13 DAYS (CHAPTER 88.0)
When the door opened, Nach did expect Juna to be in her armor, and he did expect to smell the promised meal to be waiting for them both; he followed the line of helpers there were entering Juna’s room through another door; they told him to knock on the other door. He took one look at her and knew something was not right. He sniffed himself; it was not him, so it had to be her. He asked, “What is wrong?”
Juna smiled and cheerily said, “Nothing.” 
It was anything but nothing. A lot of things happened after she had left Casper to the showers, and the showers complicated the issue. After only able to wash her hair Juna had no available hair brush to deal with the tangles. Before she could manage her hair, the massive air dryer came on; she had forgotten how to override the system, and in ten seconds it was too late. Her black hair was a laid down mess of tangles and what might have been. She had spent the last half hour trying to fix the problem; Nach’s arrival killed the chance, sensing his approaching presence many seconds ago. She knew Dizzy and Muriel had punished her for her treatment of Casper. She couldn’t blame them, she would have not helped her as well, except the thought ended whenever she pulled a knot painfully out.
“Please do come in,” said Juna with a small bow. Nach stepped through, and she had to admit that he smelled better. However as much as he just went with what passed for modern clothing in Vhinphyc style there was something very out of place -- besides herself in battle armor. “Eh, may I take your jaw bone?”
Nach looked to Juna and her raised hands as if she were asking for his coat. He then looked to his jaw of kurantarus, and realized his fashion faux pas. “Pardon me from ending.” He took the massive jaw bone from its mutton stomach sheath. He put the handle in her waiting hands.
Juna nearly fell to the floor along with the tipping over weapon. Nach was not quick but he was able to catch her. He repeated his apology, but Juna just shrugged and said, “Well, we women shouldn’t handle three hundred pound raking weapons now, should we?” She eyed the weapon over once Nach helped her with it. Each tooth, pointed naturally and filed sharp, were nearly as big as one of Nach’s hands. It was nearly as long as Juna was tall. All else she could say was, “Damn.”
Nach finally figured out that she was giving him a compliment. He carefully laid the jaw of kurantarus on the nearest couch. “My Valk'ries'sol gave it to me.” He smiled, appreciating the weapon all the more. “It has seen many battles.” He then quickly added, “Long after we gave my Wife Anka-Dee our son.”

Juna had wished she could really touch the weapon and learn every single one of those battles. Instead she had to do it the old fashion way. The flaws in the bone told of those battles. She asked, “Against whole armies?”

“Nyeta,” Nach told her no in Vhinphyckian. “Tribal bands and militants were the normal and often difficult foes I bettered.” His stomach rumbled terribly at that moment. He put a hand there, on a belly not necessarily swollen because of fat. “Hunger has always bettered me.”
“Please,” said Juna with a smile, showing him to where they were going to be eating. Nach first took her arm and escorted her across the large, expansive room that was Juna’s since she was able to be alone. She had not changed it much, even after Rapier Manor’s renovations and repairs. Some of the things still in the room embarrassed Juna a bit; lots of little girl items, including her stuffed plush bantha toy Chewie guarding the foot of her empress-size bed more than a hundred and fifty feet away.
She said to Nach, in regards to the room, “I know, twenty thousand square feet is a bit much for one to have for a room.”

“I would have guessed thirty thousand,” Nach said, considering the dimensions of the room seriously. All the while the Vhinphyc looked around Juna had to smile because of how disarmed Nach was. He had not forgotten their conversations from the Grand Library, and he was still comfortable being close to her, actually holding her arm and hand. Juna figured she had him, and soon she would begin the vocal probing.

The dinner was long in both casual talking and consumption. Juna had spared nothing back from the East Kitchen, ordering everything that could be made in three hours made. There was much to choose from, perhaps too much, but Juna assured Nach that they would not follow any Path customs where the honored guest had to eat everything his host had made. Both, however, consumed a considerable amount of food. Both had not actually eaten in quite a few days, both due mainly to the suffering of mourning. Nach was not only happy to see such a small creature like Juna eat but that she had not forgotten that her kind -- whatever that was to him -- was omnivorous and did not skip over meat like some females of various speeches do.
The conversations they had were small and polite talks between bites. The covered a range of topics. Juna talked about herself most of the time, throwing in Enothchild for good measure. She pointed out many of the items in her room, some of them trinkets from her time as Queen of Naboo. She mentioned her krayt dragon tattoo, but unfortunately she could not show him. Nach admittedly did not care for body art, but was intrigued to hear that Enothchild was very bothered about it. She told him of the battles she fought, of particular the flight missions in Nubian snub nose fighters she had lead personally. Nach never questioned the wisdom; to him world leaders were too often too eager to send everyone but themselves into battle, especially battles that were meant to betterment them.
They finished dinner with Nach giving his opinion on the Garden of Mazes. They settled on drinks for dessert; Juna continued drinking blue milk, but Nach switched from the fine ale Naboo had to offer for something not on the list. The Rapier Manor waiter looked to Juna and repeated, “Mercury?”

Juna smiled and said, “Vhinphycs do have a near-indestructible disposition. You can find some nickel mercury in the Science Area. Have one of the sweep droids get it for you. Thank you.”

The man bowed and remembered his well paid for professionalism, but there was no mistaking his look of disbelief. Juna just said to Nach sarcastically, “Forgive me. If I knew you were coming I would have the mercury chilled.”

Nach only let the corners of his mouth move up. The young woman was teasing him. “I shall wait.” He looked around him, noting the helpers as they stood by or were busy taking care of the mess. “What is it like to be this wealthy?”

Juna finished drinking and asked, “Do you think it’s me?”

It took a moment longer, but Nach understood and shook his head a little.

“I hate it sometimes,” said Juna truthfully. She gestured around her, towards the wait staff and food and circumstance. “I don’t do this everyday. Its more my Mama’s taste than my own, but she appreciates everything everyone does here. I do too.” She sighed loudly only because for the first time in a long while, upon mentioning Naressa, she saw her mother having sex with Enothchild. 
Juna cleared her throat and continued. “People do have these expectations of you when you’re in this area of wealth. I’ve been around them all, poor and rich, and from either of their perspectives I saw the same treatments. I’m supposed to be credit-catching covetous, I’m supposed to be overwhelmingly charitable, and ironically when I’m neither, either one, or both I’m the bad guy no matter what.
“Don’t get me wrong, I’m not ashamed of being rich, or being successfully. I did inherit this, but because I inherited it didn’t mean I had stop making it all something worth while. I enjoy the responsibility that comes with wealth, not the wealth itself. The challenge is the responsibility.”

Sighing deeply, desiring for what she had dreamed for herself and Enothchild, Juna said shyly, “But I could do it all from a much tinier place. A little island of my own or the old Nubian saying goes.”

“Why an island?” questioned Nach.

Juna corrected, “Oh, no, I don’t mean an island in real life. I meant it metaphorically. A place I can call my own, or make it my own.” She looked all around her. “I love this house. I was born here. But it’s not one I have made, or have shaped. I see this more as my Mama’s home.” She brought her long glass to her black lips and quietly she said, “Mesuera was our home.”

Nach knew who ‘our’ was; she had mentioned the small cottage she and Enothchild had planned to live the rest of their lives in, on the planet it was on. He was going to ask her if she was going to ever live there again. Then again he all ready knew that answer, even before he took note how long she stared so hauntingly into her blue milk. Such a far away look from such a young female: it should not be.

Juna set her glass down and thought of something interesting to do. It was, however, not entirely by chance that she had thought of it just now. She said, in Nach’s native tongue, “[Do you like how I speak your language]?”

Nach loosed another notch. When he spoke in Vhinphyckian, he did not have all those synonyms replacing easy words like he did for Basic -- no Vhinphyc did for that matter. “[You speak it well. It doesn’t hurt your throat]?” Vhinphyckian was a very forceful language because Vhinphycs were so big and therefore so loud and the words practically wind driven from out of their massive chests.

“[I’ve spent a great deal to time speaking it],” she said with a friendly smile. “[It’s something I wanted to learn because of Enothchild].”

Sighing, Nach said, “[It’s so nice to hear it, even if it’s from a non-Vhinphyc. Especially when spoken by a woman].” He shook his head because the idea enthused him, not because he was denying it. “[Only women could sing on Vhanba. Only their voices could do such songs in our language proper justice].”
“[Eh, Enothchild was such a bad singer],” mused Juna with a roll of her eyes. Nach smiled again at the thought. “[I caught him trying to carry a tune. I beat him with one of his boots until he stopped].”
“[Proper response]!” exclaimed Nach loudly. He shot his hand up and stood up jovially, thus scaring the other people around them. He sat back down and flashed a wide grin.  “[Sorry].” Both laughed.
It was rather debatable whether or not anything of old Juna was with the new Juna. No one that knew her could really say. Of course they would have had an opinion if they knew what was going on. There was one aspect of Juna that had not changed with Dark Purity, and for any Sith it’s a rare gift: patience. She did indeed enjoy the talks with Nach for many good hearted reasons. Since the beginning that was not the goal; her purpose was not to be his friend. Nach had been lying to her; Juna wanted to know what the lie, or lies, were. It had become difficult because of their growing closeness and all they had shared together. She hated to do this because such joy she caused him made Nach forget the Longing’s powerful, crippling tug; a part of her wanted him to suffer so she can enjoy it, another part of her wanted him to be cured of such sorrow. There was still the possibility that he was going to be needed in her Plans.
But Nach had done something no one dared do to Juna: he had lied to her, and used lies to cover something up that she couldn’t let go. She just had to know this: if she didn’t, she felt she couldn’t go on. Juna felt so powerless for many reasons, and this ‘little lie’ of Nach’s was affecting her thinking processes. It was important; it was related to the problems that were coming. If she did not clear this, she was never going to recover enough of her power in time to do anything about it, or at least be used to her advantage.

After their laugh the waiter had returned with a stainless-steel, unimaginative container used for stirring substances in. Once he set it down, Juna said to everyone, “Thank you for making the evening so special. Please excuse yourselves; enjoy the rest of the evening.”
The group smiled and rushed all the equipment and extra food out of the room. When it was just Juna and Nach, she waited for him to drink some of the metallic poisonous sludge. Mercury was nothing to a Vhinphyc; just a buzzer of a drink.

“[A little sour],” joked Nach with a stoic face. Juna laughed when he took another pull. “[But it would make a woman sing terribly].”

“[I bet],” said Juna, and then it happened; a heavy cough, her throat begging her to stop speaking the hard language. She drank some blue milk to lubricate the pipes, and then she continued. “[Bound to happen eventually].”

Nach nodded, conceding her point. Juna leaned in, smiled despite the tiny bits of anger that continued to exist within, and said, “[Tell me about] Valk'ries'sol.”
The way Nach looked at Juna now nearly made Juna apologize with a broken heart. The father of Enothchild held the metal container up towards his face but he was not drinking. She could only see his amber eyes, his stare so much like Enothchild’s, regard her in silent surprise.
Juna’s feelings of guilt went away when Nach did not answer immediately. When he did not answer for a good, long fifteen seconds, she fought down the urge to use her great powers to rip the truth out of his head -- literally, rip the thought out with her bare hands, there was no figurative notions whenever Juna thought anymore. Valk was Nach’s first everything, his first wife, his first mate, and Juna had not doubts about the validity of that claim. Despite her grief, when she was asked about Enothchild she couldn’t wait to talk about him. Nach, who had been married to Valk for many centuries, did not have a ready word at all!
Enothchild had taught Juna so well in the art of perception; it was Nadja Moranna that taught Enothchild, and she taught him that perception was nine-tenths reality. In Nubian circles, if it looked like a duck, walked like a duck, quacked like a duck, and took to water like a duck there were great betting odds that it was a duck; given that Naboo was the only planet in the Republic that had ducks, that was a saying that went without dispute, thus giving claim to its meaning. Nach would have escaped Juna’s suspicions if he had not been a hindrance in the first place. She would have given him a pass if he set his container down, or drank and stare on quietly, or throw the container at her and yelled and storm out the door. She would have thought himself better prepared if he was truly being deceptive.
Nach just held his about-to-drink pose for fifteen seconds. By that, by his held pose and unblinking eyes and his unflinching, Juna knew he was desperately thinking. He had either forgotten the proper story he was going to sell to them, or he was more foolish than she could have imagined, foolish for not having the story etched in his mind in the first place. Perhaps, Juna figured, he never anticipated that Enothchild had been married, or was at least married to Juna. Still a good liar always had a good lie, and pathologically liars could defeat any observing truth seeker. Nach, like Enothchild after him, was not a very good liar.
How those fifteen seconds became an eternity.
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

13 DAYS (CHAPTER 88.1)

The Hailstorm’s Hauler emerged from hyperspace smoothly with Naboo’s blue hue blinding the occupants in the cockpit. Nowen silently smiled at the sight of it from directly behind Alluetia. Mathaniel smiled a little in relief upon seeing the planet, turning in his chair to share his relief with Destiny, who managed to do a few Wookiee grunts to express her relief as well.
Mathaniel and Destiny felt the disturbance where the Jedi could not. The Vhinech-Wookiee looked to Mathaniel and clutched her chest; her hand covered her Path charm as she fought to urge to take it out. The Study turned his glare towards the planet and could not even begin to explain the nature of what bothered the Force sensitives. They were still too far away to discern the nature of what it was, but still Mathaniel did not like it.

“There she is, water world,” mused Alluetia, unaware of her passenger’s distress. “We’re coming up to the first sentry marker. We’ll make Theed in thirty minutes.”

Mathaniel felt Nowen’s questioning stare. The Guardian saw the Vhinech’s trepidations, but he got Mathaniel’s attention with hand gestures. Remembering, Mathaniel said, “Our destination isn’t Theed.” He looked to Destiny, who had told him everything about her mission. “We’re to proceed to Rapier Manor.”

“Really?” Alluetia let her mock and real shock linger. “I’ve heard about that place, and I don’t need to tell you who they are.” She keyed in Rapier Manor as their destination into her computer, but held her course to the first sentry marker that would announce to Theed’s tower of their approach. “Man, you must have…”
A chime went off, and a language on the screen before them appeared that the passengers who could read it could not understand. Mathaniel felt Alluetia tense up, and her tense stare locked in on Mathaniel. The Tig-Vhinech was not sure what to make of her sudden tension, but with it and the growing disturbance in the Force the nearer they got to the planet, the more he thought something was terribly wrong.

“Out,” was her order. Alluetia blanked the screen and turned herself about to the other and said, “Out now. Get!”

“Something wrong?” Mathaniel dared to ask. Nowen looked ready to strike; they had come too far for so long to have it all blown up in their face. Mathaniel, however, stood up and positioned his body between Nowen and the pilot’s chair. Destiny had all ready took the woman’s advice because she just couldn’t stand her.

“You gotta get for a minute, pal,” said Alluetia sternly. “That’s the rules. Now get goin’ before the Nubians begin transmitten.” She remained seated while she gave Mathaniel a small push towards the hatch. “Get!”

Nowen looked to Mathaniel to tell him to take her. Mathaniel though urged Nowen through the hatch door. Once through, Alluetia closed the door and sealed it. All three passengers jumped when it happened.

“Have we been found out?” whispered Destiny. Nowen tensed again.

“I don’t know,” whispered Mathaniel back. “I got the impression only that what she had to do was vital. But…”

“The disturbance,” whispered Destiny. Mathaniel nodded and Nowen, who hadn’t bothered to correct Destiny like had done throughout the trip, looked to her for an explanation while Mathaniel put an ear to the hatch. “I don’t know what it is. But it is not good.” She pulled out her Path pendant and clutched it over and over. “We are heading towards a den of evil.”
“I won’t say that,” said Mathaniel, struggling to hear through the door. His attempts at using the Force to amplify his hearing failed against the hatch. Then again he assumed Alluetia would be talking to the tower verbally. Text communication, though outdated, was never forgotten about; by Protocol Seven Action Twelve Slash Niner, Alluetia dealt with the Nubians that way, as ordered……..
“You know as much as I,” she debated back. “I too have felt the changes in the universe. There is a growing shadow over us. It is getting worse here!”
Destiny’s last sentence was a little too loud for comfort. Mathaniel backed away from the hatch to quiet her. It was a good thing he had, for then the hatch opened and Alluetia yelled from inside, “Strap yourselves in! We’re on our way to Rapier Manor!”
The trio moved for the cockpit. Nowen stopped Mathaniel at the door and let some of his thoughts drift towards the Vhinech. He wanted to sit in the copilot’s chair. Mathaniel whispered quickly, “I sense no deception on her part.” Nowen stared at him sternly, hinting that if there was trouble they had to act, and out of the three of them only Destiny and Nowen could fly the ship. It also meant that if such things were amidst, then Nowen duty was to ‘take care’ of Alluetia Hailstorm. “None at all.”
Mathaniel was not sure; the disturbance in the Force was a distraction. His felt confident enough in his senses before Naboo, and so he had to trust them now. He moved away from Nowen and sat in the co-pilot’s chair. Destiny had taken her spot far away from Alluetia. Nowen sat in the rear chair, but he did not sit all the way back in it, strapped in. Mathaniel saw that, and he understood. Nowen had a duty to the mission and he had to be ready to strike. He was confident that the Nubian would not without real reason.
“We have ta whip around Naboo,” said Alluetia with a little more bit in her voice; the others sensed it to be her form of a serious voice. “Approach her ‘longated from the southwest.”

“Can I ask you-?” began Mathaniel.

Alluetia, eyes dead ahead of her, shook her head slowly and said, “You know better.” There was a lot of heavy, heavy abuse towards them all with her emphasizing the word ‘you’ so heavily. She said nothing more to them, which was fine by Destiny. But even the Vhinech-Wookiee was a little weary of the Human’s contemptuously silence.
Piloting the craft, Alluetia cut the altitude quickly once they entered the atmosphere near the North Pole. She got the ship level just barely above tree-catching, and then proceeded to shut off her running lamps and identification transponder; something legally recognized star ships were not supposed to do. As a Tidings Runner for the Jedi Order, Alluetia and the Hailstorm’s Hauler were given the capability to do many things considered to be illegal. Of course in order for her and others like her to function for the law, those laws had to be broken.
The power invested in her, by the Senate, by Galactic Republic Senate Law 45293482039202.

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

13 DAYS (CHAPTER 88.2)

When the silence ended, Nach drank some of his mercury, a normal consumption gulp of it, and set it on the table in front of him. He asked the inevitable question. “Why do you query about my Valk'ries'sol?”

Juna had expected the response, expected his change in language preference. Nach needed more time to think, just a little more. Juna said with a grin, “Well I know about you, and Anka-Dee from Enothchild. And we have been talking about me a lot. Too much really, it’s bordering on boring.” She raised her glass. “I would really like to know all about the woman who captured your heart and had carried my husband in her Garden of Life.” She started to drink but added before she did, “The woman who had profoundly changed you, mused you upon a much different, goodly Path.”
Nach didn’t smile at the platitudes to his wife. That puzzled Juna more than intrigued her. Images of Nach with Anka-Dee and Valk flashed within her mind; so many images, faint and hinting of the possibilities brought about by Juna’s suspicions that were so close to positive conclusion, but in order for those conclusions to be Nach had to speak his mind.
Nach then did smile, and Juna suddenly found herself troubled, no longer cocky and arrogant. She had sported such smiles herself whenever she had thought of Enothchild when she was younger. He said, “She had greeted me in the compound of the Project of the Maternal Prophets. She was not new to the project, but clearly she was tired of it. She sought an equal in her view. She discovered me instead.
“At that particular era in my life I had blinded myself to what I was horribly doing. I had more rage than the fellow Vhinphyc next to me. I had been, after all, ‘touched’ by the Ignorant. They had childhood fears that were engineered by politics that became angers. I had suffering that became abhorrence. It had taken very little to induce me into becoming an agent of the government. Though my father owed General Higorgarian Evagan'wiwsk'shavage'anute a debt for saving me I would have gladly accepted such invitation if no debt was owed. When I learned of the debt in my adolescences, I had wished right then that I had been given to the Project sooner rather than later. Yes, as I spoke of before, those in power indeed goaded me, but I was more than properly motivated. I was trained in death, and I had learned significantly about the functions of life. I could not wait to turn what I learned loose.
“My Valk’ries’sol appeared before me many years after I had begun my work. I had witnessed her so many times before, but I still kept my focus on my deeds. There was little caring on my behalf on what I was doing. All that I desired were results that would make me happy.”
Nach finally paused for a long moment. He then continued. “The profound reality occurred to me after so many of my experiments and missions had succeeded. I never was satisfied. There was no happiness. Only rage.” He then looked at Juna and said to her directly, “Only rage, Juna. Never a feeling of accomplishment: just only rage.”

Juna suddenly didn’t like where this was going, and she thought about changing the subject. She only wanted to know more about Valk. What she didn’t need was an explanation about the difference between noble quests and acts of selfish intent. Yet she did not raise an objection.

Nach continued. “I was suddenly approached by Valk'ries'sol one day, never once had he ever converse before then, and she asked of me this one profound question of myself: ‘when was the last time I had ever believed in the profound?’” 
Nach made certain that his widowed-audited Path pendant was visible to Juna in both his hands. “Unlike so many others who have praised the teachings of my Savior, it was only Valk'ries'sol that had enlightened my interest into the Path’s true meaning.” She shook his head. “For centuries, the society had taken such pure terms and…had just casually… ‘used them floppily’ as if they were common words to throw away, get through life, or use as an excuse. Did males actually treat the meanings of Temple of Life and Garden of Life as goodly places of dear respect? Did the females who possessed such places? Did they know that their children were only the extension of their love, not the sole reason to act?”

Nach drank a little more mercury before moving on. “She had felt that I sought goals that were not my own. They were goals only possessed by myself through my anger. My feelings were not my soul, but I believed them to be. My soul was anger: named by itself, for the real I had ceased to exist.” He shook his head. “It took many years to escape such thinking, but I had to in order to escape Vhanba. My Valk'ries'sol did not allow me to face such change alone.”

Nach sighed, remembering the context of Juna’s original question. Though Juna did not remind him through voice or look, he went back to it. “Again, she was not so new to the project. Through it, though, she found herself, her true self. She found Presence within her. 
“She would cite passages from the Path Bible as it were the proper song for her to sing. So soft were her melodies I was…enchanted, and could never look at another female, or ever look at the Path as I used to view it. It was no longer just a way to express one self. It was no longer to me an excuse to escape the trappings of the mundane existence. It was the escape from my rage.”
Nach focused back on Valk. “How she enjoyed hunting! She understood that responsibility long before she had ever became my wife. The trailing, the taking, the tracking, the needed to feel her natural instincts actually achieving a positive result. She fully believed in the Path’s preaching of equality, but how she favored her role as the hunter, the gatherer, the barer of my child. She needed me to be full of joy and repenting to those feelings that have tortured me into wishing wrong upon those that have never wronged me.”
He leaned in. “The love was not there at first. First was my awakening, for her intentions were to open my eyes to my lost self. I stare back at it now, and know she did it to relieve me, and she had done it to also free herself.”

“Free herself?” asked Juna with interest. “From what?”

“She had her own prison to escape from,” said Nach cryptically. “She did through me, and at the same time…she brought me along for her escape.” He wanted to say something, but he stopped himself.
Nach went on a different track. “She was so very tender to me, understanding, but never did she always acknowledge me because of my behavior. When I frowned upon Nue Cadabel’s constant, obsessive over protectiveness of my Anka-Dee, it was my Valk'ries'sol that set me on the Path to trust him.”

Juna knew that story from Enothchild. “For your son’s sake.”

“For all our sakes,” corrected Nach. “I must be repetitive: it was not solely about Enothchild’s well being, and being allowed to live in this Lore forsaken universe.” He sighed a little with growing apprehension, which none it had to do with Valk. “I had such…hopes for him beyond becoming a Jedi.”

Juna raised her eyebrows and leaned in as well. He said, “Where I had once the power of ruination through rage I did not own the same power when I gave my life to my Valk’ries’sol and to Presence. I could never prevent what I had done.”
Nach sighed a little in resignation. “We wanted my son to become a Jedi so he could return to Vhanba and right everything that had gone wrong. We felt, with my Valk'ries'sol a part of him, and with the wisdom of the Jedi, he would discover a way to end the lies. He would come, and he would find the proper peace between the Vhinphyc and the Vhinech.”
Such an idea was very grand, but immediately Juna saw the problem with that; more politically than spiritually; more strategically than spitefully. In fact, Nach’s idea had all ready come to pass, but with different people involved with genocidal results; Jurivicious Pern became the Vhinech’s Savior, and the Vhinphyc became extinct under his ‘compassion’. 
Juna said, “Given that the Vhinphyc created the Vhinech problem for the purposes of hate against the Republic to begin with, you were silently asking Enothchild to pull off a major miracle that even the Jedi Council could never accomplish, or even dare touch.”
“Was I?” reasoned Nach in question, as daring as anything he had dared to ask aloud to date. He then nodded in understanding. “I comprehend. Understand this dear daughter-wife that my Valk'ries'sol agreed with me. She knew just as I that the only one who could have ended the horror was the Life I had Seeded beyond her Temple, where he had grown from in her Garden.” He waited for Juna to challenge him again, but Juna was stuck in that decision. “My Valk’ries’sol was perhaps more realistic than I about such a mission. She had more confidence in her feelings than I ever could in my own.”
Nach drank down the rest of the mercury, letting the metallic poison burn within his great Vhinphyckian blood. His senses dulled little, but his drink was just as refreshing as the conversation. He took time to clean his teeth within his closed mouth with his big tongue, taking measure of Juna. Little did Juna understand she was not the only one attempting to extract information in a roundabout way from a potential foe…
“My Valk’ries’sol was always one that only wished great happiness in her pup’s life,” said Nach. “Such happiness could exist in the pursuit. She was not amused that the Jedi frowned upon love, marriage, and mating. Their arguments to her had no merit. Perhaps she would have changed her mind once she had learned what Enothchild had gone through.”
“Can’t take the Vhinphyc out of the Jedi,” offered Juna in observation.
“That is so,” agreed Nach. Then he really kept his focus and said, “But that is not my intention of the statement.”

Juna found herself frowning at that. She didn’t like it. She didn’t know where this tangent was going.

Nach sat back and crossed his massive arms across his equally impressive chest. “If we would have known such happiness would have prevented him from our desires for Enothchild to return to Vhanba to right, we would have been more up front in our desires.”
The jaw of Juna Rapier fell all the way to its bottom tolerance limit. Her mission here to seek the end to a mystery that would not stop plaguing her vanished faster than anyone’s snapping fingers. No thought entered her mind. Rage easily did…

“The danger of admitting one’s true goals,” continued Nach sternly, and this time his old look was back, and his eyes locked right onto to Juna’s sight organs, “is that many will attempt to intervene, whether for good or for bad, with consequences not valued by anyone. I have learned, nevertheless, that such intervention is often for the worse, never for the better. It is unfortunate,” he then sighed wearily, but there was pure set up in it, “that those he loved had gotten in his way. With a much clearer path-.”
“Stop it!” Juna stood right up from her seat to glare at Nach. He just remained right where he was, never taking his eyes off of her eyes. “Don’t you dare say that!” The implications were pretty clear to the Sith Maiden; Nach was hinting that Juna, that Nadja, that Yoda, that all the people in Enothchild’s life, had prevented him from doing what Nach and Valk had always wanted him to do. Such an idea was a heart wounding that infuriated Juna!
“Even in his death, I am still Enothchild’s father,” boasted Nach, explaining his right to say it. “I have failed my son.”

Juna shook her head in pure denial. “Y-You didn’t! I didn’t!” The shock washed her whole body with trembling. It was as if the last Jedi Master Qualeggoes had not died and was sitting right in the room, right across from her with that condescending, deplorable Jedi glare. She wondered if Pern had managed to put himself in Nach’s body, remembering how Nach reacted walking over Pern’s torment place. “Enothchild was prevented by Jedi mandate and Republic law, he could never go to Vhanba! My god, Nach, the Vhinphyc would have killed him!”
“He would have gone home if his Path was clear,” Nach stressed again. “If he had been a true Jedi, he would have seen his need-.”

This time Juna’s temper was more serious to Nach when she had whipped her right hand across her body and sent the table and its contents away. The Force tossed furniture covered half the remaining distance of the room very violently quick. Nach, however, never moved, never showed one ounce of fear or wanting to defend himself as Juna growled over him.
She chewed over her bottom lip, seething, “How dare you! How dare you say his love for me is wrong!” She should have implied all the others, like Nadja, but she understood that this was all about her, or that’s how she had perceived it.

“My Anka Dee knew,” said Nach.
All the sudden, Juna doubted what she had expected. Her anger faded out; all her thoughts faded out. That vision she had, where Anka-Dee had told Nach and Valk that ‘she knew’ all the sudden meant something completely different. Who was this man?!?! He was not Force sensitive! How did he know!
“She knew what we had done,” said Nach. “What our dreams were. She felt she had to leave him not only for us, but for him. She, like us, believed that he had to discover the truth on his own. It was there that she, too, had erred.” He shook his head. “Someday I will ask Jedi Master Yoda how he so badly missed our unspoken intent.”
To that, Juna just yelled, “Ever hear the phrase ‘throw us a fricking bone’!” She shook her head at him, totally lost on how her attempts at settling a vision that haunted her had just leapt out of the airlock.  “Even he is fallible, you know!”
Juna couldn’t stand to look at him anymore, and so she turned away and mused in rage, “Un-fricking-believable!” She turned back around and pointed out, “The Jedi never made a move for Vhanba because they would have never won!”
“Did Jedi Master Yoda tell you so?”

“No!” And though Juna had a piece of the Grand Jedi Master still within her she could not access it to learn the exact truth. “But it would have been incredibly stupid on their part strategically! The Jedi move on Vhanba, Vhanba unleashes hell on the rest of the Republic!” She crossed her eyes, slapped her head, and nearly called Nach ‘Susan’. “Did you happen to forget what your people possessed in warfare? None of it was a bluff!”

“If Vhanba wanted a war, they would have waged it! The Vhinech had never become a serious problem until the arrival of Jurivicious Pern in Enothchild’s place!”

Juna stopped herself on that, rocked back onto her heels again. This time her rage just vanished. She suddenly did see herself, and Nadja Moranna, and the Jedi Order, and Anka-Dee Sura has blockades that prevented Enothchild Sarch from returning to Vhanba to save all of the people!

Nach shook her head and said, “Do not the Jedi seek a resolution of peace first and foremost?” He stood up now, stood up to emphasize how correct he was going to be in his observation, regardless if Juna disagreed with it. “My heart, and the hearts of my wives, have bursts upon the realization of our failure to save the lives of so many beings.”
“But what could have Enothchild had done,” begged Juna.

“He would have ENDED IT!” Nach took one step at Juna and just roared in her face. Juna shrunk back. He then appeared to remember himself and look around as if lost. “We have failed our son, and our people.” He snapped around and kicked his heavy wooden chair into splinters; he finally had lost control, but Juna never capitalized.

Nach looked at Juna with such great, slumping shoulders and said, “My Valk, my Valk said he could have ended it all with his heart.” 

Upon hearing that Juna gasped, stunned in complete silence for the remainder of the conversation. She clutched at her own chest and sobbed tearlessly. It was never Enothchild’s handsome face and large, nearly perfect physical form, or his valiantly as a Jedi and as Nadja’s loving husband that had drawn Juna to have ever loved him. It was his heart, and by that it wasn’t just a metaphor.
There were words but they could not be put properly together that could even begin to explain the feelings one felt when they had the opportunity to put an ear to Enothchild’s chest. It was not because the heart was so large an organ and that it beat thunderously in the Vhinphyc’s chest. Juna was certain only the Force sensitive could have felt the heart, felt the powerful purity that was in it. When they came together again and shared a bed Juna had no nightmares with her head resting so over his heart, such a peaceful heart! So many great, powerful, and wonderful words could be used to describe what she had felt from that heart, but never could she ever get those words together to describe it to others who had never had that pleasure of such a glory! On one hand, over the years, Juna had wished others could feel Enothchild’s heart, the true strength of him. She had wondered if Muriel, the few times she had hugged Enothchild, had ever felt that same power. Naressa had, and she had a longer exposure to the heart when she had been Enothchild’s lover briefly; with that, Juna suddenly wondered if her mother had just succumbed to such strength, and if so then Juna would surely, surely completely forgive her.

The heart beat no more.

Nach hid his true motives well when Juna had not.

“RAPIER TOWER TO LADY JUNA!” The voice rang loudly from the many comm systems throughout the room, making Juna jump because she was so locked into the moment that was supposed to reveal so much.
“Excuse me,” muttered Juna, but she really did not direct it towards Nach. The Vhinphyc, meanwhile, looked to her with astute eyes; he was satisfied, but he never smiled. She ignored Nach when she accessed the comm system at the nearest desk. “Lady Juna here. Go ahead, Gireage.”
Gireage, the Rapier Tower Chief, said, “We have a merchant vessel on approach to the manor-.”

Juna cut him off. “Gireage, Misses Arnes is running protocol. Why did you contact me about a ship?”

“My pardon, Lady Juna, but upon receiving their transponder Manor Security Systems went to End Code Four.” Gireage paused. “Whatever the hell End Code Four is, the hanger bay doors are opening to allow the ship in and our defenses shut down from stand by. And then a message popped on my screen: ‘contact Naressa J. Rapier immediately’ and finally a Family Code Solo.”

Juna took all the information with confusion until the last two parts. She asked, “It’s a merchant ship?”
“According to transponder, but it’s not one of ours and it don’t fit its transmitted profile. Its name is the Yudoaud’yoyodada. It hails out of Oartar.”

The name meant something to Juna and she said, “Gireage, alert our security personnel. Tactical Three, repeat, Tactical Three.” She switched the comm system to hail. “Muriel, we’re under attack!”

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

13 DAYS (CHAPTER 88.3)

Though the primary outer defenses of Rapier Manor had been deactivated it did not omit the interior defensive systems. The security ‘forces’ of Rapier Manor were no more than fifty well trained Nubian men with past military experience in either the Royal Nubian Volunteer Force or in the Republic Guard, equipped with the latest Rapier Technologies’ hardware from weapons to deep red Saberhide armor that covered them. The competent and highly advanced technology that secured Rapier Manor was one reason the need for a legion of security ground guards were unnecessary; the latest feminine occupants of Rapier Manor was reason number two. Most of the time the security forces patrolled the exterior perimeter at night; by day few were stationed strategically on the grounds. It was not quite time to patrol the grounds, so the combined forces rushed for the Hanger Bay quickly.
Dizzy, who let Muriel take care of Casper after what had happened earlier, was just putting the reshaped gang plate back on the Ruby Heirloom when he felt the air in the Hanger Bay shift towards the outer doors. His confusion doubled when the first round of security forces entered the bay, just before the Hailstorm’s Hauler was reaching its designated landing point. Flash indicators, along with homing beacons, alerted Alluetia where to land. Dizzy watched the ship hesitate in repulsor mode over the landing site, but the loud clang from the other end told the Sullustan that the outer doors were closed. There was no escape for the mysterious ship. Dizzy wasn’t sure if he could make it to Millennium Falcon to get his blaster. During his search for his weapon, he had an odd feeling that he had seen the newly arrived ship before….
Muriel arrived with more of the security forces around her. She moved past them and instructed, “Remember, we are at Tact-Three!” The guards kept there Hollow Chamber blaster rifles in an upright position. She saw Dizzy and said, “Stay right there, Dizzy!”

The Hailstorm’s Hauler finally touched down with a not-so-subtle lurch. Muriel took out her multi-purpose comlink, which rested right by her own Guardian blaster in a mock up holster on her hip and transmitted to the ship. “Captain of arrived vessel, this is Muriel Arnes of Lady Juna Angelleia’s security forces. Lower your ramp, and you and your three passengers are to come out unarmed.”
The transmission received on the other end came back. “This is Alluetia Hailstorm, Tidings Runner Ident 331 running in da blind eye: You got a lota nerve, lady? My transmit cleared me, per Slash Niner.”

The accent practically floored Muriel, surprised her: where had she heard an accent like that before? Ignoring it, Muriel said in her comlink, “Captain Hailstorm, there are two ways to do this. One, you come out as asked. Two” she nodded as if to nod to someone, and the tactical personnel deep in Rapier Manor activated the large Quiver cannons, dropping the large assembly from the ceiling of the Hanger Bay, pointing it impolitely towards the much smaller ship “we shoot first and forget any questions.”
There was a sigh. “I dunno what’s up, but I’m coming out.” Then she corrected as Muriel began to correct her, “We’re comin’ out.”

Footsteps brought Muriel around to see Juna arriving. The ramp was lowering at the moment, which momentarily had gotten Juna’s attention. The Sith Maiden said, “Have you made contact?”
“She calls herself Alluetia Hailstorm,” said Muriel quickly. “She’s acting like we wanted her here.”

Juna stopped Muriel with a raised hand as her senses caught something. She did her best to use her abilities, such as they were, but found she had to use a lot more of her power to accomplish her task. Juna’s yellow eyes brightened so that her black pupils and the whites of her eyes vanished behind the glow. If she were balanced, if she had better control over her powers, she wouldn’t have needed too much to detect anyone, let alone the two Vhinech on board; one of them considerably powerful in the light side of the Force; both, for whatever reason, very familiar to her. She, somehow, knew them both well.
“No Jedi,” said Juna, uttering her first fear of who the ship was. “But no less interesting.” Just as Alluetia was coming down the ramp, she looked to Muriel and then to the guards, “Dismissed. They are no threat.”

Muriel looked at Juna with apprehension. She didn’t think a ship with mysterious passengers that were able to deactivate Rapier Manor’s defenses was not a big deal; especially when no one knew who the hell these people were.

Alluetia felt Mathaniel’s hand, and the Tigra-Vhinech said to her in quiet desperation, “Stay behind me.” He didn’t wait for affirmation as brushed past her and took the lead. He felt a great darkness probe them; a tremendous evil, attached to the disturbance in the Force that he and Destiny felt. Poor Destiny practically attached herself to Nowen’s side, terrified, but Mathaniel urged her to come on out. Like it or not there was no escape from this evil; he figured they would all meet her -- it was a woman, he knew -- head on.
For a moment Juna watched the small scene unfold, and then it all slowed and some of the world grayed to monotone colors. She watched the Vhinech -- the strong one -- emerged from the ship and halt a middle aged woman that was too old for dyed hair. The Human did not matter to her; the Vhinech did. The Vhinech came into full view, and Juna saw a familiar face; Magus Parable!
Juna had known very little of Magus Parable; the only time she had seen the Tigress-Vhinech Magus, a Study of Pern, was when she was dead. Parable was instructed by Pern to watch over Juna while Juna recovered from being mentally tortured by Parable’s master. Enothchild had to kill an overly defiant and under trained Parable in order to save Juna. To Juna’s knowledge it was one of few things Enothchild had done he never liked as a Jedi, but this particular death, above all the others where he simply had no choice, was one he had always strongly regretted. Occasionally the subject would come up and go away when he and Juna had talked and something related in topic would bring it up, and the hurt alone quieted the Jedi Master. 
Parable was like so many Vhinech under Pern’s spell, caught between the promise of the Force’s two power divides and the tenets of their Path faith; she couldn’t choose between them to gain more power, and it was worse when she had always sought the approval of Magus Prophet and had never gained the dark side monster’s respect. Learning later that she had children had increased Enothchild’s bother, which became even worse -- it was possible -- when Enothchild tracked Parable’s husband and children down to take them to Sanctuary. That was a subject Juna never tried to get Enothchild to talk about twice.
Magus Parable carefully approached Juna, and then she was replaced by a taller, young, and careful Tigra in a blink of Juna’s eyes. Before the world sped up to her, she recognized him! The Tigra, this Tigra-Vhinech, was in her most recent vision!
Suddenly the anger Juna had been feeling every since she awoke more than a day ago was for the moment completely gone. So many questions, too many questions, filled Juna’s mind, along with unrealistic hopes and befuddling uncertainties. Most of the ideas and motivations behind them in her mind, very dark reflections and concoctions, were dismissed. She…
Before Mathaniel said anything in caution, Alluetia blew right by him. The much shorter, older woman got right in spittle distance of the dark side entity and like any fringe girl with temper to burn she went off. Ironically, even with accent intact, Alluetia speech came out nearly perfect. “I don’t know who the smeck you think you are but you got a lot of balls pointing your damn weapons at us with no fricking reason to do!”

“Alluetia,” began Mathaniel said, but the woman was too loud.

Alluetia began jabbing her finger into Juna’s chest. Juna, stunned, actually began taking steps back as she continued raining hell. “I got Slash Niner access to this place, you’re a fricking green hill Forty-Four Slash Seven, and you got weapons on me and on my ship well hell woman I could knock you the hell out for your violation of protocols and not get docked any pay I tell you what so you might as well get those glow in the dark contacts out of your stupid eyes and turn up the smecking heat it’s a damn burned freezer in this place!”
Muriel cleared her throat and put a firm hand on Alluetia’s chest and pushed the woman equal to her height gently back; Juna finally held her ground, bewildered at Alluetia’s unending diatribe. The red head said, “I was the one that raised Rapier Manor defenses-.”
“Oh, so you are the lucky one,” started Alluetia again -- Mathaniel was going to interrupt, but stopped because she started again, and not because Juna was looking at him. “Doesn’t any of you Edge Finders keep up on your espi-docs or are just a little too bored to be worrying about that you were about to shoot my damn head off! For crying out loud, you’re the ones that gave me the clearance code name: Googled Duck!”

“Take a breath, ‘Googled Duck’!” Everyone turned and looked over to Dizzy. The Sullustan was making his way over, limping still from the cramp, and wiping his hands clean with a dirty rag. There was a cocky grin on his face, and he felt another decade older when he heard that unhindered stream of hell bent without a period. “You’re not a kid anymore. And I still don’t think Puffy Advongard had ever got his hearing back.”
Alluetia did a double take and let her mouth drop. “Oh. My. God. It can’t be you!” She nearly ran over Mathaniel and Nowen who had taken up Mathaniel’s rear guard. She was in Dizzy’s arms in seconds. “Dizzy, you scoundrel!”

Juna turned to Muriel with an inquiring look. She asked, “But you don’t know her?”

Muriel shook her head, but there was something a little more to the red head’s head shake. She didn’t quite like Alluetia’s reaction to seeing Dizzy. She tightened her fists and said with a bit of a snarl on her lips, “Nope. Excuse me.” She didn’t walk over there, she stomped over there; she stomped over there like a jealous wife approaching her husband with one of his former hussies in his arms. She loudly cleared her throat when the hugging went on for too long.

“Hey, Muriel,” began Dizzy, releasing Alluetia, not even noticing the look in Muriel’s twitching eyes, “this here is Alluetia Hailstorm!  She used to hang around Montose Cot out of Bgingingran. She’s from Casper’s neck of the woods.”

Before Muriel could ever inquire more about this relationship, Alluetia snapped towards Dizzy and said bewildered, and in her old, Lonestar drawl “You don’t mean Casper Knightshade?”

“Sure do!” exclaimed Dizzy. “Fact is he’s down stairs in the hospital!”
“Wow talk about coinkedinks!”

“Hold it!” Muriel finally shouted out, trying to get everyone’s wild attentions back to focus. Mathaniel was still keeping his eyes on Juna, and Juna on him. Destiny stayed close to Nowen’s side, but she had to let go of the Guardian in order for him to mess around with his belongings.

Muriel looked around and was hit by an old Naressa saying. “What in the name of George Fricking Lucas is going on around here?” 
Muriel then saw Nowen putting on his Saberhide gauntlets. She looked past his beard and said, “Nowen? You’re Nowen.” Her eyes widened just as he gave her a Guardian salute, as she took note of Destiny and Mathaniel. “They’re-!”
“Vhinech, it’s all right,” said Juna to finish Muriel’s realization, both quickly and calmly. 

Dizzy snapped his attention towards the others from Alluetia’s ship; Alluetia looked around, still angry and completely confused. Nowen measured Juna carefully and his confusion was clear in his eyes. The only ones not confused at all were Destiny, Mathaniel, and Juna.
“You’re here for a very good reason, I suppose,” began Juna very diplomatically. She thought about smiling, but given Mathaniel’s uncomfortable silence anything that could be misconceived as a threat or impending doom had to be avoided. Juna remembered how Enothchild reacted to seeing, and sensing, Naressa for the first time. Casper was going through the long version of that meeting…

Juna kept it all in mind. She said, “A long, long way from home, from your people, from your family.” Mathaniel frowned slightly. Juna knew why and was quick to make the point. “It would be a rather pointless trip if you just turned around and left. Whatever it is that brought you to my home, it’s more important than your fear.”
Mathaniel licked his lips and opened his shaggy and ruined Magus robe. His hands casually went to his retractable knives. He said, “I don’t fear you.”

Juna finally smiled just a little. “You fear me, and you fear more than you know.” She could defeat him, kill him, but she didn’t want that. Mathaniel was in her visions; there had to be a reason for that. She stuck out her hand in friendship. She said with every ounce of goodly sincerity, “I swear to you, as Lady Juna Rapier Angelleia the First, the wife of Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch, the Keeper of Sanctuary, that no harm will ever come to you in my home, and I will do everything in my power to help you and your people, whatever the problem may be.”
Mathaniel blinked at all the platitudes. He heard Destiny gasp at the mentioning of Enothchild Sarch, and even his own stomach lurched on that name. He looked to Nowen, who now realized that it was Juna under all the Guardian armor. For whatever reason he looked to Alluetia, who just looked on with some impatience, but was also realizing that Destiny had let a gasp escape her Wookiee maw -- a very Human female like gasp.
“Please,” said Juna, gesturing with her hand. “I won’t hurt any of you, I promise.” And she truly meant it.

Mathaniel relaxed a bit when he considered everything. It had been a very long trip, and now that they were at their destination he faced an evil creature, standing before him with an outstretched hand. He had thought the journey was cursed. First Ryax and his allies stalked Destiny, forcing Mathaniel and Nowen to follow Wobble -- dear Wobble -- who gave chase after her. Wobbled died, Nowen was badly injured, and their way home was blocked, and Destiny could not go on alone. After many months, over many miles and unfriendly terrain, and many weeks stuck in Alluetia’s company, there appeared to be relief but it turned out to be one more diabolical plot of darkness. The question became how were they ever going to defeat this evil?
It was too much for the Vhinech Study. He really did not know what to do.

“Is-?” The small, quiet voice from behind Mathaniel startled him. Juna looked past him; the others did as well, to look at the source. The imposing Wookiee said in plain, womanly Basic, “Is the Keeper here?”

Alluetia’s mouth dropped down to her feet. Dizzy saw that and was confused at first. Then he remembered what Juna had said, and realized that Destiny was a Vhinech. Obviously, Alluetia was kept in the dark.

“My Husband,” said Juna, emphasizing Enothchild’s significance to her, “is here.” She didn’t go any further than that, not when she saw Destiny glow with the news.
Destiny was a bit confused; she couldn’t understand why Enothchild would be married to such a dark creature, as dark as the darkest of Vhinechs. But Destiny knew Enothchild to be not just a good being, but compassionately understanding and a great judge of character. Destiny thought Juna to be evil, and yet she sensed no deception here, no direct threat against her or the others. It could change, she understood, but with her understanding that Enothchild was alive she surely believed that the woman would never hurt them.

“Mathaniel,” breathed Destiny out, “it has been a long road. Remember who we are doing this for.” She let him feel her thoughts about this: how she trusted him to do the right thing, for their people.
Mathaniel turned to Juna and looked down to her armored hand. Sighing, he clutched it and said, “I’m Mathaniel Jarvis, Study under Magus Orrick, and Destiny, from the Vhinech colony of New Paradasia. Nowen here is our Guardian. Alluetia Hailstorm just got us here.” He shook Juna’s hand. “Our people are in need of your help.”
Juna looked to Muriel and couldn’t help to smile; apparently they weren’t the only ones suffering from some sort of unavoidable chaos.  Ironically somehow this made the whole situation plaguing them all refreshing, new, and for now not overwhelming. It was a change of pace, one in which they really wanted to know more about what was going on with the Vhinech than they wanted to deal with Magus Prophet.
“Then welcome to my home,” said Juna genuinely. A presence touched her mind, and so she added, “And you will find I welcome a host of beings in peace.”
Destiny’s gasped again and pointed towards the entrance of the Hanger Bay. Nach had followed Juna out of the room, but the woman outran him. Nach was old and slow, and he stopped at his room along the way to pick up the rest of his weapons; it was on the way. Sporting a few of the weapons did not give the Vhinech present a lot of comfort, let alone they were slowly facing a Vhinphyc. Destiny had always considered Enothchild just Enothchild, and not a Vhinphyc. Seeing other Vhinphyc, however, nearly made her urinate in terrible fear; a Vhinphyc was worse to see than sensing the evil of the Sith Maiden right in front of her.
Nach noted the Vhinech and slowed his rush, but he didn’t know what they were until Juna said, “There will be no renewing of old war hates in my home.” She turned to see that Mathaniel had indeed taken out his weapons; old and arcane, yet so dangerously effective in the learned Tigra-Vhinech’s hands. “Nach here is Enothchild’s father. And Nach, these two Vhinech come here for help. It’s all right. Everyone put weapons away.”
“Vhinech?” Nach really didn’t have his weapons out, but to the Vhinech, and to anyone else, Nach’s species was alone a weapon. He had thought he had won the night against the Sith Maiden, and then suddenly he was confronted by his past in the form of life. “Why here? Why now?”

Juna watched Mathaniel put his weapons away after she had made another insistence to do so with her hand. She was so certain that Mathaniel was here because he was destined to fight at her side, but then it struck her that the Vhinech would come as a Vhinphyc who had participated in their exploitation was here. There was no way that this was just some out of the blue oceans of Naboo coincidence. Nach, a participant of Dark Prophets, coming to save the day from one of those Dark Prophets could be passed off as a coincidence even though in Juna’s humbly dark opinion it was not. Now, with the arrival of Mathaniel, of Destiny, and their unspoken quest the waters were no longer so cloudy.
Juna just said between Nach and Mathaniel and to whomever was paying attention an elaborating point Enothchild had made to her time and time again, “There are no coincidences in the Force.”

The tension would remain constant for quite a long time long after this meeting of so many people. There was some relief when Alluetia Hailstorm slowly made her way to Destiny during the conversations, poked the Vhinech-Wookiee in the shoulder to get her attention, and finally said, “You can talk!”
