fairness, I can only speak about my feelings about this.” Juna glared at him. He shrugged it off. “That’s right, my feelings. I can’t say why your mother came on to me. I can’t say why you would want to love me far more than the friendship we have.”
For a few moments Enothchild did his best to put together the right words to explain himself. Part of the process included what not to say, in order to deflect any more pain away from Juna as much as possible. It was all rather difficult to do when he was perfectly blunt just a moment ago with her, the thoughts and emotions swirling around, the reminder that was her physical appearance all no thanks to what he had done with Naressa to spur Juna to go after Magus Prophet, and the blazing suns beating down without mercy upon his flesh. “It…happened. We weren’t long time lovers. The whole time I was with your mother it was to console her. We ended up consoling each other.”
Juna held up a hand and gawked to stop him. “Hugging is consoling. Holding is consoling. Talking about things is consoling. What you two did was not consoling. On some planets it might even be considered a felony!”

Enothchild made a face, and then tried to brush passed the retort. Instead Juna cut him off and pointed to her head, jabbing the side of it very hard. “I…saw it. Right now I’m seeing it. Every time I think of you or her I see you two. Together. Shaking down her empress size bed. Over and over again god I hate it!”
“It was one time, Juna.”

She looked at him exasperated. “And how in the smeck does that justify it to me?!?”

Frustrated, Enothchild ran his big hands through his long, sweaty hair. “You…are not even letting me explain it. It isn’t as simple as it appears, okay? But first, let’s get something perfectly straight, young lady.” He about had it with the changing of the subjects all centered around her, all about her love for him. It was as if the argument could only be one sided, and on her side. “I wasn’t in love with you. We weren’t dating. We had no relationship outside of what he had. Your need to go ballistic on me like you’re my wife is uncalled for!”
“She KNEW! I loved you and she STILL DID IT WITH YOU!!!” As she spoke Juna got into his face and jabbed the finger that she used to jab her head to jab his big chest. “It’s always about what she wants! In everything!” Juna walked around, back and forth in front of Enothchild, turning when she reached a new point to walk the other way. “She wants me to be ambassador? Done. She wants me to be Queen? Check two. She wants me to do this, do that, over and over again and when I don’t she takes my own initiatives away from me!”
Juna stopped in front of Enothchild and said, “She isn’t the type that loses control, Enothchild, and neither are you! Animal passions are beneath the both of you!”

“Blame her, blame me fine! I’m not making excuses; I can’t explain why we did it, but it’s over!” Enothchild gestured towards her and then all around. “This is what I don’t get. You make this foolish choice because of what I did?”
“Changing the subject so you don’t answer the question.” Before Enothchild could explain himself Juna continued. “Fine. Why this? Because it’s my idea. One of my dreams. All of my life I had dreams, and every year I watched them not come true.” And with that Muriel’s suspicions were confirmed. This wasn’t necessarily rebellion, she was just doing what she always dreamed of doing. “The final straw was you. In one kiss it was gone, all gone.”
“So what I have done convinced you to turn your back on all the things you have done for yourself? Outside of what Naressa wanted you to do? Juna, you are a life member of the Nubian Royal Court! You’re wealthy! There are more than a thousand things you could be doing other than breaking the law!”
“Royalty was my Mother’s wish, not mine! My wealth came from her!”

“And your father!”

Juna flinched and fell back on her heels when Enothchild came back quickly with that reality. Her eyes were wide with both shock and anger. She whispered accusatory at him with the hope that every word stab him to death. “How dare you?”

“If it makes you listen to reason you’re damn right I dare,” yelled Enothchild. All this time Juna’s reckless short sightedness of her life to this point was predicated on everything being her cursed mother’s idea. He never believed Juna was ever a spoiled rich brat, that the universe revolved around her because of her wealth and prestige and law and order was for the simpletons to obey to maintain the illusion of a democratic society. Now, however, she was exhibiting those behaviors in reverse, a poor struggling smuggler that feels anarchy is law and rational talk and reason was contemptible. It made her worse in his eyes. “If your father was alive today he would condemn this recklessness!”
“How dare…” Juna mumbled down to silence as a tear welled in her left eye. Momentarily her hand fell on her blaster that hung low on her right side. The hand, shaking, then grabbed her left arm when she crossed her appendages in front of her.

Enothchild moved a little closer towards her by taking one step, but by know means was he going to hold her or touch her; it wasn’t the time for it yet. So steadfast she was until now it was his words as of late that was getting through her thick skull. Consoling her would end his momentum although this aggressive talk towards her was hurting him. It was gamble, for any amount of ill spoken to her about her father came with immediate consequences. Juna worshipped the late Bendian Rapier over anyone and any god, damning anyone who even remotely thought out of turn about him, doing worse in a political nature when those thoughts were spoken; this attitude born out of his death, a murder by the hands of Magus Prophet in which she bore witness to. Pirus Krendel, the Rapier’s long time political blood rival, made such a mistake and it cost him his Republic Senate run and his political career. Beyond Naboo others with no good and truthful opinion of Bendian never got an audience with Her Majesty, and lost whatever they had going with Naboo which nine times out of ten wasn’t all that good for Naboo anyways. Hearing later from Plo Koon last year that the Jedi Council challenged her loving loyalty to her father Enothchild was rather surprised that Juna did not leave her examination then and there.
“Your father wanted you to be a responsible woman Juna,” said Enothchild in a calmer tone. “He wanted you to be someone extraordinary, not just live up to expectations. That was the creed of your family’s history and Bendian wanted it to continue.” He pointed out to her before continuing the point “He was no pure saint, you know that. He too flirted with breaking the very laws he wanted you to cherish and protect. But never did he go so beyond the law like you are now. If he did, then it’s clear to me he didn’t want you to do the same.

“You inherited all that was him just as much as you inherited all that was Naressa. He worked hard to provide for you, and then he gave to you. He did so with faith and trust in you to do the right thing your whole life. You told me once that he wanted you to be better than he ever was as a person. Is this how you honor him? Throwing away all he wanted you to do? Your respect? Your pride? For this kind of dream?”
Enothchild could see Juna’s gritted teeth through the veil she was so irate. But with confidence bleeding off her form she said clearly without grinding molars, “My papa told me to achieve my goals. My dreams. Do what I wanted to do first before I did anything else. Don’t let anyone, or any man, tell me otherwise or make me do otherwise. Don’t let anyone shape my life for me.”
“Did he happen to say to sell out your dignity, pride and intelligence in order to achieve your dreams as well?” Watching Juna’s hand came up, Enothchild made sure to turn his face away when the expected slap connected with his marked left cheek to eliminate the chance that she break her hand. Not that she didn’t the last time she let him have, where she used a dark side enforced surge of power to clear him off his feet. Still, he didn’t take the chance and upon connection Juna wasn’t hurt and neither was he; in a physical sense it was nothing.

Enothchild worked the sting out of his jaw while Juna stood there shaking with rage. He said to the required female retort, “I expected as much. If you really felt I was wrong. If you really hate me like you act, it would have been that blaster of yours pointing in my face.”

“Don’t you ever speak to me about my papa again!” was Juna’s only response with a stern finger in Enothchild’s face. “And don’t tell me how much to hate you! I don’t need help there! We’re through as friends! Go back to my mother, she’s waiting for you!”
That pushed him enough, and when Juna turned her back and went to leave Enothchild grabbed her left arm hard and brought her back towards him very roughly. She glared between his grip and him quickly. He said with a frown, “She’s looking for you, Juna. I will not have you disrespect your own mother when she’s sacrificing…”
“Let go of my arm!”

“…her time and energy to find you. I most certainly won’t let you disrespect Dizzy and Muriel.” Enothchild let go of her arm with a shove that nearly made Juna lose balance. That seemed to surprise her with the look she gave him; either that or brining up Dizzy and Muriel snapped her back into some rational arena. “They were looking for you too, with me. Or didn’t you think they wouldn’t give a shit? They gave up their lives for you even when you were in a coma, and continued at the expense of their lives until a few weeks ago. Two lives, I must add, that were put into danger numerous times. Keterbawn wasn’t just one of those times, Juna. Muriel almost gave up her life to find you.”
“She did?” wonder Juna with rapid blinking of her eye.

“Yes, Juna, they both did. Although you’re an adult, and although Dizzy didn’t care about his ship they came after you because they care so much about you.”
“Just like you do.”

“That’s right.”

Juna closed her eye tightly, and said, “I’m sorry that they wasted their time on me.”

Enothchild felt like grabbing her hard again. He stopped himself because it was going to be her head and not her arm that was going to grab and squeeze. “You just did not say that. You’re saying that because of my answer! Don’t lump them with me!!”

“They chose to come after me, just like YOU did!” Juna yelled over him and pointed at him again. “They didn’t need to do that, but if they did it’s because you had something to do with it. Which you did have something to do with it, right?” She gestured outward as if to bring the situation right back to square one. “It’s because of you and my mother that I left, not them. Their only reasons for coming after me is that they love me, I know that. You and mother’s reason who knows. And I don’t care!”
“Naressa loves you, Juna, that’s why she’s out there looking for you!!! Don’t think she’s doing this to torture you!!!”

Juna looked at Enothchild with contempt and shook her head. “She’s doing it because she knows what she did was completely wrong, and she can’t live without me. After what she had done…good.”

“You don’t mean that,” begged Enothchild aloud. “You don’t wish her dead.”

Juna clamped her mouth shut and turned away for a few moments. Enothchild knew it, he knew she couldn’t just say these things and mean them. It was just her pride and pain getting in the way of common sense. He said to her turned back, “S-She never wanted to hurt you, Juna.”
“You can’t speak for her, remember?” Juna turned back to him and asked bluntly, “So why are you after me?”

“Because I am sorry for what I did,” he said very quickly.

“No,” she said with a head shake. “I don’t believe you. You knew exactly what you were doing.”

“This argument isn’t going anywhere! Juna, I didn’t know you loved me that much!”

“Cripes, Enothchild, what did I just tell you before! You have to feel it to know it! And I knew it in my heart that I loved you because I felt it! I felt it!!” Juna thumped her chest hard about seven times quickly as she struggled to get out the next sentence. “Here in my heart. You ignored my heart because you loved her!”

Getting his lips wet due to the heat chapping them, Enothchild bought himself time. He had to, for what she said had suddenly brought forth all the questions and sly remarks and denials he had over this issue of he and Juna. Where every little stop along this journey as of late had someone telling him that what he was doing sounded like a devout commitment on his part to find his soul friend.

Reaching into his heart for a response, Enothchild said, “You…gave me the strength to live again. I can’t turn my back on that and just let you make a mistake like this. You’re ruining your life!”
“It’s mine to ruin!” Juna was undeterred. “Therefore you can’t feel guilty anymore, all right? So go. Go to my mother, go anywhere. Just go and leave me alone.”

“I can’t.”

“Why!”

Enothchild tried again to get his head on straight, and he convince himself to blame the heat or his own conflicting emotions or blame it on a battle that was not occurring. Like the two of them he was out in the open, trying to hide his large body behind a small pebble. “I can’t! I just can’t!” Finding nothing else within him that made sense he just blurted out the first feeling that came to him. It came out with thunder, measuring in equality to his frustrations, his emotions, and yes his own desires. “DAMN IT, JUNA, YOU ARE ALL I HAVE LEFT!!!!”
There was a mute silence between them as she waited for him to elaborate more. The sounds of ships taking off, the jibber jabber of the citizens down the street, and the occasional buzzing of other noises near and far struck far more deeper cords than the thoughts that no longer ran amok in his head. Enothchild didn’t know what to make of it, or what to say next. It just seemed to overwhelming for him to follow that up, for he didn’t know what he was actually saying.

No longer willing to listen or wait, Juna just said plainly, “How does it feel to know that? To know your life is based on another’s.” She took a few backward steps, and Enothchild discovered that he couldn’t follow. He had no thought to follow her as the statement he had just made froze him. “And when that life betrays you, or does not care for you, how does it feel?” She took a few more steps, wiping her damp face with her arm sleeve to remove the sweat and the falling of a few tears. “Now you know how I feel.”
She waited for him to say anything for the last time, and when it didn’t come she just said to him, “Goodbye, Enothchild. Goodbye.”
Enothchild looked up just as Juna turned her back to him and watched her leave. He felt something from her, something that went beyond the feelings of growing sorrow that grew with every step she took. Old wounds of the last year had resurfaced for the both of them, and new ones inflicted with the conversation they just had. He was at the disadvantage of not knowing what to say now when he thought he knew what to say before hand. He wasn’t prepared for her, he wasn’t capable of stopping her now with any form of logic or sense. He couldn’t get her to see the error of her ways, convince her to stop being a hellion. There appeared to be no recourse at all.
“I LOVE YOU, JUNA!”

Juna was a good five blocks away as far as Enothchild could tell after what he had finally accepted in his heart came out of his mouth when she slowed to a stop. Like her leaving progress the thoughts inside of this big head ceased. There was clarity. Purpose. Relaxation. Calm. After all he had put himself through to this point Enothchild Sarch really found himself again, motivated to move and speak. He walked towards her still standing form, sensing the conflict of emotions that had held him up now affecting her and making her question every reason who she was and what she was doing. He found the magic words that worked, and they worked because it was the truth. He was no longer afraid of how people perceived him, or how this looked. He never felt it all these years but he felt it right now. Of all the times and places to admit such a powerful and profound reality he never wished for better.
Enothchild stopped momentarily, still far away from Juna’s turned back, and wiped a tear from his eye. He said again, only in normal volume, “I love you. I love you, Juna.” Though far, she appeared to have heard it. Her body slinked up and down as the declaration ran down her spine. Through the Force she sensed that what he said was true. So very true. He wasn’t hiding anymore. No more running from the truth. He loved her more than he thought possible, and she knew it.
And it scared her, and it made her run.

Shocked, Enothchild yelled after her, “Juna! Wait!” He hobbled through the crowd, dumbstruck with her decision to run; there was no danger in the Force, no threats he could see. It had to be because of him, which after what he had felt from her made no other sense. “Juna!!” Juna, come back! He thought and sent through the Force to her when he could longer see her. Just as he made progress through much of the crowd a herd of rontos, tall and large local riding steeds that rivaled the native banthas, cut him off from the rest of the street.
Enothchild quickly assessed the losing situation; there were far too many people on the other side of the herd that could be crushed if he leapt over the rontos and they didn’t move in time. He could ‘move them’ with the Force, but then there was no guarantee during his leap and descent that the cleared crowd would not stay out of his way. What did not help his doubts was his bad leg, whether it would allow him to leap or worse allow him to land on it, and if he landed would he able to continue pursuit.
Enothchild felt a familiar shifting in the Force, one that reminded him of previous, unexplained acts of bad luck against him. He turned and was met by a chair over the head; the kind of chair found in the bar he just left. He staggered back, and took in a group of about a dozen beings of various races, all male, all not happy.

“That’s the jerk who shoved us around,” quipped a Garn from the back of the group. They were the beings Enothchild had moved out of his way so he could catch up with Juna. “Let’s get ‘em.” Apparently they did not care that he was big, or that he withstood the chair shot. Like on Strumder, like the drunk that had no real reason to lash out at Enothchild, the males just didn’t have a reason for attacking except for the fact he was there. Thoughts of the curse began to work back in his mind…

“I really don’t have time for this,” stressed Enothchild to clear his mind of such bunk. That didn’t matter to Garn, who threw a busted glass at Enothchild because the Garn was too short and too far away to do anything else of substance. He just caught it and broke it in his thick hand. With the closed fist he decked the largest, approaching alien in the bunch, a scaly Fallen. The Fallen left his feet, plowed through his mates, and he and the Garn landed together several feet away knocked out; only the crowd they had went through prevented them from skipping and bouncing down the block.
Avoiding the use of his lightsaber until necessary, Enothchild just used what he was born with; his feet, his hands, and his brain. He slapped the ear of a Sullustan that approached, dropping him as the ringing in his sensitive ears was enough to cripple him for the remainder of the rumble. He backhanded a Duro after the Sullustan; it wasn’t a lot, but it was enough for the Duro, who crawled away holding his face. That left eight…
Seven….

Four….

The last two never attempted anything stupid. They turned tail and ran, running over some of their one time allies that were either unconscious or just hurting from the beating they got. Despite this sudden bad turn of events, Enothchild found calm very easily, finding it faster than he had in a long time. A great shroud of doubt seemingly lifted off of him, giving away to clarity. In his heart he knew what he had said to Juna was true, and now all he had to do was confirm it; not just for his sake, but to convince Juna that he does love her, and that what she was doing was wrong and that he was going to take her away from it. It wasn’t just out of love but duty; they were still in considerable trouble. Yet he knew that his heart need not be troubled, even when he heard the sounds of the Millennium Falcon’s sublight engines above him. He knew how to find her again. All he had to do was follow his heart, and what he knew. What Juna didn’t know was his advantage.

Enothchild watched the long, white band of the engines on the freighter vanish into the blue sky above. He smiled and said, “I know where you are going. And all ready I am there.” 
Enothchild made his way for the Ruby Heirloom, bound and determined to prove it, and prove to her that his proclamation was genuine. There was danger involved in some way he wasn’t that naïve, but he felt the worse was now over. Whatever the obstacle he was free to help her. 
Be with her. 
Prove to her. 
From there, no matter how long it took him to convince Juna to be with him, it could only be sunny days in their live forecast.
Sunshine, until the end of their days.

The End of Act One - Devotion
