2 DAYS (CHAPTER 106.0)

The Debris of Cofka.

On pinpoint navigation charts Cofka was just another point location; a mere dot with a name next to it along with all the known and catalogued navigational points, surrounded by a boundary covering it’s known and self-controlled expanse covering many sectors. Thousands of years ago the pinpoint was a world with life surveyed by the earliest of Courscantian deep space explorations, named after one of the explorers. Ancient settlers during the great expansion years had their hearts set on Cofka, a lush, alive, and uninhabited world, but found -- both by accident and in their salvation for survival -- Naboo instead. 
Sometime between when Cofka was catalogued and the Human colonies had reached the system Cofka and its three fellow planets in the system were destroyed. Deepening the mystery was the lack of cause; the Cofka system was very young, gravitationally sound, and its star Nermal was young and still glowing; deepening it more was the amount of planetary debris was more than the original Cofka system itself possessed in total; the surrounding planetary systems were still intact, but affected by the debris. It was widely accepted, yet not completely proven above ninety-six percent, that the after affects of the ruination of the system was responsible for the sudden climatic shift that occurred during the days of feudal colonial Naboo that caused the terrible sand storms that lead to a period of both drought and famine – which provided the inspiration to the makeup to the lips application of the Nubian rulers Royal Face and finally united the Human population.

The expanse of the Debris of Cofka was uneven and vast, putting that pinpoint on the charts deep inside the catalogued boundary. Through the looking glass of the Hailstorm’s Hauler, most of Team Cofka took in the sight of gray space of Area Alpha, better known as the Queanner System; the outer most system within the Debris of Cofka. The graying appearance of space was due to the large quantity of fine dust that existed within the Cofka Influence; the dust visible and appearing more dense the closer one approached the stars of every system. They had arrived at the entry coordinates of their probe, dropping out of hyperspace for safety reasons; straight flight without comprehensive scanning of the flight path into the Debris of Cofka was suicide.

“There!” Alluetia was first to point out something of interest. It was a metallic object just off the front of the ship floated harmlessly by. “The compression LoHi transceiver relay from the probe.”

“Yeah, but the probe’s last position was four lightyears away from here,” added Muriel from behind Dizzy. She took note of her husband’s observations of the navicomputer. “Well?”

“Lots of cosmic static out there,” noted Dizzy. “I would give my left nut right now for some dust polish.”

The red head nodded. “We’re going to be swimming in some very dirty water.”

“Ditto,” sounded Alluetia. She looked at her readings and let a low whistle escape her lips. “Some spots in there have enough electricity running between particles to power this ship.”

Muriel sat back and added her eyes to the sensor readings. If there was a blessing, it was that the sensor package on the Hauler was very good; far better than the Millennium Falcon’s scopes. Still, it was as if trying to see silver at the bottom a muddy river. Long ranger sensors had to act like short-range sensors due to the energy interference that ran the spectrum, blocking and disrupting sensor energy.

“The Vhinphyc weren’t stupid when they programmed the Device to stay in there,” grumbled Muriel. She observed more analysis readings and concluded, “There’s no need for a cloaking device. It wouldn’t work in there anyways.”

Dizzy looked over his shoulder. “You mean that jive Nach said about it being invisible. I can’t see how you can hide a planet core.”

“We’ll have to ask him about it,” said Muriel. She turned on the ship-wide intercom. “Nowen, Nach, how are those shield modifications coming.”

Throughout the trip the two males had been working on augmenting the entire shielding system of the ship. It was Nowen’s idea, understanding that the particles of dust could either bombard the ship enough to damage it, or the discharges between particles and the ship’s own kinetic affect could create energy disruptions that could cripple the Hauler. Both Human and Vhinphyc were running bypasses from the engine cooling modules through the shield cooling system when Muriel made the call. Nowen got on the intercom in a few steps.

“Almost ready,” said Nowen. “Should be able to handle the medium at lightspeed if we don’t hit anything the size of a blaster.” Nach engaged the cooling fluid, and when the hoses did not leak, Nowen said, “It’s up. Any readings?”

Alluetia said loudly, “Yeah, we’re showing green!” She checked the harmonics, making sure she put them double front. Outside, dust in front of them scattered away from them for a considerable distance. “It’s working!”

Dizzy and Muriel was on their sensor readings, mapping the progress of the deflector shield’s progress. The field extended for fifty thousand meters and began to taper off. Its ranging affect maxed out far beyond a hundred thousand.”

“How’s the field holding?” asked Nowen.

“All at steady,” said Alluetia. She then watched her forwards sensor scopes with readings vanish. “Ah-oh.”

“What?”

“Same here,” said Dizzy with some dread. Muriel finally began to see it.

“Nowen, the deflector energy is blinding our forward sensors,” said Muriel. “Can you tune the harmonics?”

“Sure,” said Nowen from his position; the position of not being at the equipment. He turned to look at Nach and noted the Vhinphyc’s scowl being a little more scowling. “Uh, wait, stand by.” He switched off his com panel. “What?”

“Does the idiom cardiac bypass on a still warm cadaver send a signal,” asked Nach in no rhetorical terms. “An attempt on harmonic adjustment will short the entire system.”

Nowen conceded that; they had spent more of the trip bypassing every safety system and natural engineering set up to augment the shield system. Harmonics were the first trick they attempted, but the Hauler had a narrow band range. He nodded, flipped the switch back on and said, “Muriel-.”

“It’s all right, Alluetia just told me,” said Muriel in response; rather, Alluetia told Dizzy, and Dizzy translated it to Muriel. “It can’t be helped.”

Alluetia and Dizzy shared looks that both pilots and former smugglers knew too well. Alluetia volunteered, “If we do it, we won’t live long enough to know what we hit if we hit it.”

Nach’s voice resonated through the comlink system. “We will not cover the necessary sectors at sublight speed.”

“All I can say is plot carefully,” offered Nowen. “Hope nothing too big crosses our path in the meantime.”

Dizzy let out a long sigh and said, “Well…stupidity is an essential part of heroic acts.” He just threw his hands up at outer space. “Hell, we came this far.”

Muriel said, “Nowen, shut down the shields. We’ll plot a detailed course through this soup.” Nowen acknowledge, and soon the sensors were detailing the interstellar medium ahead of them. “We just got to plot around the larger, standing still objects.”

“If they are standing still,” reminded Alluetia, her drawl coming on really heavy. Space travel common sense was not lost on them; in space, nothing stood still in a fixed position. At any time a gravitational shift somewhere in the galaxy, or even outside the galaxy, could cause even the most massive of stars to shift to another sector in a matter of seconds. The debris, even the smallest of particles, had their own gravity and added to the affects of the greater gravitational field.

“Gives a whole new meaning to the term flying blind,” remarked Muriel dryly. Before long Nach and Nowen joined them in the cockpit since waiting for the mapping to be completed was going to take time. Nach remained standing since the seats in the cockpit were too small. “You done the best you could, guys.”

“Unfortunately,” noted Nach, “it is only shortening our time of action.”

“It won’t take that long to map four light years,” said Dizzy lightly. He looked at the screens when Nach gave him a knowing look. They both knew that mapping was not one-dimensional; four light years was actually four light years cubed; sixty-four total light years before factoring in all the moving constants. After that, if they discovered the probe in the general location of its last known coordinates, there were the remaining thousands of light years they would have to scan to find the Device, let alone the path to it.

After a few minutes of musing and scanning, the long-range sensors cried an alert. Alluetia looked at her screen and shared a look with Dizzy after he took a look at his readings. She said, “The dust is clearing.”

“What?” Muriel looked at her sensor readings; she felt Nach and Nowen crowd around her. 

On their respected screens they watched the long-range sensors worked better as on a different heading, where the dust dispersed. The dispersing was coming the other way; its point of origin still unknown as the path fully opened all the way to the Hauler. The energy in question was tremendous; enough to bother but not completely blind their sensors for light speed travel. Perfectly for at least hundred light years they could see a clear and unhindered path; so unhindered not even trace matter such as atoms were present. Preliminary indications were that the path was large enough to only accommodate the Hauler in a tight fit; the outer diameter was more or less a meter wider than the ship itself.

“Nach,” Dizzy slowly uttered with a twitching nervous left eyelid.

Nach first looked to his wrist computer; nothing new on it, and the time still counted down. He then said, “I would surmise it is the Device’s provocation.”

“It…opens a path to make it easier for threats to approach it?” asked Nowen seriously.

“I do not comprehend this measure any more than the rest of you,” assured Nach, which actually assured no one. If the Vhinphyc did not know it could not be good. “I will surmise that our entire flight path is clear.”

“I don’t doubt it,” said Muriel. “Question is why a way to it was provided?”

“If that thing provided it,” reasoned Alluetia, which was not necessarily a bad thought to think.

“I don’t think there are too many weapons out here crowding the field,” mused Muriel. She didn’t like invitations to battle such as this. They had little choice but to answer. “Well stupidity is an essential part of heroic acts.” Dizzy snickered has his wife echoed what he said just a few minutes ago. “Lay a course, prepare for the jump.”

“To where exactly?” stressed Alluetia. All they had was a starting point; guessing where to stop in hyperspace was just another form of suicide.

“We go to where we can max out sensors,” said Dizzy, all ready plotting the course. “Hundred light year hops.”

Sighing, Alluetia said, “Oh joy, just what I like ta do.” She switched the hyperdrive from manual to automatic, making the ship an absolute slave to the navicomputer. “Strap in, people, unless you enjoy bein’ jolted.”

Everyone but Nach took Alluetia’s advice. The Vhinphyc wisely stood just outside the cockpit door and leaned against the wall to brace himself. From her station, Alluetia re-activated the shields but turned the power down to a low setting. The sensors were still working on the low power, which such a low power setting was never recommended in space travel. The sensors continued to show that such a field was quite unnecessary. When the Hauler turned towards the plotted path everyone saw the tight corridor created for the Hauler’s benefit. Hyperspace was entered, and shortly afterwards it dropped out were plotted to exit. Everyone was jolted forward abruptly and then back and finally forward again as inertia the gravitational compensator could not account for battle them.

Blowing out his hidden displeasure, Dizzy chuckled, “That wasn’t too bad.”

Alluetia frowned and gestured towards the sensor readings. “We can only see, and plot, another hundred light years ahead. What do you think, three, four, five hundred more start stops like that?”

Muriel remembered the one question she wanted to ask. “Nach how is the Device invisible?”

“Yeah,” said Dizzy, “not like we want to go splat against it.”

“The surface, in theory, was to be glassed,” said Nach. From his vantage point he could see their looks of curiosity. “Think of a mirror. The surface is reflective like a mirror, but not so fragile as one. Given the shape of the Device, the energy waves round the Device while on board emitters generate an artificial representation of the space the Device occupies and it projects it back through the sensor’s energy field.”

“Sensors can’t tell the difference,” noted Nowen after some thought. “Visual scanning wouldn’t pick it up because the Device’s surface is vast. Can’t tell that much difference between the stars out here, even in the debris field.”

Muriel nodded and thought for a moment. Naressa had suggested that she use her latent Force senses to find the Device, but Muriel had extreme doubts about that. Her use of the ability was limited, and even if she didn’t doubt herself she couldn’t guarantee she could stop the ship going light speed from crashing into the massive Device in time. She couldn’t guide them, not like Juna and Naressa would….

Guidance.

In that there was a truth that occurred to her. She took one look at Nach while thinking like Naressa. She said to Dizzy and Alluetia, “Along this vector, projected, what’s the next system?”

“We don’t know,” said Alluetia. “It’s a guess.”

“Then guess.”

Cringing, Dizzy brought up the navigation charts. “Best guess: Sen-Cor three two three. Fifteen lightyears. About five degrees downward from the cleared path.”

Muriel rubbed her chin and said, “We should be able to do some creative navigation off that.”

Alluetia shot Dizzy a look. Dizzy sputtered, turned in his chair and said directly to Muriel, “Well, yeah, if you wanna crash the motivator’s safety system.”

Under her breath, Alluetia said, “Crash us more like it.”

“Besides, what’s our exit point?”

“That fifteen light years,” said Muriel. “Point is I just want the navicomputer to think we’re going there, and we aren’t.” Sighing, she said, “Can you do it?”

“Well…well yeah, Hon,” said Dizzy, turning back around, flashing a look at Nach and Nowen; the other males did not look like they liked the idea either. However, the start-stop hyperdrive jumps weren’t anything they were looking forward to either. He looked to the pilot; Alluetia shook her head just a little.

Muriel said, “Trust me. I trust my instincts on this, like Naressa told me to.”

On that, Dizzy gave up and began to bypass the navicomputer’s warning systems. Alluetia mumbled, “I hope you know what you’re doin’.”

Dizzy laid in the course after doing some creative trickery with the navicomputer, which in turn bypassed the hyperdrive motivator’s first response option on the alluvial damper. Though smugglers and other rogues had bypasses on the emergency systems Alluetia had gone against the norm, even though as a Tidings Runner it often required such insane tactics. Everything was in place after he passed the heading and exit point to Alluetia.

“Well,” said Alluetia nicely, “nice meetin’ you all.” She grabbed the control levers, pulled them back, and they were in hyperspace.

The time ticked away at such a slow pace due to the anticipation of sudden death. Entry into hyperspace was smooth, and the familiar tunnel of hyperspace before them did not ease their collective heart muscles. The calmest of the group was Muriel; still, her heart was beating in her ears. They covered considerable ground in ten seconds, and then the Hailstorm’s Hauler just stopped. They did not revert back to real space slowly. The ship just stopped.

After everyone’s life flashed before their eyes they came to several conclusions once their safety harnesses drove them back flat into their chairs; for Nach, he took a trip down the corridor to the back upon the sudden stop. First they realized that their brains had not collectively ejected out of their respected heads through their eyeballs. Secondly the safety harnesses and the alluvial damper both worked in the event of distress. Finally, they were alive.

Computer systems took over and forced them to sit through an automatic reboot. Alluetia, however, took one look outside expecting, quite literally, a supreme being’s hand holding the ship. The space they occupied was very clear to the naked eye; the Debris of Cofka bordered the clear region, the dust given away by the pulsar spinning several light years away, its incredibly powerful light still coherent enough after traveling such a long distance.

“My opinion,” muttered Alluetia, rubbing her breasts briefly from the straps bruising them, “I woulda enjoyed the hops.”

“Same here,” noted Nowen.

“It would be wise not to do that any time soon,” third motioned Nach. He pulled himself through the hatch door and got Muriel’s attention. “You gambled that the Device would stop us.”

Stretching her arms out at the shoulders, Muriel said, “Yeah, I did.” Everyone looked at her, waiting for an explanation. Since the computers were still rebooting they had time. “I think the Device is guiding us to it.”

“What?” asked Alluetia, puzzled.

“Look, Vhinphyc technology can detail minute things thousands of light years away, and it can pull ships out of hyperspace with artificial gravity wells.” Muriel gestured towards the outside. “It can even clear light years of debris out of our way to lead us to it.”

Nowen understood and looked at Nach. He said to the others, “It’s detected the big guy here.”

“A ship, makin’ conclusions and actin’?” noted Alluetia.

“Your androids make such critical thinking decisions,” retorted Nach. “Several of your militaries use fighters with no life forms in direct control of them-.”

“I got it, I got it,” relented Alluetia. The systems came back online. “Just don’t like the idea, datall.”

“Ambush?” Nowen looked to the others after continuing Alluetia’s thought.

Nach slowly shook his head. “If we were a threat to it, it would have let us simply crash into it.”

Dizzy piped up, “If it’s out there. You were right: sensors say nothings there. This ‘clearing’ though is just about perfectly round, covering quite a few Nubian Units.” He referred to the average distance between Naboo and its star; ninety-five million miles equaled one N.U. “There’s wobble to it, so we can’t say the damn thing’s in the center.”

“It isn’t,” said Muriel after considering the view before them. Nothing there, nothing promising, and nothing to give the Device away, but she felt it was there. She closed her eyes, put aside her doubts, and imagined her feelings stretching from her body. There was something, and in her mind there were lines around them, lines that bend around objects such as the Hailstorm’s Hauler, or by objects far away. “It’s close.”

“You would think if it is detecting Nach,” pointed out Nowen, “it would tractor us in or give us a clue where it is.”

“Perhaps it is not only I it senses,” noted Nach. He nodded towards Muriel, who still had her eyes closed, her mind open. “This may be a test, to ascertain loyalty, to see if I am in control.”

Muriel only said, “Throttle forward, Alluetia. Slowly, though, thrusters only.”

Alluetia proceeded forward, moving her ship with continuous thrusters, reaching the equivalent of mach twenty before she halted thrust and let inertia take them. Sensors and affixed points hinted at their movement, but nothing told them of danger ahead. As time passed that feeling of not knowing crept into their collective conscious. They really wanted Muriel to open her eyes and tell them to…

“Stop! Stop!!”

Alluetia reversed thrust after Muriel had suddenly cried out after two hours of nothing. Everyone looked towards the red head for an answer. She dabbed the sweat from her brow and let herself slump in the chair.

“Its right there,” she said with a head nod. “Right in front of us, more or less.” On a hunch, she told Alluetia, “Very, very slow approach. If it wants us, it will take us. But only if; we need time to move if necessary.”

The pilot did as told. The ship crawled in the vacuum of space straight ahead. After some considerable time and distance covered there was a flash of light. Allueita stopped the ship.

“There!” Dizzy pointed out of his side of the cockpit, more to his right. The source of the flash of light was the outer door to the Device opening, and now a tiny speck of light existed to indicate where they had to go. “Farther away than it looks, but this has to be it.”

“It is,” said Muriel. “Let’s go inside.”

The Hauler made the proper course correction and made its way quickly to the light source. They reached it to discover the entrance to a docking bay and landing facility that was quite enormous. Closer and closer they got, and upon crossing the light threshold they briefly saw the Device’s outer surface through the dorsal port window on top of the cockpit; it went on seemingly forever, and then there was rock.

Ahead the ship traveled through a considerable distance of metallic ore. The walls were perfectly smooth and glassy, casting a reflection of the ship back at it. It foretold of the Device’s great density in hull, and clearly no known weapon in the Republic’s arsenal could penetrate it. The Hauler, so small and insignificant, landed close to the furthest interior wall. Sensors detected a breathable, quite chilly atmosphere outside of the ship. Somehow they knew the ‘atmosphere’ was going to be cold metaphorically even before the sensors told them.
Welcome to the Device.
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Nach stepped out of the Hauler as soon as the ramp lowered and touched a surface that reminded him of polished marble. His exhales revealed a fog of heated air mixing with the cold place. He thought of Vhanba at the moment, realizing that perhaps the climate in the vessel was set to mimic the late world. Fortunately for the others there was no snow and the floor was not slick with ice. His booted feet found the surface of the floor to be deceptively smooth when in fact it was engineered to have grip.

The others came down the ramp before Nach had ever told him that it was clear. The group had the appropriate gear with them for the environment, yet still they really didn’t expect the winter-like ‘warmth’ to greet them – they were accustomed to ships being perfect in temperature and in humidity. Each carried packs, but Nowen and Muriel carried more on them in terms of offense. Though their Saberhide was not locked in place it could still protect them, and they carried much heavier blaster rifles than the kind Dizzy and Alluetia carried. Muriel’s extra advantage, the sleek lightsaber Juna had constructed for her, hung clearly from her belt. 
There had been still some debate whether to let the two pilots come along, but it was thought wise not to split up the team for any reason. On the other hand the odds were better that one person out of five could make it far enough to stop the Device than one out of three. Still even the Forceless felt the doubt amongst the group; one of them was going to stay if offered the chance to.

Stopping the Device was not entirely discussed in detail. Nowen, after taking a look around them, got close to Nach and asked, “So what’s the plan, find the control room?”

“Quiet!” Nach seethed through tight teeth quietly. He had expected the Sullustan to open his big mouth, not the highly trained proficient killer. Instincts should have overrode curiosity. He turned his body about towards everyone and mumbled, “We are not unaccompanied.”

Alluetia took a step back, her one foot pointing towards the ramp, ready for a retreat. Dizzy couldn’t blame her. Alluetia was just a pilot, a ferryperson for those willing to risk their necks for the Jedi Order; she was ten years past the ‘running-for-her-life-every-second-of-everyday’ phase of her Human existence. By no means was Alluetia Hailstorm a trained soldier. Still, Dizzy was not either, and he was a good twenty years past running like an idiot, yet here he was ready to do it again. He nearly told her to go back to the ship, but her eyes looked past him.

Alluetia was watching Nach slowly walked forward with his large cannon. The Vhinphyc took the position of trap activator, but Muriel stopped him. She said, “You know this place inside and out. Fall back, I got this.”

Nach shook his head. “If there are traps your frail body will not withstand them.”

She pointed out, “But your body will?” Muriel’s point was very sound; militarily speaking, the smartest of trap setters designed their traps to, in the most basic premise, to stop them, their kind, their species. Any trap set in the Device was going to be set to stop a Vhinphyc. Anything that could stop a Vhinphyc was going to more than likely stop anyone else.
Nowen stepped passed them and hurried, ending the debate between Muriel and Nach. He reasoned that Nach knew the layout and Muriel had the Force; they were too important to play point man, and he didn’t feel like sacrificing innocent civilians Alluetia and Dizzy. He noted the long, sectored door at the near wall and approached it with a readiness.

“Nowen,” cooed Muriel, but she all ready knew why he was doing it. She and Nach crept behind. Alluetia and Dizzy lagged a good ten yards to bring up the rear.

From afar, the door appeared to have no means of control to open it, close it, lock it, or bypass it. It was one of a series of doors immediately linked to each other where one, a few, or all of them could open up at the same time. Ideal situations for the set up were apparently based on how many troops were to exit the interior.

“What is behind door number one?” asked Nowen to himself. He only assumed the door would automatically open upon his approach. Instead a Vhinphyc appeared out of thin air right smack before him. Weapon was raised, but Nowen held his fire when he understood it was merely a hologram.

“There is no entry for you, Ignorant,” said the holographic image of a male Vhinphyc in Basic, sporting Dizzy and Muriel noted an outfit similar to the garb Helle wore but with a lot more prestige on it. He was old by Vhinphyckian standards, but a lot cleaner than Nach. “Know your place, and allow your better, Nach'cht'musik Allegro'con'brio, to confront me.”

Everyone shared a look except Nach; the Vhinphyc was not surprised at all that the Device knew him. He urged Nowen to stand aside and let him face what was before them. He knew exactly who the dead Vhinphyc was. “General Higorgarian Evagan'wiwsk'shavage'anute.”

“Helle’s dad?” questioned Dizzy. “Is he-?”

“Still very dead,” said Nach; the hologram of Higor did not deny the fact. “The Device indeed sensed me and is using the general’s visage to communicate.”

“[You are correct],” spoke Higor in Vhinphyckian.

“Speak in the Ignorant’s tongue,” demanded Nach forcibly, as if Higor was really there. “There will be no secrets from them.” He regretted to many extents talking this way about allies, but he had no choice. “They are Ignorant, but they are my friends.”

Higor looked at him thoughtfully. “As you aspiration. I must give you caveat that they will not enjoy the information I converse to you.” His image flickered, but beyond that it was very difficult for the others to tell it was a hologram, and that a computer was running its emotions.

“They have no joy being in this suffering, it is our people’s malice that forces their action,” said Nach. “As it does mine.”

Higor said, “For the sake of your son.” Nach stood up a little taller, and he wished it were the real, living Higor in front of him. “I know of the one born from your wife. Such mating and birthing was unauthorized. Your punishment will be executed.”

As the group had figured Vhanba knew of Enothchild. The Vhinech agents Sesche had on Coruscant ran deep, and Enothchild was just too well known in his adult life to miss. It did not explain why the Vhinphyc chose to ignore the fact, but clearly the information was passed on to the Device because it was aware.

“Such mating and birthing is a mute discussion,” retorted Nach. “You are the image of Higorgarian Evagan'wiwsk'shavage'anute, projected by a machine, and a machine providing thought to give the image life. As a machine, you know I am not here for speaking.”

“I comprehend,” said Higor plainly. “You are here to deactivate me.”

A chime rang from Nach’s wrist computer. He looked at it, taking note that the countdown had stopped. He did not believe it was going to be that simple. “I have come to deactivate you. The Legacy Virus no longer functions.”

The image of Higor craned his head. “My action is not predicated on the Legacy protocol.”

The sound of the docking bay doors closing turned everyone around on their heels. They saw the universe vanish behind the outer shell of the Device, and then the large rock tunnel they flew through slowly close together. Alluetia and Dizzy looked to the others, ready to run back into the ship as soon as they decided to run. Both Muriel and Nowen hopped a bit, looking to Nach for confirmation, hesitating because they were caught in a crossroads of indecision. Unfortunately any attempt to escape was fruitless.

Nach turned back to Higor and said, “Do you believe shutting me in will prevent me from ending this?”

Higor considered Nach before answering. “Do you not comprehend what you have done?”

“No. You tell me. I know you will.” The others slowly came to Nach’s side, very interested in hearing what was going to be exchanged.

Higor let his head turn from right to left to right to left in admonishing speed to show disapproval. “I should have perceived your undying hate for the Ignorant would not have been enough to motivate you to see their ends to the finish.”

“My Valk'ries'sol opened my eyes to your treachery,” shot Nach back.

“A mere clone should not have altered your perceptions!” Higor frowned at the thought. “You are still that child I spent great resources to rescue, for only a child would succumb to the mere touch of a female. You are a coward.”

“The opinion of a machine? What exactly is that worth in tactical value?” Nach snorted and looked to the doors. “Either open them, or I shall.”

Higor looked at him oddly again. “Do you not comprehend what you have done?”

Everyone felt a subtle shift under their feet. There was a quite sound growing steadier and louder all around them. Dizzy postulated, “We’re moving.”

“Moving!” Alluetia found herself agreeing with Dizzy the moment she recognized gravitational compensation energy adjusting against her body. “Yeah, we’re moving.”

Nach looked to his wrist computer again. Before when it had stopped they had less than two days; the countdown was now all zeroes. He looked at Higor, thought for a few moments, and said coldly, “I comprehend now.”

Higor did not confirm it in any way, vanishing. Nach showed his wrist computer to the others before he took it off for good, dropping it right at his feet on the smooth rock deck. Muriel figured it out and looked to Nowen, who nodded once he figured it out. Nach turned around with complete disappointed on his stern features, looking very defeated.

“What?” Dizzy looked around. “What do we fricking ‘comprehend’ here?”

“The generals’ last laugh,” said Muriel pointedly. “We set off the trap. That transmission signal about the countdown was to draw Nach here.”

“Either I, Enothchild, or the both of us,” corrected Nach.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa,” started Alluetia, getting attention from the rest. “You mean to tell us that this big ass thing was just bait?”

“Yeah, and we just all bit the hook,” said Nowen in disgust.

Muriel explained, “The Vhinphyc knew Enothchild existed, and they had a good idea Nach passed some information to Enothchild in how to face them. With the Cure, the Legacy Virus was worthless. That’s why the hologram said the Device didn’t act on the Legacy. General ‘anute, or somebody else, must have programmed this thing to act when a Vhinphyc life form is near, or on board.”

“Activated upon the destruction of Vhanba,” Nach broke in. “Perhaps its instructions governed by the Last Command.” He worked his mouth around it. “This machine drew out the last traitor. They desire to make me bare witness to the destruction of the Ignorant I had decided did not deserve my anger. Myself, and if not I then they wished to destroy my only Son.”

“So,” Dizzy flubbed, “why the countdown?”

“To pressure me into action,” said Nach. He then shook his head. “They knew where I was coming from.” He pointed at the obvious; the wrist computer; they tracked them, or at least the Device had, by it. “They had given me more than enough time to reach this galaxy, comprehending that I would not let my son face this threat alone. The attack would have commenced with me or not. With me, it is sooner than later.”

Alluetia just dropped her mouth. “You sayin’ that this big mess of trouble is bein’ used to get back at you!” When Nach nodded, she just causally said, “I’ll start the engines.”

“We’re trapped in here,” reminded Nowen. “We wouldn’t get through that door.”

“He’s right, Alluetia,” stressed Dizzy. He pointed at the enclosed rock that shielded them from the door. “We’re under a couple miles of iron rock. Only way out is by somehow getting control of this thing.”

“We do not have such time,” stressed Nach. He turned and went to the door partition, and to his surprise it did open for him. He stood at the entrance and peered down the narrow hall of nothingness.

He turned to the others and stated flatly, “The Device must be terminated, even at the expense of our own lives. We must be that single minded in our objectiveness.”

“Okay,” began Muriel, not really thrilled with Nach overstating the obvious, “I’m all for that, but I’m also wondering how we’re going to do it. Control room? Reactor? What will take the least amount of time to get to, under the circumstances?”

Nach thought, and then said, “The reactor would take too long to reach.”

“Probably too big to blow up anyways,” offered Dizzy, taking a side by Muriel. He offered his own expertise as a starshipwright. “I think foul up a regulator. Overheat it. Cut lines. Whatever.”

Nach thought it over again. Dizzy had to be the smart ass. “Did you, like, not think it through?”

“I have,” stressed Nach. “I am considering the possibility of using your ears to clog up the moot compositors.”

Dizzy just mumbled, “Well that won’t work you big dummy.”

“Excuse me for a moment,” said Muriel to Nach. She then reached over and cuffed Dizzy in the back of the head. She hadn’t done it in a while. In fact, she did it again. “And that’s for running out earlier with Juna.”

Dizzy retreated back to Alluetia. He usually didn’t mind the slapping because he normally asked for it. However both slaps had some authority behind them; a little more muscle behind them than usual. He didn’t know whether Muriel was just too keyed up or was really mad at him. “Geez offer constructive criticism and get a jack slap for the trouble! Am I wrong?”

Alluetia shook her head thoughtfully, and then she looked past Dizzy and said, “Hologram’s back.” Everyone looked, but there was no hologram. Alluetia cuffed Dizzy in the back of the head.

“Hey!” Dizzy gave Alluetia a look. “What was that for?”

“Dun know,” she admitted. “But it’s a stress reliever.” She blew through her mouth, and actually felt a little more relaxed. She looked at Nowen. “Try it.”

Nowen only laughed and joined Muriel and Nach in musing over what to do next. Dizzy only flattened his large ears at a giggling Alluetia as they approached the doorway Nach stared down. Ideas of slapping both females’ wide open butts went away when the Sullustan noted how forever the corridor before them looked.

“Well,” wondered Muriel.

“I will know more on what to do when we breech the other end.” Nach stood up and ready his weapon. “I will take the point. There should be no danger here. Just a very long walk.”

“Walk?” questioned Nowen. He was referring to how much time they had before the Device reached Coruscant.

“The propulsion system is based on the same designs found in our smaller vessels. It will take less than a day for the Device to reach Coruscant.” Nach considered the corridor when an echo of unknown origin reached their ears. It sounded metallic, but the distance made the sound undistinguishable, even to Dizzy’s overly sensitive ears.

Nach turned to the others and said, “I am uncertain why the Device is allowing us to enter. I am certain it is not going to allow us to just dance along in.”

Dizzy interrupted and said, “You mean waltz right in?”

“You mean defenses,” said Nowen. “What kind?”

“Psychological,” assured Nach. He stared at every single one of them very hard. “You must not hesitate to kill that is not one of us, regardless of its size and form. If you cannot make that promise, stay here now.”

After a few seconds the obvious choice to stay spoke her mind. “I,” began Alluetia, clearly ashamed as this was a hit on her pride, “I can’t go in there.” She felt compelled to explain herself. “I’m no good in such situations. I just fly ships.”

Nach tried not to grumble, but he stowed his opinion. Muriel had assumed Alluetia was not the type to undertake such a mission. Alluetia was old, and mentally she was very fragile. On that note she took her own husband into account; Dizzy had his best legs under him a couple months ago, perhaps his last running hurrah.

“Okay,” said Muriel with a nod. She looked to Dizzy and said with compelling eyes, “She shouldn’t be alone.”

“Agreed,” said Nowen. Nach said nothing; he kept looking down the corridor.

Dizzy could just feel the weight of decision falling squarely on him. He was more than willing to go in with them, and they wouldn’t have left him out of the mix. Still, the old Sullustan had to take into account that he could be a liability. Muriel had to worry about other backsides and not just her own. She would put a priority on his.

“I’ll stay,” said Dizzy with a nod. “I’ll keep a close eye on this doorway. Make sure those nasties in there don’t cut off your only escape route.”

“Sound decision,” said Nach, who then proceeded forward with hurried steps to take point. Nowen was quick after him.

“Nice grumpy gus,” mused Alluetia.

Muriel sighed and said, “He is because he still believes everyone should be here, and every one of us that is here should go.” She grimaced. “He’s convinced we’re not going to get out of here.”

Dizzy just shook his head. “He only offers a point, which I can’t blame him.” He looked around their desolate location. “But there’s a way out of anything. I can’t imagine this thing is just a large transport that lands or crashes.”

“’Where they make tunnels’,” quoted Alluetia, bringing out a Sullustan saying, “’there’s a place for the potty’.”
“Well, if it’s a sewer we have to go through,” mused Muriel, giving the entire place a once over look.

“You’ll only pretty it up,” joked Dizzy.

Muriel turned to Dizzy, smiled, and said, “I’ll be back.”

“I know,” he said with a shrug. He then closed his eyes and puckered his lips.

After a sudden feeling of emotions, Muriel just slapped him instead of kissed him. Startled, Dizzy rubbed his cheek and said, “Smeck, woman!”

“I’m…I’m sorry,” said a puzzled Muriel. “I love you, and yet, out of the blue, I hate you too.” She chuckled at the feeling, shrugged her shoulders, and shook her head. “I don’t know why.”

Dizzy continued to rub his face. “Well, save the bitch slaps for the bad guys, will ya? Cheese-Its!”

She couldn’t waste anymore time on the subject, but after turning around she wished she had. Muriel couldn’t quite understand her reactions to Dizzy just now. All she knew was it was his fault. Whatever ‘it’ was, ‘it’ was his fault. Only thinking about the dangers ahead got her mind off the confusing situation.

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

0 HOUR (CHAPTER 106.2)

“They’re in.”

Juna’s words reached the collection of Casper, Enothchild, and Mathaniel as they all meditated in the same chamber in the ship’s midsection. The gathering of different approaches and energies so close together was as a practice frowned upon, but the Jedi commonly did it as a team to assure uniformity. It was Enothchild’s suggestion, having seeing the practice work in person with the Headbangers; with time, those members had a feel for their teammate without having to rely on a Force link, or using considerable concentration of the Force to locate them. Against an unmeasured foe they needed as much unity and focus as they could all collectively muster. There was no need to touch; just sharing the space within the Universal Force was enough. Destiny’s obligation was to the piloting of the ship, she did not participate.

They opened their eyes to find Juna looking past Casper sitting across from her. Through her eyes she could ‘see’ Team Cofka discovering the Device, figuring out how to enter it, and then she saw the time on Nach’s wrist computer go right to zero. She could make out the Device, and it was as big and powerful as Nach had described to her. Clouds drifted into her perceptions as the light side beings around her began to train their focus on her, blinking her out of her far sight state.

Contemplating all the she saw, Juna breathed out, “The trap has been sprung. The Device is moving for Coruscant.”

“How long?” asked Enothchild, feeling a bit of twist in his stomach.

“A day, at least,” said Juna. Before Mathaniel went to do anything in an attempt to ask Destiny how much longer it was to Nal Hutta, Juna grabbed his wrist and said, “Less than an hour to our destination, Mathaniel.”

The Tigra-Vhinech dropped to both his knees again, as oppose to the other three who had taken a cross-legged postures in order to meditate. The others, too, had heard him speak quietly in prayer; the Vhinech Order prided itself on keeping the Path practices of praying in their training. He had shown no ill affects from kneeling the whole time.

Still, since the start of the trip, Mathaniel still held apprehension. “You don’t think this fight is going to take an entire day, do you?”

Enothchild said in wisdom, “Some fights are sprints, others are marathons. Either way, we must take the race to our opponent.”

“And win,” stressed Casper.

“Yes,” agreed Enothchild, but he added, “but how do we define our victory?” He looked amongst the other three and stressed, “The importance of winning the race is based on many factors; most importantly, strategy. Will our victory be based on Rune’s end, or is it simply a matter to turning the Republic back on?”

“Turning the Republic back on has to be priority now,” offered Casper. “Coruscant’s defensive measures may not be enough, but something is better than nothing. And if Coruscant falls, there must be a rally from the rest of the galaxy.”

Though everyone else was more than willing to at least consider alternatives, Juna was flatly adamant. “Rune must be killed before we take any measures to turn the Republic back on. She won’t let one of us simply tackle the matter while the others distract her. It will require time to understand how it works.”

“What makes you believe she hasn’t ruined the means to reverse the problem,” offered Mathaniel logically. “We are moving on the assumption that there is a way to correct the issue.”

Juna could only explain it by saying, “Because I would know.” She really didn’t feel up to explaining the intricate details of her dark intuitive senses, or her own gut instincts for that matter. She couldn’t blame the doubt she saw in Mathaniel’s eyes and in Casper’s eyes. Casper had to know what she meant when she blurted out that she didn’t remember who Faradi was. Even after extensive meditation the gap in Juna was still significant, but little bits of Faradi Nimh still remained in her; those bits and pieces that confirmed where Juna had come from, not necessarily Faradi’s knowledge and experiences. Before, she could have told Mathaniel exactly why his fighting style would give Rune fits; now, she only had a feeling it would; there just simply was no context.

“Look,” she said after a brief pause, “I know this woman. Like me she wouldn’t get rid of an asset. She also knows that if I don’t sense there is no way to save the day I wouldn’t have come.” She looked at her husband briefly. “She knows Enothchild won’t let so many suffer to an end. She wants this particular confrontation to prove she’s the better. She wants us to believe there’s still a chance to save everyone. The most convincing way of doing that is having that chance exist.

“But I promise you all,” and she looked at Enothchild as well to include him, to let him know he wasn’t exempt from this, “we won’t win if one of us is too busy trying to turn the Republic back on.”

Juna then nodded towards Casper. “Casper and I are the only ones here with the real capability to understand what software might be involved, what measures might be in place that may hinder us. It is vital, VITAL, that at least one of us two is alive at the end.” She did not apologize to Mathaniel or to Enothchild for excluding them. When it came to the truth, Juna had always expressed it; especially before a battle. “Only way to ensure that is absolute defeat of Rune.”

Enothchild nodded in agreement. He amended, “We might have a Hutt problem during the battle, or afterwards. Never can tell.” He reached up and rubbed the hairs of Nadja Moranna on his right horn in thought. He noted, out of the corner of his eye, that Juna approved with a smile; she respected, as well as loved, the fact he still thought of his first wife. “Make no mistake; once we win, we won’t have time to wait around for a tech from the Republic to figure out what to do.”

“We’ll land on that planet once we find it,” said Juna with a bit of an edge towards the Hutt threat. She could take care of the Hutts with very little problem. She even thought of preemption; who was going to miss such despicable, slime-producing, amoral slugs if they were to suddenly become extinct?

But that was the problem for Juna. She ‘knew’ she could wipe them out, but the how had been located in that gap that Rune once occupied. The gap affected how she could channel those other secrets within her. She could almost hear their voices….

“Make no mistake,” started Juna again, “there will be casualties.”

Enothchild entered, “We will do our best to watch over each other, and to end this nightmare.” He looked to Casper and nodded once. “For justice.” It was in his mind the justified reason.

“For justice,” agreed Casper. He looked to Mathaniel.

“For justice, yes,” said Mathaniel.

“Vengeance,” uttered Juna coldly, expressing the emotion that was most clear in her heart. She was the first to stand in indicate that their little gather was over, and in typical Sith fashion she did not excuse herself from the rest when she entered the next room over.

“My pardon,” whispered Mathaniel to Enothchild, apologizing before hand, “but I do not envy your burden.”

Enothchild took no offense and patted the young man on the shoulder. Mathaniel and Casper took their leave for the cockpit while the Vhinphyc went to his wife. Though their time and meditation together had some positive affect on them as a team, the group was still awkward in existence.

It could not have been more obvious to Enothchild than in any other time in his memory. He had been a part of many ‘mix bags of nuts’ as Nadja would affectionately call the mission groups. The Headbangers were collectively someone that knew someone that knew someone else; with philosophical differences in the Force but with the exception of Glace Culot they were all Jedi. Last year was really different and somewhat confusing with Enothchild, Dizzy, and Muriel teaming up with Ros and Casper, and then later adding Naressa; the dark side element on their side really challenged the Jedi. Even Enothchild had to admit that to himself; he wasn’t used to it, even when he knew Naressa.

Tatooine was not too weird for him, but there was still that feeling, that trained-in feeling, that siding with darkness was not right. It was somewhat reaffirmed with Juna’s admission of vengeance not echoing the Jedi and the Magus call for justice. The debate of justice being a legalized form of revenge was so overplayed all were glad that it hadn’t come up.

Entering the room Juna stood in the middle of with her back turned to him, Enothchild said, “They don’t think less of you. It’s just strange to them.”

Juna absolutely knew what Enothchild was talking about. She sighed, turned around to look at him, and said honestly, “If I agreed with you all, it would be a lie.”

“I know, it’s all right,” he assured her. Enothchild put his left arm around her shoulders, careful not to let his skin touch her by making certain his tunic draped around her first. “I must admit my own difficulties adjusting to you.” He then assured her doubly, “But it helps that you’re my Wife. It’s less distressing than fighting alongside your mother.”

Curious, Juna asked, “Why? Was it…just the darkness?”

Enothchild considered his answer, and he decided on the truth. “There was always the feeling that Naressa would betray me.” Juna stiffened tightly to the statement. He assured her by saying, “Old prejudices die hard.”

Yet Juna took what he said a little too close to heart. She did not have the vision she had before, of Naressa absorbing Enothchild, since Enothchild’s return. The memory of it was very clear in her mind, vivid even in its not-too-revealing detail. She had assumed it was not going to happen since her mother was not with them.

“I don’t understand,” she said uncomfortably. She pulled away from him, unsure how to take what he was going to say.

Enothchild was regretfully that he even brought it up, but he gave up on regret quickly. “When it came to you, if her choices were to save you or save me, she wouldn’t hesitate on her choice regardless of the circumstances. There were a few tense moments last year on Prophet’s ship, a few times I thought she was going to chose between you and the rest of us.” His face grew a little sad. “Ros…I had never seen his head-tails so stiff in tension.

“I had great faith that Naressa would not let us die in exchange for your life. Then again she had no real choice in the matter; you were in a Force Enhanced Coma. Only Dizzy could have carried you. Still, the idea was there. It persisted when we went looking for you. It really had pestered Muriel.”

“Because of the Dark Side,” said Juna.

Enothchild shook his head. “No. Because of the nature of people, of what they consider most sacred to them, to what ends they will decidedly go to keep it. At the expense of others….it wouldn’t have been a second thought.” He then clarified, “But that was what made your mother special, Juna. The easy solution was always taunting her, but she never gave in. She…defied the expectations others put on her because they always first pictured her as they thought of her.”

“So,” started Juna in contemplation, “it was not the Dark Side but the person.”

“It is always the person, not the power they wield. The Force is always there, but it really does nothing unless something or someone alters it for their uses. It is an influence, but it’s largely the person that gives off the wrong impression.” Enothchild gathered Juna to him, turning her around. “Do you understand now?”

Juna nodded. “It isn’t my power that Casper and Mathaniel fear. It’s me.” Enothchild slowly nodded his head. “Even after all this time.”

“As I said,” began Enothchild again, “it wasn’t easy with Naressa either. Even after what she and I had. But I would have understood her if she would have betrayed me.” He then rolled his eyes. “Not that I want such a thing to happen.”

“It won’t!” Juna caught herself and corrected the response. “I mean…I don’t want the others to feel that way about me. I’ll go talk to them, promise them I won’t-.”

Enothchild put his large fingers of his right hand to her lips to quiet her. He shook his head. “Action is far more convincing than words in this situation, even from someone they would be comfortable with.”

Juna looked him in the eyes. “Do you trust me?”
He didn’t hesitate. “I trust that you will do the right thing.” He pulled her into a hug, embracing her deeply and in love. “Whatever happens, I will never forget loving you.”

“Nor will I,” she shared back, knowing that this was perhaps the last time they were going to have such a moment. She fought back those negative emotions, committing herself again to winning. Even with Enothchild it was so very hard. In the back of her mind she knew she lost the advantages she had over Rune, and Faith’s death hung over her heart terribly, distracting her with a terrible sadness.
“I can find no words to settle you,” said Enothchild delicately. He rubbed her back with his large hand.

“You do enough,” assured Juna. “Even the Son of Presence can’t solve everything, but the least he can do is just this.” She placed her ear right over his pure, unequalled heart, and most of her Darkness, her evil, and her worries and haunts ebbed. It was unfortunate that they couldn’t keep themselves connected like this in battle. If so, victory would be absolutely certain, she could feel it.
However she felt confident without such connection. Unless Naressa showed up expectantly. 

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

0 HOUR (CHAPTER 106.3)

Meanwhile, after entering the cockpit, Mathaniel said, “Destiny, can I speak to you alone for a moment.” Since there was really nothing to piloting while a starship was in hyperspace, the Vhinech-Wookiee left the controls to honor her friend’s request. She let Casper by as the young Jedi took to the copilot’s chair.

The two Vhinech collectively stopped in the corridor between the cockpit and the port tunnel to the rear of the ship. Each took a side of the narrow way. The tension between them was very monumental.

“Nervous?” asked Destiny first when Mathaniel was not fast enough to begin.

“Yes. Scared?”

“Terribly so. I do wish we were not here.”

Mathaniel smiled a little and teased, “Oh Destecca, where’s your sense of adventure?”

“Unfortunately back at New Paradasia, in the top drawer of my dresser, next to my best linens.” She was rather happy he chuckled at her weak attempt at humor. She said, “I wish Nowen was here.”

“I’m here, am I not enough?” joked Mathaniel.

She let him have some ‘watch it’ eye. “I only feel more comfortable in this if you, I, and he were together. I guess I need his voice to offer reason for why we are doing this.”

Nodding in understanding, Mathaniel said, “It’s more than honoring a mother’s request. It’s more than finding a cure for our people. I feel the Force guiding me to this doom. It’s something I can’t avoid.”

“But why us? Why you?” Destiny’s elaboration of him was more important to have an answer than the first question. “Why not Magus Orrick?”

“Because Orrick is not here,” said Mathaniel calmly. He sympathized with her by grabbing her hands and said, “Some things are not meant to be explained. Just accepted.” He was referring to her own self-described, unexplained occurrence of ‘hearing’ Presence last year just after her Thor had died. He wondered if her view of that had been changed, or at least her faith as a whole questioned, after all that had been revealed. The last two weeks had affected them more than the previous two months they went through.

Mathaniel urged her to keep her hands out, palms up. He placed in them his old fighting weapons; he had gladly accepted Juna’s gift of the lightsaber versions of his weapons. He then urged her hairy fingers around the shafts that were so small in her great mitts.

“These are yours now,” he said. Destiny was going to deny the gifts and explain why, but Mathaniel cut her off. “No, I don’t expect you to learn how to use these properly. Still you know how to throw darts, and with the one of the blades out you can throw them like such. They’re yours, and they’re for your protection.”
Destiny wiggled her black, wet nose at the weapons and then regarded Mathaniel with her blue eyes.  She mumbled, “I will cherish them. And I will use them.” She had been supplied a carry bag where a single strap went over one shoulder before they set out, filled with medical supplies for first aid treatment. She put the retractable weapons in the bag with the handle of one weapon just poking out from under the closed top.

She looked back to her friend and said, “Do not die today.” She gripped his young shoulders and rubbed them. “Please, do not die.”

Mathaniel smiled cockily and said, “Not a chance in Lore I die today.” He looked to the cockpit briefly, and then back to her. “Would you like me to lead you in prayer?”
If she could smile with her Wookiee mandible she would. Destiny could only express her elation. “Yes, please Magus.”

Taking her hands again, Mathaniel lead her to the back of the ship to a quiet area so they could do that with privacy. Casper overheard some of the conversation from his lone location in the cockpit and nodded with approval. The Jedi Knight had gained some valuable insight on how the Vhinech relationship with the Force worked in the past two weeks; there was no faulting their methods, on how it worked. He came to understand it, but he was not converting to the Path because of it. The Path intertwined with the Force for the Vhinech worked for them, just as the Jedi Code and the training structure worked for the rest of the galactic citizens recruited into the Jedi Order. Ultimately both ways were not always for everyone; given Juna’s experience that thought was a fundamental truth.
What bothered Casper Knightshade a little was that he was a Jedi; that was he was what was typical and expected of a Jedi: mainly alone in the face of grave danger. He couldn’t shake that feeling although he had Enothchild, Juna, and Mathaniel going into the threat along with him. It was simply one of those great difficulties a Jedi had to experience in everything they did. It was clearly part of the Test known as the life of a Jedi, where every moment of every day for as long as he lived he was going to be challenged.

What was helping Casper cope was not just the duty he was going to undertake, but the fact that like his Master Ros Ofcheck he could cope by changing without compromising the Jedi Principals he had first learned from Master Yoda. Again seeing how it was possible to adhere to the peacefulness of the Force and using it without having to be Jedi gave the young man the hope that he could have his own identity. Or perhaps he just realized he had to grow up?
Still, in his own way, he was alone. Ros had been Casper’s best friend for a very long time; the Twi’lek had been there since he could remember. Ros was his biggest fan when Yoda was training Casper, encouraging him after every success and every failure to plow on. Ros had been there during all those dark times, and Ros was surely missed after Casper had found himself alive in Rapier Manor two weeks ago. Though there were people around him that could pick him up when he failed they had their own safety nets, their own go too before the rocking of the boat. Casper only had the Force, and although it was a comfort to have it had no real voice and it had no hand to shake or arms to hug him. He was realizing that he missed Ros Ofcheck more than he had thought; good friendship was hard to come by in the galaxy.
Casper stared out the cockpit window, focusing on the black that represented the traveling vortex of hyperspace, the unseen event horizon that represented ironically the unknown future. The wirling bluish-white energy that wrapped around them was the unknown becoming known, the seeable, representing the present. He knew with every passing of energy he was heading towards a destiny he could not really see. What awaited him gave him pause even when he had been told never to look so far beyond the future that the now was overlooked. He reminded himself that, yet he wanted to think about the future, the one beyond that black disk always ahead of him of the hyperspace tunnel.
The very first thought that entered his mind was that he wanted to go home nad meet his immediate family. In contradiction to what he thought he knew and believed before about not taking the privilege after training, Casper desired to know his father, his mother, and his siblings; people he had barely knew because he was a baby back then, and he never got to see the first time he returned home, and people he would have never met the second time he returned as a Padawan Learner. He was a Jedi now, and suddenly one the fundamental reasons of Jedi protections, of not knowing his family, was absolutely wrong to him. Perhaps it was the loneliness of the moment that altered his view. Casper, though, was not going to say it was wrong.
He did not want to be alone. With victory, he knew he would never be. Casper looked forward to the confrontation with a brand new resolve. After this, all would be right with him. He would know what the others on the ship experienced, and he concluded that it was not a bad thing to experience at all. Friendship and family; never again would he frown upon it.
