CHAPTER 50.0
It took Enothchild a little time to find Juna, who wasn’t in his arms when he woke up, at the other end of the near vacant space port. It was at that time during the calendar day where it could be debated that it was either late in the evening or very early in the morning that these two were up and about. Coincidentally to add to such debate was Tynna’s moon Isishara that glowed brightly in the spring sky, heading downward for the eastern horizon where Tynna’s star Tyn would soon rise; at times, like on this day, both would eclipse one another. The common event was often watched by few tourists in fancier locations. They could have walked out onto the tarmac that lead into the docking bay where Juna was and saved their money.
Juna stood centrally located on the outcropping of metal, wearing Enothchild’s oversized Jedi robe, hood up because of the wind. Most of the dark brown robe laid behind her, dragging the floor in her wake. Her arms barely managed to seep out of the openings of the sleeves to allow her to grope the robe with her hands; arms crossed, a hand each rubbing the opposite arm. It was about comfort, about feeling comfortable, finding it in things she found comfortable with. Much of that was found in intangible items that were related to what or whom she found calm and serenity with; women were funny about such things sometimes. It wasn’t about reading the impressions off the robe; if Juna wanted to feel Enothchild she wouldn’t be alone. It was about finding comfort within the related subject matter and doing so with her natural, feminine instincts. The feeling of the robe, Enothchild’s smell upon it, what he had done for her while he had worn the robe; all of it wrapped around her: such things subdued her enough to let her think.
“There you are,” said Enothchild gently when he was ten feet behind her. Juna turned just enough and briefly to see him over her left shoulder. He followed her head back to the setting moon, couldn’t help to think she was being like her mother in her silent worship of it at the moment. He didn’t say it aloud; he wisely wrapped his arms around her from behind her and buried his face into the hood of his robe. “Couldn’t sleep? Was I gassy?”

Juna smiled when he grabbed hold of her, and said in slight exasperation to his self-put down, “No, you weren’t gassy.” Feeling him rub his head onto hers made her not think of the hollow feeling in her skull; the barometric pressure was rather low outside, causing the feeling. It did not cause her to be sleepless. It was the many things on her mind wrapped around an interesting dream.

Juna choose to share it with him, and after she spoke the first sentence she was glad Enothchild did not spout any Jedi philosophy, about Force users and dreams; supposedly they were not dreams but the Force showing them something. “I dreamt of an unseen spring, on a world that was essentially one large mountain with millions of peaks. I was standing on top of one of those peaks, flattened and carved, engineered to serve me and many others. To reach it I had to climb many stairs that were thick and tall and spaced; you climbed them, you didn’t just walk up them. Look down them and you never see their origins. But I knew there were a many people down below, looking at me, praising me for what I had done.
“I don’t know what I had done. It had something to do with the unseen people down below me filled with joy and the burning fire without wood or a pyre. It was a fire of purple flame, cold burning and providing no heat, and in my heart I knew that no being or weather could ever put it out. The Unyielding Flame of Abhorrence, once its fuel was consumed, would draw upon the world and consume its life. I have freed the people, and I have unleashed their hatred. The only power I have to reverse this doom is wisdom. I part with the wisdom, and wisely I take my leave of those considered my children, and pray they learn to understand it.”
Juna looked up to Enothchild, shook her head, and said, “That’s it. Strange, huh?”

“Strange dream,” was all Enothchild could say. He wanted to say more, to imply what he knew of the Force; what he knew of the Dark Hope prophecy. Easily Juna fit the role of the central character of the ‘dream’, however to go by the Jedi Enlightenments to the letter and apply it to the dream it made no sense; the logic was backwards. The dream was suggesting that the Dark Hope had ended a great servant of evil, but the servant’s evil continued in the hearts of the people; the Dark Hope was supposed to be, according to the Enlightenments, not that kind of being. 

It made Enothchild wonder if Juna had actually seen her demise. She had fallen, and someone she knew had slain her. But such a thing gave him in peace and solace, and undoubtedly such a thing crossed Juna’s mind; therefore he never brought it up.
Neither did Juna want to either. She shook her head and said, “I’m just being a needy physicists: looking for space and time.”

“You want to be alone?”

“Oh no!” She leaned back into Enothchild more. “Stay now. I want you to stay.” With the affect of his wrapping around her and her wrapping around herself it really gave her a secured feeling. It helped her make up her mind. “In fact, I don’t ever want to be alone again.”

“You’ll never be alone,” said Enothchild with a gentle squeeze of his arms. He was so much more comfortable around Juna now than at first. Three weeks of closeness and togetherness after confirming his love to her shed off any limitations he had with her. At least the deflector shield of limitations; he hadn’t ‘compromised the hull’ yet, not that he was trying to hard to achieve such a thing. “We’ll never part ways. I promise.”
To that announcement, as the solar eclipse sunrise/moonset began, Juna said, “I’ll hold you to that promise. I know how.” She encouraged him to move his arms off of her. She held on to his hands as she stared up at him; her head was positioned so prospectively that it had eclipsed the eclipse; the hood barely blocking out the ring of fire from the total blockage of the star. Face uncovered, eye patch left behind on the ship, she still stared up at him even while she bent down to a knee; the knee pressing down and stretching the large shirt he was expected to ware later today. Just as sudden as her unusual action was her question. “Enothchild Sarch, will you marry me?”

Enothchild understood what Juna was doing, smiled, and laughed a little. The irony of this was that she wanted normalcy, but what she was doing wasn’t even normal by even liberal Nubian standards. The standard romanticism of a man proposing marriage to a woman on one knee was frequent and raging all over the galaxy, depending whether or not religion or biology or society limited such mushy acts. There were exceptions, and in fact this reminded Enothchild that Nadja was the one that proposed marriage to him, practically almost exactly the same way.
He said to her, “I think we got this backwards. I’m supposed to be begging from my knees to you.” Proposing was like begging sometimes, and most males in the galaxy did just to continue something other than love. More time than that the ‘begging’ was legitimate; they begged to continue the relationship, promising it would never end with their union as the promise. But no man, and Enothchild was certain of this, could say that twice in their lifetime a woman had proposed marriage to them.

Juna smirked and teased, “Well normally the man is suppose to have more to offer intangibly to the woman as a back story to the proposal. Since I own a share in a multi-billion dollar technology company, have more money than you do, own more property on various worlds…well, I just might as well be the pants wearer here on a knee.”
“Silly, rich woman,” said Enothchild with a chuckle, brushing back the hood off her laughing head.

“But such things means nothing in a true proposal of love,” finished Juna. “Marriage isn’t about achieving something in life. It’s more than that. The continuation of certain true love through the bond of vows and promises.” She nodded upward to him. “You and I know each other. Love each other. We’re both true to our words. I say I know I want this, and I need this.”
Bending to a knee with difficulty, still holding Juna’s hands, Enothchild said with some regret, “You’re going to hear some philosophical mumbo jumbo, but this…is too serious of a life change to just gloss over it. If it to you seems to run parallel with what I have said before about becoming a Jedi, then you’ll understand that life itself isn’t coincidental.”
Juna just gave him a look and said, “Or, you could just say ‘no’, or ‘I like this arrangement better’.” She let out a short sigh and continued. “I know and understand where you’re coming from. Let me put your words in my mouth, with changes to certain words.” She cleared her throat. “Being married requires the most deepest of commitments; the most serious of hearts. Is that what you were going to say?”

He shook his head. And then he admitted, “Well…yeah.”

“Enothchild, you can just say no. I won’t be hurt by the rejection. I just think the deepest, most sacred promise ceremony between two people deep in love is required to hold our promise to each other together. That’s all.”
“I think it isn’t too much to ask,” he said, caressing her hair. “It just seems…sudden. Spontaneous.”

Juna smirked again. “You give me credit for being a quick, deep thinker nearly all the time, and you think this just came out of the blue? Wasn’t it you a week ago that said if you proposed to me?”

“Hypothetically,” said Enothchild.

“And I said yes.”
“And I recall even you said it was too early for such a thing.”

Finally letting out a long sigh, she looked at him a bit contemptuously and said, “You’re a real wet blanket, you know that? Every once in a while would it hurt you to be surprising?”
“I usually save surprises for the knot heads I go against,” he smirked back at her.

“Okay, fine, think about it then.” Juna pulled away, turned, and sulked away from Enothchild. She headed towards the eclipse, the one that was ending and begun to give way to the official sunrise. “I don’t need an answer right away. And if it’s yes we don’t need to get married right away. It can be weeks. Years. Just…think about it. I have.”

Sighing a little, Enothchild found himself thinking in a way that tried to reflect the negatives of marriage to Juna. The problem was intimately quick: there was no problems. The issues they had -- Juna’s disenchantment with Naressa and perhaps a possible disownment from Ros -- truly had no direct baring on the issue of marital union. They lacked a certain physical intimacy but that didn’t matter to him. And she was right: he was the one that brought up marriage before, the one that asked her hypothetically if she would accept the proposal. She had said yes. Then, he loved her even more based on her hypothetical answer. He brought the subject up, and if he wasn’t serious about it then their loving relationship was nothing more than a consensual lie. They loved each other: that was no lie. He was no longer afraid: that was no lie. She wanted to be with him: nothing and no one could ever say that was far from the truth.
The sunlight began to bathe the docking bay entrance with golden-red rays. The dark disk of the moon becoming invisible, undefined in the bask glow of the morning sun. It radiated the scene with the promise that indeed a new day had dawned.

Juna wiped a tiny tear from her eyes before Enothchild touched her shoulders with his massive hands. He leaned down, letting his mouth breathe close to her right ear. He whispered quietly a dragged out statement, “I know a place…where they marry anyone… at anytime. It’s only twelve hours away.” After she turned around when he had finished, Enothchild said, “Yes, Juna, I will marry you and be your mate for life.”
Juna followed her gasp with a joyous leap off the ground; gone were the limitations of her biology as she was nearly on his head by the time Enothchild caught her leaping form in his arms.

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

CHAPTER 50.1

The planet Yigyam was unlike most of the worlds close to the core of the galaxy; it was quant and unassuming, with no real uniqueness or viability. It was on the charts because it was colonized; it got no planer or simpler than that. Living on the world, a Republic world with senate representation, was inexpensive; those who could get enough credits together to relocate the Yigyam had no problem finding land or building their own homes in no time; there was no land to purchase, one could just plop down anywhere and call it there own. 
The major city, Fignil, was one quarter of one and one-hundred-twenty-eighth size of a Coruscant city block in overall size; it’s space port was an open field with long fuel lines snaking under the ground to rusted landing pads; twenty pads in all, able to manage freighters in size at best. There were laws, and there was a considerable amount of law enforcement to enforce them; in fact that was the primary form of employment, subsidized by the Republic; sometimes the deputies and officers were called off world to help augment other police forces in nearby sectors. If there was something to the world that made Yigyam known other than star charts it was the home world to a character that was just the opposite of the quant and unassuming as the world itself: Pastor Gilf Peckwood.
The knock on the door on Pastor Peckwood’s quite spacious home was not uncommon to him; to be the foremost provider of religious union services for the past four hundred years his reputation preceded him, or rather it sought lovebirds out and drew them to him if they could find his house, let alone the planet. As always it was right when he was in the middle of something, in this case trying to glue one of his many religious emblems back together; it was the gu’gu’ret’utal, of the Bleatmus faith, from the planet Ruuria. Damn thing cost too much to replace…
The knock on the door was light, friendly, but otherwise disruptive the second the knocks came. Peckwood snapped his Yam long snout sharply when the Bleatmus charm crumbled apart in his pudgy fingers. “Double dangnabit! Always when I’m busy! I swear if it’s another Bith couple…” Not that he wasn’t biased or nothing, nor was it that he knew almost just about every religious marital ceremony and was legally recognized as a marital bondsman throughout the Republic, it was just that Bith marriages were complicated to perform; especially when it was hard to tell the male from the female, a problem that nearly cost him some very important currency. And just because he knew religious ceremony it did not mean he knew how to speak the languages.

Pastor Peckwood opened the door to find instantly a very odd couple. One male very large; the other feminine save for the eye patch and covered face. And then he realized they were different species. He asked, “Yes?”

“Hello there, my name is Enothchild Sarch,” said Enothchild with a slight smile. He gestured to Juna. “And this is my fiancée, Lady Juna Rapier Angelleia. Are you Pastor Peckwood?”
“Well…eh…well it depends on the business. If you’re here because of a debt, than I am not him.”

“No, we came here to get married,” said Juna. It was clear to the couple outside that it was Peckwood from a parsec away.

“Then I am Pastor Peckwood!” Peckwood lit up. “Marriage, you two! Then you have come to right place!” He wanted to throw up his left hand along with his right in greeting, but finally realized that his hand, covered in epoxy, was glued to the door handle. Struggling with his predicament, he spoke to stall for time as he struggled to remove his hand from the door. “Obviously, fate is like a tractor beam: my house, the projector, drew you both here. Just as it drew you two together….or something like that SO anyways…anything you have in mind…”
“Nothing elaborate,” said Enothchild, looking to Juna who nodded in agreement. “I guess our first question should be can you marry us?”

“Can I marry you!!! Oh, I mean can I have you two marry each other.” Peckwood stopped struggling, putting his free fingers to his chin. “You know….that doesn’t come right at all. I mean I can’t marry you, as I mean to say I can’t marry you, as in me marrying to you AND her…”

“We meant to say,” began Juna to clarify, “can you oversee our ceremony as pastor?”

“But of course!” Peckwood shook head. He went to use his left hand; he remembered it was stuck and began pulling on it again. “I am so sorry. I may speak Basic, but who really speaks Basic well. I sure don’t!” He glossed over them a few times and noted, “A Human and a Vhinphyc, eh? Wait a moment: a Vhinphyc!” He held up a free finger. “Sir, I must warn you: if you desire a Vhinphyc Witness of Union ceremony, as described in the Path, the only bed I have in my home only fits me so you may find it difficult for the consecration part of your union.”
Enothchild and Juna exchanged looks; for a few seconds, Peckwood used his free hand to pull on his stuck hand. When Enothchild spoke again the pastor stopped. “We don’t want a Vhinphyckian-Path wedding. We just want…I guess it would be your simple, Human wedding.”

“Simple! Human weddings!” Peckwood put a hand to his hip. “Sir, Human weddings are never simple. Especially when there is family around. And the guests. And the gifts! Don’t get me started on the gifts!”

“It’s just us,” stressed Juna. She parted away from Enothchild to show Peckwood. “See? And no gifts.” The part about the gifts actually confused both her and Enothchild.
“Ah…yes…” Peckwood tried again to free himself. Finally he kicked the door. The closing door covered the tearing sound and did little to silence his peep. He opened the door and gritted through his teeth, “Come on in. Give me a moment….I need to go pray.” He whimpered as he walked back into the adjacent parlor. “Ah my hand.”
The two looked around the shabby, store-like area they were in. They were surrounded by just about all the necessities of a marital ceremony; not that the fact that there were made it a good thing. There were clothes for bride and groom and, if necessary, for party and guests for dozens if not hundreds of different customary ceremonies; they were crammed together on their racks, and too many of them smelled too worn; a sign over one rack awoke Juna to the reality that this place was all about quickie marriages: Rent to Own for a Day and a Night, Starting at One Hundred Credits (And No Need to Clean).
Juna eyed Enothchild’s Jedi look sans robe and said, “You look good enough.”

“Ditto,” agreed Enothchild, as to agree with Juna’s white, veiled appearance. He found himself bending down a bit in order for his head and his horns not to get tangled up in all the religious trinkets that dangled from the rafters. They came in all shapes, sizes, and styles from the charms to the necklaces in which they were attached to.

“Ah…just to assure me,” began Juna as she looked at the trinkets, wondering how even a long living alien such as Peckwood could come to possess so many trinkets and had studied so many religions, “You said you knew this guy?”

“I knew of him,” Enothchild corrected and stressed. “Heard of him, actually, from a newlywed bounty hunter couple Nadja and I apprehended when I was still a Learner.”
“You and Nadja wasn’t married by this guy?”

Noting Juna’s false assumption, he said, “No. We had a normal wedding-.”

“On Alderaan,” cut Juna in. There was a flash of memory in her mind; where it had come from puzzled her….
“Yes, on Alderaan,” said Enothchild. He paid no attention to her revelation. “Over the years other’s have used this man’s services. They said he’s good.”
Juna smirked and said, “They just forgot to mention the finer details.”

The Vhinphyc sighed a little and nodded; often, life missed the finer details. His first marriage -- by default he was the expert between him and Juna -- had it’s headache causing moments. After the challenges of getting permission to marry Nadja from the Jedi Council the way looked clear; that is until a wedding was organized. 
By most standards it was a-typical, or at least that was what married friends Glace and Sandra Culot, Alouha and Jurgen Bitter, Senators Nusum Name of Bossum and Lira Morgandish of Jessum, Hankoro and Pret Lockheart all claimed. What they and so many other married couples failed to mention was the intangibles on top of the financial cost of getting married. The florists were late. The caterers were fired for not creating butt-shaped wedding cakes Nadja demanded to have. Nue Cadabel had to chase down -- literally he tackled the guy from behind -- a Justice of the Peace when their chosen pastor came down with the worst case of body-emptying diarrhea that to this day couldn’t be explained nor forgotten. Enothchild’s specially made Jedi wears were cut to fit a Vhinphyc that was seven feet wide, not tall, which resorted to Nadja ditching the practical but beautiful wedding dress in order to match together in their Jedi semi-best. This, now, shouldn’t have been a remote surprise.
To put Juna’s speculative mind at ease, Enothchild said aloud to Peckwood, “I knew you married entities, Pastor Peckwood, but I didn’t know you belonged to so many denominations.”
Peckwood emerged from the parlor sporting what looked to be very important, ceremonial cloths and a Force awful bandage job on his injured hand. “It’s not a matter of belonging: just a matter of time and passing the tests. True, I’ve studied with them for many a years, but in lot of cases all you need is a pencil, paid postage, and a Jedi’s patience.” He slapped his hands together, gritted his teeth upon his mistake of striking his wounded hand, and said between his teeth, “So, marriage, eh?”
“Yes,” said Juna, taking up Enothchild’s left side. “It’s our understanding that you will marry anyone.”

“Yes, except Hutts: don’t ask!” Peckwood’s exasperation was hard to ignore. “And as a registered theocratic liege the marriages I perform are legally recognized by all in the Republic. It better because I’m still paying for the license and the schooling, hue boy! Just another hundred years of payments and I’ll be done.” He bared a broad smile; the kind that suggested bad news was coming. “Marriage is a life time commitment in my opinion. A beautiful…thing that should not know prejudice. Some say it’s just a ‘societal’ confirmation; that if beings truly love each other then why the need for marriage. I propose then why not?”
Before Juna could answer, and before Enothchild could agree, Peckwood continued. “Because nothing else in the universe is so romantic. Both sexes can agree that a promised affirmation in their relationship is a proud announcement to all the others to go straight to hell if they don’t like marriage!” Peckwood gave a forceful nod as if to punctuate the point with hard emphasis. Then he cocked an eyebrow and muttered, “Then again I can’t argue against the business of marriage.” He caught himself and said, “Therefore! Such affirmations are not cheap. They start at one thousand credits.”
Enothchild looked to Juna, and she just shrugged her shoulders. With her considerably wealth a thousand credits was what Juna kept in one of her boots. He said, “One, no nonsense wedding with no frills for a thousand credits. No problem.”

Peckwood looked at them both, trading stares with the both of them: Juna, Enothchild, Juna, Enothchild, Juna, Enothchild, Juna, Enothchild, Juna, Enothchild. He was expecting some marginal haggling. Instead he asked suspiciously, “So…..you are not debt collectors?”
“No,” said Enothchild with a shake of his head.

“Splendid!” Peckwood turned the two around with the guidance of his hands and escorted them both to the counter with the credit register. He took to the other side and said, “A thousand down, plus any additional expenses occurred.” As Juna pulled out her credit chit, he yelled for his wife/assistant/music director/bride aid, “AMBELA!”
“WHAT!”
“AMBELA, WE HAVE FOOLS-…I MEAN PEOPLE IN LOVE OUT HERE!!!!”

In short time a short, chubby Yam emerged from a door that just wouldn’t close. She looked at the two fools-….customers and said aloud, “Well, isn’t this sweet? Different, but sweet.” Ambela waddled around the counter and collect Juna’s left arm. “That’s what I love about this business: the combinations of love are constantly changing and are refreshingly unique. Not as unique as those two Calamarian females that were here two weeks ago let me tell you they give the galaxy the new meaning to the term ‘lip lock’…”
“Ambela, please,” said a slightly tested Peckwood, “they look ready to get this over with.”

“Then why pull me away from my soaps, you twit!” Ambela sighed, held up a hand, and asked none too quietly, “Did they pay?”

“About to,” said Juna. Once she made the transfer of funds the woman was her friend again. “Now can we get married?”
“Certainly!” was Peckwood’s enthused response. “But first I got to get your marriage license in order. For that I need my authenticator.” He pointed at Ambela, who sighed and left Juna’s side to go the marriage license. “Okay, when you fill those out we’ll get the ball rolling. Tell me” he gestured towards them “is that what you are wearing?”

“Yes,” said Enothchild. “I thought this was a quickie marriage establishment.”

“Oh it is, it is.” Peckwood came around the counter, grabbed Enothchild by his large arm and encouraged him to walk with him a little ways from Juna; as if to share a word between two men. “But this is the most important day in your life. We offer to take pictures, for a fee of course. HoloVid recordings. We even have your choice of cakes, with the guarantee that you and your wife to be will be on the top. Or, you can pick others to be on the cake. Anyway you want it.”

“For a fee, of course,” added Enothchild.

“Yes, of course,” said Peckwood. “Business is good, but not that good. I got to milk you for what you are worth.”

“Appreciate the honesty,” said Juna from behind, making Peckwood jump a country mile. She put gentle hands on his shoulders and said calmly and gently, “I’ll pay you one hundred thousand credits to stop blowing star shine up our ass.”
Peckwood’s snout opened and he chuckled at the audacity of such a claim. “HO Lady! That’s a good one! If you have that much, I’ll kiss your bum right here, right now!”

After Enothchild gave Juna an approving shrug of his shoulders, the young woman floated back over the credit register, accessed her credit chit, and attached it to the transfer. Peckwood slip-tripped his way back over to look at the transfer screen…

After reading the information, Peckwood slapped the screen…

He read it again and hit the confirmation key to ensure it was authentic.

He pressed the confirmation key several dozen more times.

When he realized that it was true, Peckwood accepted the transfer of one hundred thousand credits and quickly shouted, “NO REFUNDS!”

Juna chuckled and said, “We’re definitely getting married, I can’t see where I would want one.”
“Well forgive an old fool,” said Peckwood. Humbled by fortune, he added, “May I continue to counsel you? Just a few things?” When both couple nodded, he then dropped to his knees, looked up at Juna, and said, “I believe I owe you a kiss.”

Embarrassment overruling temptation, Juna helped Peckwood to his feet. “Just get us married and we’ll call it even.”
Ambela returned with the notarized license on a data pad, to which Peckwood took it from his wife immediately to give to the soon to be married couple to fill out. He pulled her around and showed her the new amount of money they just received. To which the wife nearly made them all jump with her shout of glee. She looked to them both with fingers pointing and said, “You two are getting a wedding! Mark my words! You need roses! You need music! You need little, itty bitty children to chuck flowers at you! Wait, we have no children!” She slapped Peckwood. “Idiot!” She then noted Enothchild’s appearance. “YOU NEED A SHAVE AND A HAIRCUT! Honestly, you look worse than most punk kids I know.”

Juna looked to Enothchild more out of guilt than anything else; she had perhaps made the problem worse, not better. But Ambela had a point; it wasn’t so much her husband-to-be’s long mane but his beard that was longer and thicker -- and scratchy -- than it had ever been. “You do need to shave at least. I can’t tell if I’m marrying you or a real bantha.”
Peckwood lightened up and chuckled, “Oh Ho, you wanna talk about real banthas, you should have been here that one time I refereed a Pegus, a bantha, and a nerf.” He cocked his eyes and added, “Eh…I marry everyone except Hutts. And…a…farmers and their pets.” He quietly added, “I needed the money…” Sometimes, he needed to be quiet; if he kept talking about who he married, these fine folks were more than likely ready to change their mind. He had that happen too many times with his running mouth; a hundred grand payoff should have kept it shut.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 50.2

It took a little more time to prepare, but it left Juna to think when Ambela took her to the ‘bridegroom’ room -- essentially an area that was partitioned, splitting the large room where the weddings took place, separating her from the long aisle that would lead to the alter. There was a drawing partition for those who needed to change clothing. There were, to her slight disgust, makeup available -- too available, for it looked used. She wasn’t going to need it, and after hearing Ambela rattle off obsessively about the importance of wedding entrance and exit music, Juna picked a classic and sent the too eager woman on her way.
It was a long wait for Enothchild to become ready, and therefore Juna sat down on the backless chair with a tiny, plastic flower arrangement Ambela gave her in a rush and thought about a lot. They didn’t really talk on the way to planet, about the moment after they were married. Nor did they once consider calling anyone they knew to let them know they were getting married. It made her feel awfully lonely, but considering that the two people she would have called had their own problems, it just didn’t seem proper to call Dizzy and Muriel and drag them to such a event such as this. She could feel a great deal of tumult in their lives. They needed time, just as she needed time; Juna was looking at her time as a smuggler now as a time away from what was her true reality, her life; time needed to sort out her life in principal.

With much of her life fundamentally settled, and with one of her dreams coming true for good in mere moments and feet away, Juna was mapping out the rest of her life. It wasn’t that hard: as long as her Mother wasn’t in any of it. Perhaps it was cold but this form of ‘eye for an eye’ justice was not created from having been a smuggler for a few months. She always possessed it, believed in it; perhaps it was a thread that connected her to her Corellian heritage; a Corellian, it was said, was born to never forgive and forget those who wrong them. Naressa had wronged Juna on too many occasions and Juna felt now that for too long she had let it skate; the clincher was that she had slept with Enothchild; to top it off was that she kept her and Enothchild in the dark about being pregnant.
Juna couldn’t find sympathy for Naressa in that regard because, in the end, the loss of the child had hurt Enothchild considerably; especially since the Vhinphyc was never aware of the pregnancy. Juna felt her Mother could have told Enothchild at any time, in secret or in front of her. Why the need to hide the truth made Juna all the more upset. A woman had her secrets, but Naressa Rapier had so many of them she couldn’t trust anyone in revealing them. Not even her own daughter. This was the beginning of Naressa’s punishment; civil, nonviolent and painful: just what both her parents had encouraged Juna to do for a civilized woman would do such a thing. Only prudent and only fair.
Her stomach knotted. All the thinking and the waiting was not the cause of it, but Juna regulated the blame for it towards the thinking and waiting.
The scampering of Ambela’s feet drew Juna’s attention towards the partition. “He’s ready, my dear! And may I add I don’t know why he fills his face with such hair.” Then she rolled her eyes. “To me he’s ugly, I’m only saying for someone like you he’s perfect without it.”

“Thanks,” said Juna. Then she crossed her eye. “I think.” Ambela ran away, which while the steps of her departure echoed Juna wasn’t sure if that was a compliment. Then again the reality was that aliens viewed other aliens as….well….aliens; strange, weird, and having absolutely nothing in common on a lot of levels. The first and foremost of the reality was physical appearance. It wasn’t a question of a lack of open mindedness on Ambela’s behalf; by nature, all entities discriminated against other types of entities as well as their own based on appearance; education and understanding did its best to curve natural instinct. What attracted one entity to another began and ended with the limitation of discrimination. Drawing two distinctly different entities together, to bring them together in the bonds of matrimony, obviously required more than intelligence. Juna truly believed that, with her love for Enothchild being more.
The terribly, out of tuned faux pipe organ sounds that Juna would not even dare suggest was music announced that it was time for her to walk down the…well…crappy, holey, one years too damn old rugged aisle; the rug may have been red at one time, but it was gray now from years of non-cleaning non-photosynthesis; neglected in cleaning but not in use. She strolled onto it, her booted steps causing a stir of gray rot in the form of dust; perhaps it caused the bacteria and bugs under it and in the floor to run for their lifetimes. 
Juna remembered, though, that this was what she wanted: an accelerated ceremony to affirm the love she and Enothchild shared. And who she needed stood at the end of this messy path that was journeyed upon with lousy music. When she saw her clean shaven beau, Juna could only smile and forget everything else. She ignored her thoughts, her fears, the knot in her stomach, and the uneven floor that nearly tripped her up several times on her way to the alter. If the likes of her Mother and Magus Prophet were unable to prevent her from this, then there was no chance an uprooted floor was going to. Stub her toes badly, or break her ankles, she was going to drag herself up to Enothchild’s side if she had to.
And…and if by some freak accident were to occur, she would crawl by the stubs of her arms! And use her chin!!
Such silliness was a cover for her nervousness. It was no wonder to Juna that the flowers in her hand were fake; if they were real the stems would have been crushed, mashed, and the petals screaming mercy. Without them she would have been working her white dress suite jacket into a knot in both her hands. To best lay down her growing feelings of nervousness she stared ahead to find Enothchild standing there, looking confident and radiating confidence.
To that, it made her both nervous and so happy she was beginning to tear up. The conflicting emotions made her steps shorter. Juna was thrilled that a life long dream was about to come true, but she worried that somehow, in some way, she was going to screw it up.

Or some other catastrophe was going to occur. The idea of Magus Prophet blasting through the door just as she and Enothchild was about to kiss or exchange vows blasted through her mind. Or a storm of bounty hunters looking for Enothchild crash in. Or blow up the chapel….stable…..house….shanty. Or, because it was seemingly expected and mandatory like a political talking point, Naressa was just going to show up; that was all her Mother would have done, just show up. Not say anything, not do anything; just appear.
By the time she reached the alter steps none of what Juna feared came true. It didn’t feel as if it was coming. There was no disturbances in the Force, no sudden intuitional feeling of danger and dread. Only her tearful happiness: why would that be so bad? The man she loved, only a foot away, in front of her, once on her left side: how was it so wrong to love him? No one else knew they were here, now, doing this: there was not going to be an interruption. There was nothing to fear. Nothing to worry about. She chalked it up to the idea that she was afraid of being so damn happy; this was, indeed, the happiest day of her life!
Sporting really good and expensive looking ceremonial robes of faith, Pastor Peckwood cleared his throat and began to say, “Marriage…”. 
Peckwood stopped because Ambela kept playing the electronic sound board; her back was to the alter, and therefore couldn’t see that Juna reached Enothchild and therefore end the song appropriately. He cleared his throat and screamed, “MARRIAGE!”
Ambela did a sudden, ultra quick wrap up of the song; it sounded like a bleating bantha calf on its’ death bed begging to be slaughtered. She turned and gave them a nervous chuckle and smile. Pastor Peckwood sighed with a head shake before turning to his duty. “As I was saying…Marriage! Marriage is often viewed as a matter of convenience to assure society, among things, that two people are totally committed to each other and are seriously, seriously willing to step up into a completely different income tax bracket. Or, in some societies, it’s a way of saying that both have reached the appropriate, legal age of such decisions. And that the loving, young adult, legal age couples are not related.”
Juna frowned; she paid a hundred thousand credits for this? She reminded herself, as she and Enothchild joined hands and they stared into each other’s eyes, that this was the happiest day of her life!!
“I say marriage…is an institution of higher learning,” continued Peckwood, who began to sway a bit with his words. “A college of coed collaboration, it’s purpose to promote the understandings and the history as to why their founders, these two lovely people who stand before me, came to be and came to be together. Some would say because of philosophy. Others would say for economic and political gain. And others may contend that it was a wild night at the fraternity party where alcohol, a nerf, and a HoloVid recorder was there to capture it all in a blackmail scam was involved. I SAY…” He held up his hand so high it was as if he wanted to draw lightening “why not all three?”
This time both Enothchild and Juna looked at him. He may have been a good man, but Pastor Packwood was one Jawa short of a sandcrawler.
Pastor Packwood continued unhindered by the disapproving looks. “Here, standing before me, are the Universities of Enothchild Sarch and Juna Rapier Angelleia, preparing to join together to promote the higher education of love, hope, understanding, and love.”
Before Juna could correct the pastor on saying love twice, the music machine came to life and about killed both her and Enothchild; the speakers were right above them both; when they had moved closer to the pastor, the speakers moved in on them. Poor Enothchild, the tallest modest male in the whole galaxy, who was so damn close to the biggest amplifier, closed his eyes and barred it. She wouldn’t have blamed him for one nanosecond if he would have yanked the whole sound system and threw it into orbit. Then again that wasn’t him, and that she did like in him.
When the customary music stopped, Pastor Peckwood dropped open a big, black book on his stand. He began to read from it. “We are here today to bare witness to the union of one Enothchild Sarch, Vhinphyc male, and one Juna Rapier Angelleia, Human Nubian female, in the bounds of holy and recognized matrimony, quickly easily painlessly.”
Over melodramatic, Pastor Peckwood nearly poked the eyes out of the marrying couple with his sudden shooting out of hands and spread fingers. “IF anyone, AND I DO MEAN ANYONE, has an objection to this union speak now or forever hold on to your pieces!” He snapped his right hand towards his wife very quickly. “But not you!”

Ambela rolled her eyes and began to say, “I never-.”

“Shhh,” was Peckwood’s response. “You always want to object.”

“I do not-.”

“Shhh.”

“No one ever-.”

“Shhhh.”

“But I-.”

“Shhhhh.”

“I-.”

“When you have a open window, you should shut it,” sing-sang Packwood.

“Just-.”

“When you have an open door, you should shut it!”

“One thing-.”

“When you have a breach in your hull, you should shut it!!!”

“Just-.”

“Shhhhhhhhhhhhhhutit, womb-man!” Getting the hint, Ambela just sulked with her arms crossed like a defeated, bratty child. Peckwood sighed wearily, as if he just performed an exorcism. He brightened up when he looked at the two slightly disenchanted newlyweds-to-be. “Since there are no objections, we may continue.”

“Finally,” said Juna slightly agitated. She quickly reminded herself that this was the happiest day of her life!!!

“Do you, Enothchild Sarch, take this fair virgin Juna Rapier Angelleia to be your wife?” asked Pastor Peckwood cheerfully. Although she was a virgin, Juna couldn’t exactly remember hearing such a question asked in anyone else’s wedding.
Enothchild looked at Peckwood, leaned in, and asked politely in a slightly louder than normal voice, “What was that?”

Juna looked between Enothchild and Peckwood a few times. She stopped on Peckwood and blasted at him, “The stereos made him temporarily deaf!”

To that, Peckwood spoke louder, slower, and gestured on key words. “Do YOU! Take this WOMAN! To be your WIFE!”

Getting it, Enothchild turned to Juna and said sheepishly, “I do.”

“And do you, Juna Rapier Angelleia, take this-.”

“I do!” Filled with the combination of agitation and anticipation Juna just blurted out her answer with a smile.

However, Pastor Peckwood frowned a little and said, “I don’t want to be a pain, but you must let me say the whole line before you answer.”

Juna eyeballed him. “I’m getting married. To him. I said I do. What’s the point?”

“Legalities, child, legalities! I know you’re marrying him, it just….ugh, it’s a matter of honoring the principals!” Finally, he stressed, “If you love him enough to marry him, you should be patient enough to await my finish after waiting for so long for him.”

“For the love of lobster,” was Juna’s barely audible sigh. “Okay.”

“Very good, now,” began Peckwood again, “Do you, Juna Rapier Angelleia, take this fine, stout man Enothchild Sarch as your husband?”

Juna hesitated because Peckwood referred to her as a virgin, but Enothchild as a fine stout man: what the hell?!? “I do!”
Peckwood raised his hands in the air, cleared his throat, and said boldly, “Then by the powers invested in me by Galactic Republic’s Department of Marriages and Grievances, I declare this union valid with the exchanging of the rings!”

“Rings?” Enothchild looked away from Juna, apparently his hearing back. “We need rings?”

Peckwood looked at Enothchild as if the Vhinphyc had farted loudly during a funeral. “Yes, yes, even a normal quick Human ceremony rings or related trinkets of some sort must be available. You have none? Oyo!” Suddenly he snapped his fingers and shot a finger towards Ambela; nearly poking Enothchild’s eye out. “Quickly, wife, an assortment of wedding bands!”
As Ambela scampered out of the room with as much enthusiasm as a rebellious teenager, Juna just laid her pounding head of frustration against Enothchild’s chest. She felt his large hand stroke her head, and his bit back chuckles in his lungs. She said, “This isn’t funny.”
“I agree,” said Enothchild in a tee-hee huff. “Do we really need the rings?”

Juna looked up to look at Peckwood, who was thinking very, very hard. He rolled his large eyes from the left, up, right. “I…don’t think so. Honestly, I haven’t done a wedding like this in…my, in a nicklebick’s age! Most Humans that come here, though they want a painless wedding, don’t want a normal Human wedding. Often they want a Bith wedding.”
The notion made Juna a little uncomfortable, so she thanked her lucky stars and shut up about it. This, after all, was the happiest day in her life!!!! 
Enothchild’s hand found her chin and guided her to look up at him. He said, “What’s a few more moments and two rings, when we have the ages to look forward to together?”
That loosened Juna up quite a bit. In that moment she finally realized something that made her eyes glue suspiciously upon Enothchild’s clean shaven, handsome face. From his left cheek bone straight down to his jaw was what appeared to be a wavy-shaped bruise. The shape of the bruise was odd, but what more was this bruise appeared to be a day old; the last time Enothchild was involved in a physical scuffle was nearly three weeks ago on Tragonforth. She didn’t recall him taking a hit to the face, and if he had such a simple injury should had been healed ages ago. It bothered her. A lot.
“Rings!” Ambela waddled towards them quickly and presented them each with a ring. To Juna’s surprise -- yes, it did surprise her unlike other parts of the wedding -- her ring felt unused. It was nothing like her Parent’s rings; just plain, simple gold bands. “We buy them in bulk.”
“Thank you, Ambela,” said Peckwood. He then noted the rings, and then he noted Enothchild’s hand; specifically, Enothchild’s fingers. In the Vhinphyc’s open palm, the ring was nothing more than a dot. “Uh…oh….Ambela, those rings come in any bigger sizes?”

“Of course not! Different sizes cost more.”

“That’s all right,” assured Enothchild, who took Juna’s hand and slipped the ring on her finger. Again, to her surprise, the ring fit her finger perfectly. “We just need to exchange the rings, yes?”

“Yes!” brightened Peckwood. He gestured for Juna to just simply put the ring in Enothchild’s palm. He held her hands with the ring still in hand and drew her closer. “Now, with this union valid, I now pronounce you husband and wife. You may kiss the blushing, happy bride.”
Juna’s worries about Enothchild’s face suddenly vanished upon hearing those words and her veil lifted. Her new husband -- her Husband! -- bent at the waist and gave her a great, long kiss. Nothing bad had happened. Nobody stopped them! THE DREAM HAD FINALLY COME TRUE!!!!!!!!!

Pastor Peckwood said over the exchange of lips, “May I present to the galaxy Mister and Misses Enothchild Sarch. Many blessings upon your marital journey!”

Finished with the kiss at that moment, the two pulled apart and smiled at one another. Enothchild wiped a joy tear from Juna’s left cheek. They both fell into one another when the very loud, very bad music began playing again from Ambela’s sound box. But if partial deafness was all that consumed the both at that time, then Juna felt there was nothing or no one that was going to be in their way. This was the rest of their lives: boringly fun and together forever; true peace at last.
