CHAPTER 10.0
The Ruby Heirloom and its passengers on board had emerged out of their five day trip through hyperspace and after landing in a spotless, less crowded first class docking bay in the major city of Vurgut on the planet Strumder they strode out into the streets and found themselves in the throes of thousands of people ready to bring in the Republic New Year; the official time to party was less than three days away, but no one would know that by the way the natives were behaving so immaturely. 
Although they were in a cooler, more southern climate -- where they were at it was officially spring -- most of the Human majority of the world wore little; they wore more than the bedriders of Tatooine and hundreds of times more impeccable; stylish and creative, conservative in its own revealing ways. It gave the others the impression that Strumder was either very loose or very middle of the road, but Dizzy gave them the lowdown on the world that was actually not far from Coruscant in terms of navigational plotting. Strumder was a moderate world contrary to what they were seeing; only letting their hair down during great times of jubilation. Otherwise it was between Alderaan and Corellia in terms of civility and prosperity, due in course to the near-clear sailing between it and Coruscant; one could plot a straight, one-jump hyperspace jump without worrying about black holes, quasars, asteroids, or ships crossing their path unexpectedly; the latter having to do with all those navigational evils forming the path around it. Thus it was a major planet when it came to trade and vacations, and its people reaped the rewards of such good fortune and prosperity to the max. It was well defended with a modest military, so it made it a safe and ideal place to raise a family.
Yet, this planet was still considered a fringe world. Underneath the gloss and perfection was a wilder civilization that craved parties and exuberances every day, and thus why places like the Push-N-Pull were allowed to exist. Despite all the tough regulations and laws smugglers, thieves, bandits, pirates, and a whole lot of other unmentionables still came here, making themselves available at night. The chaos was controlled, though, and no one yet dared disturb whatever unspoken peace treaty existed between normal people and the fringe.

Although she claimed that she had never been to Strumder before Naressa did a few things that put a lot of doubts in the minds of Enothchild, Dizzy, and Muriel. The first class docking bay had all the bays booked according to the space traffic controller when Dizzy spoke to them. Without using the Force Naressa threw the name Bulma Shaperpline at the comm transceiver, and they were immediately directed to Docking Bay Ceti.
After bustling through the crowds Naressa lead the group to the Har Barafem Tower, a large obelisk of a building that was solely a high priced hotel. Once again Bulma Shaperpline made it know that she had arrived and was expecting a pass card to her room. They all were shown to a hidden lift that took them up one hundred and fifty stories to near the very top floor in a matter of seconds. With a slip of the pass card the doors opened and the others were exposed to a room that took up the entire level, with separate rooms, lots of space in between, and a breathtaking view of everything no matter which room they went to; a trick with mirrors strategically placed around the room, and it seemed no matter how many doors Muriel closed she couldn't escape seeing a part of the city. It was no where close to what was considered a small room in Rapier Manor, but it was luxurious.
"Bulma Shaperpline," queued Enothchild as soon as Naressa returned from the front door after giving the hotel manager a generous tip and instructing him to get their things stored in the Ruby Heirloom's passenger cargo pod. Muriel was busy looking over much of what was offered in terms of technology, which the room strangely enough had a lot of, and Dizzy was busy bouncing on one of the beds in the other room; both were listening in their own ways. "Friend of yours?"

"Yeah," shouted Dizzy while he bounced. He landed hard on his rear to stop and said, "I thought you never been here?"
"This is the first time I've been on Strumder." Naressa said truthfully as she removed her cloak. "When you are rich, or well known, or hated, or all three it's always best sometimes not to use your real name. Especially when you are traveling incognito and incommunicado. The owner and financial backers of this and the over three thousand hotels just like it have a strong relationship with many of the power brokers. Rapier Technologies is no exception."
"So it’s an agreed upon contingency plan," said Muriel in understanding. "They have a room always in reserve for you under a code name you give them. When you say it, it activates a lot of security and ass kissing protocols."

"Spontaneous meeting places," said Enothchild impressed. "Just like a safe house in a way. Is it different for every place?"

"Well it wouldn't be effective plan if it wasn't." Naressa walked over to the nearest terminals, where Muriel was standing, and keyed them on. The screens showed off a lot of options, including access to a private transceiver array. "A lot of money went into these projects, and into these plans. Our privacy is secure, and our assets vast."

Dizzy, who joined the gathering group at the terminals, asked innocently, "So…was Bendian Mister Bulma Shaperpline?"

"No. Here he was Breeching Longfellow," said Naressa casually. 

Dizzy stifled his laugh but kept his smile. Enothchild didn't find it quite as amusing. Bendian Rapier, long before he died and when he was a Senator, was a noted womanizer that bragged about his bed bouncing conquests. There was a good chance Bendian dropped the name Breeching Longfellow on more than one occasion wherever he went with another woman not Naressa in his arms, or some other name given which planet he went to.

Muriel, who still didn't seem to care what Naressa was going through, was going right to work accessing her message accounts. "Well hopefully Bulma Shaperpline gives us some luck. We need it."

Dizzy, Muriel, and Naressa went right to work while Enothchild found himself some place to sit; after a while of searching, his choices were the floor or one of the beds; none of the furniture was big enough to accommodate him. He flopped down to the floor, and asked Dizzy, "When can we talk to Trino in person, Dizzy?"
"Trino? Way later at the Pull-N-Push. She probably just got to bed." Dizzy looked at his computer screen, impressed by how fast his link up was to his message accounts. "Besides the information we want ain't going to come out 'til night." A noise from Muriel caused him to look at her. "What?"

"Nothing," Muriel said flatly.

"C'mon, Hon, what is it?"

Muriel turned the screen to show him. There was nothing new in her message accounts. "I told you. Nothing."

"It's New Years, Dear," said Naressa sympathetically. "If there is anything having to do with adoptions, it's going to take another week or so for anything new."

Muriel gave her a glare and said, "Thank you for the reminder." The red head got up and stomped out of the room in a fit. 

Naressa went to say something else to Muriel but stopped long before Enothchild said anything. She looked distant. Lost in thought. And the room felt a little cooler. "Naressa?" She didn't answer him. She closed her eyes and pinched her nose in frustration. "Naressa, is it what you heard on Tatooine again? What you heard or felt?"

"No," Naressa half growled. "I don't know who it is, but he keeps thinking about me. It's getting worse as he gets closer."
"He? He who?" asked Dizzy with a frown.

She closed her eyes for a moment, and very oddly she put her left hand on the side of her face, by her eye. "I can almost see him. He looks familiar. He's got a tattoo. Right here." She patted her left eyebrow. "But I can't see past the glare around him."

Enothchild crossed his arms in contemplation. Quick though was his response. "Casper."

Dizzy looked between Enothchild and Naressa and said, "The Kid's thinking about Naressa? How? I mean they never met? Well…you know what I mean."

Naressa didn't elaborate much further on it. Enothchild took up the opportunity. "He's coming here? Casper and Ros is?"
She shook her head and said nonchalantly, "Oh no, Enothchild. I'm speaking in terms of relative distance not direct approach. He and Master Ofcheck are just passing by. If they were coming here, or looking for us, I would feel it. Right now its…not quite passive." Naressa shook her head again. "But it is getting annoying."

Enothchild crossed his arms over his chest again, not quite thrilled to hear that a Jedi other than him was thinking so much about Naressa. "So this has been happening for how long?"

Looking not even a little guilty Naressa remarked, "Since Sanctuary. Honestly I think it's been longer than that - now don't give me that look!" Her switch in mid sentence to respond to Enothchild's not-pleasing look drew Dizzy to look up from his screen and brought Muriel back from the room she was in. "I can't help it if a Jedi I never met has precognitions of me."
"It's very significant, Naressa," Enothchild stressed with a touch of hardness. "Master Yoda had raised and trained Casper for his first eight years of life. He'll go to him with any information he has on you."

Naressa sighed and said with a little smile, "Please. If they had anything, that is if they believe him, then we wouldn't be having this conversation now." Her attention was drawn away by a chime on her computer and she looked on the screen. She sighed and moaned out low a Corellian curse. "Phosha."

"What's up?" asked Dizzy. He knew Corellian, and when he heard Phosha he knew that things had just turned shitty.
"I'm getting an instant transmission from opening a pre-sent message. It's from Bevelis Iey'yla." Before she could elaborate on who or what she was talking about, her face grew very warm and her tone very friendly, but not too much. "Hello Bevelis. A good day of profit and fortune to you."
The other three fell silent as they noted the Bothan on screen who could not see them. He spoke in his native tongue. "[For the love of profit, Woman, where have you been? Why are you traveling the stars? Have you not seen the indicators?]"

"[Well slow down, Bevelis, my Bothan is not that good]," Naressa said sweetly with dripping sarcasm; she spoke it just fine. "[I have seen the indicators. So are you calling to tell me that Rapier Technologies' stock is going to be downgraded from excellent to very good?]"

Bevelis opened his mouth, closed it, and his fur ruffled. "[Hell, Naressa, why not try reading my mind?]" He held up his hand. "[I figured you would know about that. What you may not know is the Chairmen of Tradable Metals, Ores and Precious Stones are putting a value hold on all Nubian precious metals.]"
Muriel, who knew both Bothan languages, whistled softly at the news while Naressa bristled at that. Enothchild didn't know much Bothan but he could tell through the emotional changes that something wasn't right. Poor Dizzy was totally clueless. Naboo, with its low sources of tradable commodities in the larger market, traded in the metals market with its mined ores to keep the value of their own currency high enough to be exchangeable with Republic credits, or dataries. A value hold on anything through the TMOP of the Bothan Stock Exchange was just a friendly way of saying anything from Naboo, and not just precious metals, was worthless in value. By Republic Law Naboo currency would fall under the 'Hardship Cap'; the maximum allotted value of the currency based between the total value of the world and the current state of the markets. Currently the Nubian debner would be worth half a datari. When the markets crash after the New Year on the other hand…
"[Would it have to do with the bright light bulb I have no choice but to call king]?" asked Naressa plainly. There would be only one explanation to it all; has always, it started at the very top of the Nubian royal political power mountain.
Bevelis' fur really rippled upon mentioning King Veruna, the current Nubian leader. He said, "[Comparing that boy's intelligence to a light bulb, my dear Naressa, is an insult to light bulbs.]" He rubbed his hands over his head, but did so gingerly; not because he was pretending to struggle over this. "[The Chairmen do not feel any metal from Naboo is worth its weight and should not be traded. Especially since the boy king made a remark about 'rapists with pick axes']."

Naressa looked stoically. "[You are right: I did insult light bulbs. I am sure you explained to them that Veruna is still a suckling whelp when it comes to galactic finance]."

"[Yes, a whelp indeed. A whelp they know comes from Krendel breeding stock. They said it clearly: if Naboo feels the way they do then let them try and trade fish]." Bevelis sighed heavily, put his hands together, and began to grovel. "[Naressa, please, stop what you are doing and come to Bothawui. We have an eleventh-hour session slated to begin tomorrow. Talk to the Chairmen. The market trusts you!]"
"No," said Naressa plainly, not even flinching when Muriel shot her a hard glare. "[The boy genius got himself into this. He can get himself out of it]."

"[Naressa, please, you know the market is going to crash!]" Bevelis suddenly looked over both his shoulders a few times after he shouted. "[The Chairmen do not believe it]."

"[You are speaking for the Chairmen, Bevelis, because they realized they just made a big mistake but because of ego they will not admit it and so they want someone to come begging to reinstate the status]," Naressa noted unmoved. "[Or you are covering your ass. Regardless, I am only looking at a loss of 800 million instead of 400 million if what you say is true, so why am I worried?]"

Bevelis looked flustered. This time he actually got on his knees and let the tears he was holding back drip down his face. "[I am begging! Do you not see this? I am begging for you to come to Both-!]"

Naressa put the transmission on mute, sat back, and took in the looks everyone was giving her. Frowning a little she said, "If this was any other time, and if it wasn't Tomas Krendel's neck I was saving, I would be going to Bothawui without delay. However, I am fine. Everyone that's with me is fine. The only one who really isn't is Juna, and I can't abandon her."

"Naressa, are you crazy: you can't let Naboo's monetary value crash!" exclaimed Muriel. "Juna wouldn't let it happen!"

The older woman gave Muriel a very hard glare for what she just said, but Naressa's stiffening poise loosened. She turned to Dizzy and asked, "Arness, have any of your contacts responded yet?"
Dizzy all ready knew the answer to the question but looked anyways. "Nothing back on them. And if Trino had anything new I think she would have left a message. But Muriel's right, Naressa: there's other people involved in this mess that's coming. Folks on Naboo are going to suffer from this. And what about other worlds? They'll suffer too. Would you let them?"

"I think it's safe to assume that Juna may lie low for a while," said Enothchild. "Stay in one place if she feels safe. I don't see her mixing in with a New Years party. Besides, I don't feel we're close enough to her to reach her. I don't feel her. And plus this may be the best time to sit and wait out on Dizzy's contacts if nothing pans out here. What if we're in hyperspace and where we go next we get the message three days and three dozen systems too late? That is something we must consider now."
Naressa sat up, looked between all three, and said rather hurt, "Well, the 'Republic' has spoken. I'll go." She was up and throwing on her cloak in no time, shrugging off Enothchild's thanking hand. Sarcasm dripped out of her mouth, but Enothchild would gladly take it over hatred. "No, don't try to change my mind. I'll be back in two weeks at the most."

"Ah, Naressa," began Dizzy, puzzled. "Bothawui isn't that far from here and its one jump straight."

Smiling sweetly, Naressa said cheerfully, "Well that's true. It isn't the trip, though, it’s the bureaucratic process." She pulled her hood over head. "And how much it's going to take to bribe three hundred members of the TMOP." She looked at them brightly as they showed her different measures of surprise. "Don't look at me blame King Veruna: he don't have enough personal wealth. Besides," she pointed at Enothchild, "you made me promise not to use the Dark Side. This problem is very fixable that way, but I'll have to go by what is truly the Bothan Tradition."
"I know the Bothans were sullied, but not that sullied," said Muriel.

"Look, Bevelis Iey'yla's only call in regards to Naboo was me. His own interests are on the line here as Vice Chair to the TMOP. I could care less, but…" Naressa left at that as she went to the door.

"Well it's big of you to bail out everyone anyways, Naressa," said Muriel approvingly.
Naressa hesitated at the door, turned, and said before she left, "How little of you to say." She gave them a wink and that was it.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 10.1

It didn't take long to discover why Naressa winked: upon the arrival of the carry all droid with their personal items they could have legally on Strumder it informed them that the Sith Maiden left them a message: she took the Ruby Heirloom.

In some ways Enothchild was rather happy that Naressa did take their only means off the planet; Dizzy was not as happy, but Muriel was officially the opposite of Enothchild with her beat red face and very, very quite demeanor. She was so mad she couldn't speak. And for the first time in a long time Enothchild did something he normally wouldn't do in such circumstances: he compounded her anger by saying, "Well, you wanted to get rid of her."
As wrong as it may have seemed for him to say that to get her riled up, Enothchild had done it because did deserve it: for not changing the way she acted around Naressa even after he had told her and Dizzy what Naressa went through losing their unborn child to the fact that Muriel was chomping at the bit for any reason to have Naressa out of the search group. Using Naboo's economic disaster was a low he thought the former Royal Chief of Staff would never go. By experience the best way he knew to shut her up and review what she had done wrong was to get her so riled up she would stay away from him and think. 
The other personal note to it was that Naressa choice to pilot the Ruby Heirloom alone. Enothchild had learned during his stay with Naressa at Rapier Manor that she had a terrible fear of being on starships; prior to going to Uiennar with Juna seven months ago the last time Naressa had been on a space vessel was when she was only days old, around 48 years ago. Naressa admitted trying to learn how to fly after she married Bendian and did very well in the simulators, but once she had seen a ship and knew she was going on it, and worse fly it, she would go do something else. For her Gessa Naressa had fought her fears to get away from Uiennar and the Vhinech and then pilot a Vhinech Moonhauler to Sanctuary in time to help Enothchild and the others in the rescue. There have been times Enothchild noted when they were about to board the Ruby Heirloom that he could feel her fears, causing her to hesitate. For the love of Juna and to beg for her forgiveness Naressa found that thought to motivate her pass her fears. 
On the other hand, Naressa had put them all in a strategic bind. One Dizzy was ready to remind Enothchild and his now very calm and composed wife as they made their way through the pre-pre-New Years Eve crowds to the Pull-N-Push. "I can't believe it she took the damn ship! If we get a hot lead on Juna we can't act on it right away!"

That was the burdens of pissing off a Sith Maiden, and Enothchild was not about to put Muriel through the ringer again by bringing the fact up that she wanted Naressa to leave. Yet Dizzy was right. If he was wrong about Juna's plans, and hypothetically somewhere out of the blue information came to light that Juna was just in the next system over they couldn't just up and leave like they could do with a privately owned ship. On Strumder it was illegal to solicit 'rides' to other worlds, requiring all those without ships of their own to use public and very much secured intergalactic transportation. Dizzy had checked the available flights list, but with the realities of New Years there was no need to look and find a three day waiting period required under law. He could have been wrong in this guess as well, but Enothchild felt certain that enough time had passed that the first stories of her friends and family looking for her had finally reached her, thus pushing her away from places like Strumder.
"I think it won't matter, Dizzy," said Enothchild as they all entered the loud, ruckus adult entertainment facility. "Time and distance is against us all ready; Juna has a sizable lead on us."

"Maybe." Then Dizzy stopped, turned, and Enothchild received an evil eye from him. It was most comical than serious to Enothchild, watching one big eye squint while the other closed shut. "By the way, Bantha Head, what's this business about making her promise not to use her hocus pocus?"

"Dizzy-."

"I mean come on, Man, she's looking for her daughter!"

"Dizzy I made her promise to use her abilities solely for that reason alone," Enothchild stressed. He stopped because an alien tried to push him to keep walking; when the three legged Narouplus realized how big he was he kindly tipped its two hats at Enothchild and followed the much smarter alien passing around the Vhinphyc. "She can't be choking information out of someone, or summary executing people she don't like. It won't get us anywhere in the future if people expect someone like her to be doing those things when we show up."
"I trust her judgment," said Dizzy supportively. "She wouldn't have done any of that back there if she felt she didn't have any other choice."
Enothchild eyed Dizzy as the Sullustan turned and began walking again. He took a quick look at Muriel; she was still quiet and composed. But his attention turned back to Dizzy as they reached the door of the Pull-N-Push, getting in line and preparing to get patted down by some rather large looking Humans. "It's not a matter of her decisions, it's who is watching. Hopefully she doesn't use the Force on Bothawui."
Dizzy turned around and said, "Hmmm. Use the Force to alter the minds of dimwit Bothans, or bribe them? Yeah, I hope she doesn't use the dark side either, Enothchild, because by golly that would be a crime!"

Enothchild had thought about that when Naressa announced those intentions and found himself being beaten to death by Jedi irony, given extra punch with Dizzy's common sense sarcasm. He wanted to keep Naressa from using the dark side of the Force on others as much as possible for obvious reasons; however he never anticipated that she would go an illegal route to achieve her means. He truly never considered that Naressa would use more traditional, illegal methods of persuasion. Yet he was not stupid: the Bothans ran much of their morally corrupt political system as much as they ran their businesses; the most honest work a Bothan could find and remain true to themselves was in espionage.
An idea or two struck Enothchild from that last thought, but it came to a halt when the bodyguards approached him, Dizzy, and Muriel. The men had exchanged sudden, worried glances amongst each other when they saw him the largest moving object in the crowd; Enothchild could sense their fears and processes associated with them; the emotions turning into instinctive impulse, starting the endorphins to quickly access the adrenal glands to expand lung capacity; the impulses becoming subconscious thought and then conscious thought and those thoughts speeding up by the increase induction of oxygen; lastly, with their muscles energized all they awaited for was the command from their brain to act appropriately.
"Okay folks, weapons check," said the lead Human. 

Enothchild stepped in front of Dizzy immediately and said, "There is no one of malice in our party carrying a weapon." A half truth; no one in his group had any intentions on using the weapons in their possession.

Enothchild watched as his stepped ahead had the affect he was looking for; bringing the men closer to him to look at his lightsaber, shifting their focus… "Then you have no problem if we pat you three down."

With a subtle exhale, Enothchild made a small gesture while tapping the Force, "You don't need to pat us down."

The men lost focus in their eyes, and the leader said, "We don't need to pat you down."

"We have no weapons."

"You have no weapons."

"We can go about your business. Get inside. We're holding up the line."
"You can go about your business." The group slowly broke away, backing up to their original positions, calming down. Not looking lost anymore, the leader said rather nastily, "Get inside! You're holding up the line!"

To further Enothchild's feeling of success no one else had paid any attention to what had transpired. Once inside he turned around to look at the others and noted Dizzy's look. "What?"
"Nothing, Mister Crite," remarked Dizzy rather juvenilely. "Since you have no problem using your powers, I guess that makes everything a-okay." 

It took Enothchild a second or two to understand that 'Crite' was short for hypocrite. Now he was really frustrated. "Dizzy, I don't have time to explain it all again! Naressa just can't!"

The Sullustan gave his quite wife a look; Muriel just shrugged her shoulders. He threw up his hands and said, "Fine. We're in. I say split up." And before Enothchild could say anything Dizzy just left him and Muriel at the door and slipped past a couple talking in front of opening that lead into the main floor of the club. Enothchild followed suit, entering the large, arena-like room that was filled with beings of all kinds, sounds of all mixes, and lights of all colors; all in perfect harmony with the female beings in various stages of little dress found throughout. The stairway he saw Dizzy ascend opposite the patron's dance floor had a sign above it that read 'Bare Floor'; obviously where his contact Trino worked.
Enothchild turned back around and found Muriel still with him. He was curious as to why she didn't follow Dizzy; she had been in environments like this with him before. He figured while she went with Dizzy he would use the Force to get a feel for the place and the patrons, see who felt like they were hiding something -- whether Dizzy liked it or not. All that changed when Muriel shoved something in Enothchild's hand and quickly headed for the far end of the bar off to their right. Frowning at the oddity of it all Enothchild took a look at the flimplast note she had given him:

Meet up with me. Clear your mind of Her before you do. Do not think or mention Her.
Enothchild frowned even more when it occurred to him that Muriel was referring to Naressa as Her in the note; she couldn't be referring to Juna. Apparently she wanted to talk about Naressa again, but only this time she didn't want Naressa to know about it. Sensible given what they know about Naressa's ability to know who is talking about her or thinking about her at any given time; it was proven again today, for certain he believed her when she said Casper Knightshade was thinking about her; it made no sense for her to make that up. The lack of usual actions by the former Guardian, her quietness and subtle demeanor, was finally explained: Muriel had been busy blanking her mind.
Taking a cleansing breath, Enothchild focused and used the Force to clear his mind of Naressa. Finished he went to the bar and fought his curiosity along the way; with curiosity, it was too easy for all he cleared from his mind to come back with the questions he had. He squeezed through the crowds and people, finding Muriel sitting very discreetly on a bar stool with a chilled Nubian Myst in front of her.

Making a quick judgment, Enothchild sat on the stool next to her, pausing as the full blunt of his weight made the stool creak, but it all held up. He looked at her and said, "Okay. What is it?"

"Without…you know," said Muriel with a nod to the note, "on our minds I would like to submit to you something. Between you and me."
"And clearing our minds will keep things secretive?" Enothchild had his doubts in that. Judging by the look she gave him Muriel was silently agreeing with him.

"It's worth the shot. Just hear me out." Enothchild gave Muriel a quick nod, and she began. "Remember what happened a little over two years ago? Something was wrong with Juna. It prompted you to leave Sanctuary. She was in a deep sleep but woke up."

Enothchild knew what she was referring to after she finished the first sentence. "Yes." He thought about it a little bit more, but there wasn't much to it because there wasn't much there to think about; Enothchild had never spent time on the subject. "Dizzy had told me when he picked me up at the rendezvous point that a ghost had tried to trick Juna into using the dark side. A young girl named Faradi if I remember."

Muriel took a drink from her glass before going on. "I was wondering did you and Juna ever talk about it."

"No," said Enothchild, not elaborating further because by doing so he would bring up…

"Oh," said Muriel, getting the hint along with the answer. "Did Dizzy tell you anything more?"

"I think he said that Faradi had visited Juna on two more, different subject occasions in the past."
Muriel nodded. "The last time, with Pirus Krendel trying to dethrone her along with Sele Nevere, was the third time. The first time was the Seoven mission. Faradi was Juna's age, or so she looked it. She was the one that gave Juna the idea for the krayt dragon tattoo. The second time was prior to the rescue mission she lead at the Lystet and Olan Systems; Faradi played the coward to rile up Juna's anger." She gestured with some disconcerting. "Because of the first two times Juna put a lot of trust in Faradi because Juna thought she was a real being. Funny thing was nobody gave it a second thought; they all thought Faradi was part of the servant's crew. Yet she pops out of nowhere, with no one around. Well…"
Enothchild was intrigued by this and nodded for her to go on, regardless how what she was going to say next sounded like; he figured she hesitated because of uncertainty. Muriel continued. "During the Krendel-Nevere affair, Weena Welchrest was approached by Faradi. Yeah, you see that's where I didn't buy the whole idea that this Faradi was a ghost, at first that is. That's where I get worried."
Enothchild could sense that from her, but his feelings of intrigue wouldn't allow her to take a long pause. "Go on."

Apprehensive, Muriel continued. "While Faradi…held Juna unconscious? Coma? I don't know, but anyways while she held Juna Faradi told her that she had projected a mental image of herself in Weena's mind to lure Juna down into the hidden dungeon."
This time Enothchild elicited the silence with his change in stance and posture, and Muriel noticed it and busied herself with her thoughts and her drink. The idea of a ghost was totally not farfetched at all because Enothchild based this on his own experience: Nadja had visited him in spirit on three different occasions: the first time on Alderaan, instructing him to go to Vhanba to rescue Juna; the second time was Naboo to tell him what happened between her and Jurivicious Pern; the third time a little over seven months ago, to tell him he was meant to be with Juna when she was old enough. 

The thought of the third Nadja visit distracted him. To find center he asked, "Did you ever see Faradi?"
"No," said Muriel with a little shake of her head. "We asked Weena for a description, but essentially…only Juna could confirm how Faradi looked like." She sighed and showed regret. "At first, and even after Juna had," she made a quote-unquote gesture with both her hands, "'stopped Faradi', I thought…given the timing and how stressed out Juna was about…you know who." Of course, she was referring to….what's her name. "I mean, given what she had been through up to that point. I thought it was possible that she may have…honestly lost it. That she snapped."

Enothchild shook his head adamantly. "Juna's too strong to lose her sanity."

"I wanted to believe that back then," stressed Muriel. "But you know just as I do that everyone has that point where the mind can't take it. There's something else. A minor detail I hadn't told you about back on Alderaan." Enothchild's eyebrows rose. "When I first started out has Juna's Guardian I did a comprehensive background check on the Rapier Clan's history. There were incomplete medical records on Canus Rapier, the last Sovereign King of Naboo before Veruna. Rumor for ages was that Canus had gone mad with real delusions of grandeur and so his people had actually rigged the elections to cause his ouster. They were mainly rumors because in reality people had grown to hate King Adegga's rule and showed it when three quarters of the vote went to the challenger.

"Anyways, Oggie" Muriel was mentioning the Order of Guardians' Head Master Ogwa 'Oggie' Newhausen "knew of a Gungan who heard about old stories passed down about the occupants of Rapier Manor, and according to the Gungan the rumors were true. So with what was passed down to me I went to Bendian with it and asked to see the complete family record." She shook her head. "Bless him now, but back then he was a complete asshole about it and didn't release a damn thing.
"Flash forward to after the Faradi hostage deal. As Royal Chief-of-Staff I had access to every file, every note, every legal and illegal situation any Royal was in, and every spoken word that was recorded by every ruler dating back five hundred years. So, I checked King Adegga out. Turned out the rumors weren't rumors; towards the end of his reign, his Royal Physician suspected that Canus was suffering from schizophrenia.
"And schizophrenia is hereditary," she finalized, ending the sentence with a large gulp of liquor. "I had thought what if Juna had subconsciously projected Faradi into Weena's mind? Without knowing, I thought it was possible that she projected her own…split personality into another unsuspecting individual."
Enothchild considered what was said, and his head shake slowly churned out. "I don't believe for one second Juna is schizophrenic. And last I checked the jury is still out on hereditary and mental illness."
"It's inconclusive because of the DNA-RNA research into it; personally I think they're reaching down too small to explain a mental disease without a cure." Muriel bent over towards him. "But for a few months I thought that was what was going on. It easily explained everything. Why Juna was the only one suffering from someone who looked like her. What was scary wasn't the possible schizophrenia, but the possible schizophrenia mixed in with the Force. And you know that my fears were just."

Enothchild found her fears very justifiable. The history of the Force, those who used it long before there ever was a Jedi Order but had the hindsight to record what they had done or saw done, and throughout the history of the religious philosophy, had its share of horror stories that featured true diagnosed insanity. Such mental abnormalities were amplified by the Force, making the experiences of delusion and paranoia a hundred times more potent than any drug-induced hallucination. Instances of unsuspecting, mentally health beings becoming temporarily crazy or worse permanently insane by disturbed Force users that were projecting their inflictions inadvertently into their minds. Sometimes it was done on purpose, by those that became not fearful but malevolent.
Although the Force penetrated through everything and it flowed freely and more in abundance in living beings, it had its natural controls. Then there is Force sensitive beings, practically mynocks in metaphor tapping into the energies and redistributing their flow for other purposes, and for that the manipulation and shaping and finally the usage of the Force began and end at the brain. In the first week of Initiates School Enothchild learned that the brain was ironically the most underestimate organ of any being's body. The people back then, when the Force was new and dangerous, didn't need any education to see that the wrong kind of mind in control of energies they themselves produce for beings sensitive to the energies to use was tantamount to leaving a nuclear weapon lying around with a simple, big bright candy-like red push button detonation activator in a small room full of toddlers with no toys. Over the years as the Jedi Order flourished mental testing and probing early on during the recruitment stage was adopted. When Nue Cadabel created the P.L.C. testing criteria he demanded and had gotten the requirement that along with the Force heritage background checks that a family's medical history be also scrutinized, which included history of mental illness. Certain governments did such checks on nominees for high office, so why not candidates for Jedi training.
Now, with Juna?

"I understand," said Enothchild thoughtfully. "But if for one second I thought Juna was going to have some type of real serious mental problems I wouldn't have had showed her anything. The Council would have seen it too during her examine with them."

"And I know that, with all of my heart," said Muriel, assuring him that she trusted his assessments. She may have doubted some of his thoughts and reasons and decisions, but when it came to certain things she didn't question them; particularly when it came to the Force. "Juna's only been emotionally pushed to the limit. Not shattered, though. And true, if twelve Jedi minds did see it then the examines would have been over before they started."
Muriel sighed and was apprehensive again. "So I have to take a leap of faith to explain things. If Faradi, a dark side ghost or whatever the hell she is, can use Juna to project herself into someone's mind then what's stopping her from using Juna entirely? What if…we're not chasing Juna at all?"
Hearing that Enothchild found himself frowning and feeling offended even with his open mindedness when it came to the Force. Muriel pleaded with him with her raised hands. "Hear me out, okay? It's-It's rather…stupid and witchcraft-like and so Old Corusanee, however…even you have said…with Sith Maidens we're dealing with stuff we don't know anything about."

"That may be true," said Enothchild, conceding for the moment that fact and only that fact. "But to date anything a Sith Maiden has done is explainable because the roots of the ability lie in a similar, but much smaller in scale ability. Therefore it escapes me for the moment how someone who's dead can assume control of a living body."

"Well can it be mixture of mind control and Force projection?" asked Muriel very quickly, as to justify her point to even herself.

"Muriel at best the only thing a ghost can do in my limited experience is to get someone to do something through conversation. Nadja pointed me towards Juna's direction years ago. And what you have told me this Faradi at best tried and failed to trick Juna into doing something."
The red head leaned towards him and dared him to answer. "Then what about keeping Juna unconscious? Can you explain that? Or Weena seeing Faradi? Weena doesn't have an active midi-chlorian in her body. If it wasn't Juna's doing all that, then tell me who!"

"Have you ever considered the possibility that Faradi is a live person?" Enothchild threw out there. "Many Force sensitive beings are overlooked by the Jedi Order for a wide variety of circumstances."

"Then where did she learn how to use the Force if it were true?" Muriel waved her hands at Enothchild to stop the continuation of the theory. "Somebody like that couldn't stay a secret for so long. Who would she be working for? The Hutts? The Trade Federation? Prophet? No. Juna felt certain that Faradi was not alive."

Enothchild honestly did not what to say to Muriel. His mind attempted to grasp the idea she had proposed, and every part of his Jedi being said it was impossible: the dead could not directly control the living, or use them to project themselves into other living people's minds. He did not know where to begin, on how it could be done. But if it could be done, then it was no surprise that the most powerful Force-endowed creatures the Sith Maidens would be involved. It was a lot to think about, which such thoughts would be better served for meditation, where it was quite and peaceful.

"It's outlandish and unbelievable," said Enothchild honestly "but it's something to consider." To that, and to his surprise, Muriel seemed a little disappointed. "What?"

The red head let out a very slow, regretting sigh. "Enothchild, I was hoping that you had more information to give up. Since…you know…you and…" Muriel made a gesture with her eyes, trying to imply who she was referring to…

"No," said Enothchild truthfully and with peaceful tones. "My time with her was kept in the realm of knowing who she is, not what she could do."
"Well the knowing is what I'm getting at. She never mentioned Faradi?"

And suddenly that disturbed Enothchild, finding its way to his brow. There was an answer to that; not directly to the question asked but in how it relates to it. 

Relates…

"She never did," said Enothchild, pondering. "But…why do I feel Naressa would know Faradi all too well?" Muriel made a small hushing noise, but he just shook her head. "I can't have a conversation like this for very long. Besides, I think all the hints we're dropping would find its way to Naressa anyways. And perhaps talking about Faradi or Juna will too." He looked around the bar, but he was doing it more to find the answers he thought he could answer now. "So why would all three know each other so well?"

Muriel broke the 'silence' with a dumbstruck look and a quiet voice. "Juna said Faradi was a part of her. That she was related to her somehow." Enothchild could see Muriel mentally kicking herself, because the idea was the basis for her suspicions in the first place. "By family. She said she knew it."

"Interesting." Enothchild felt his marked cheek get uncharacteristically cold. As he thought he put his fingers up by it and rubbed it. The feeling now was strange; it was there, yet it was not; the Mark of the Flames as Naressa put it seemed hollow, empty, and without meaning as opposed to the rest of his face. 

Enothchild then caught Muriel's sudden interest and lowered his hand. She asked, "Are you all right?"

"Fine," he lied. Before she could ask again, Enothchild said, "Perhaps Faradi is a blood relative."

"She would have to be on Naressa's side. Bendian had no brothers or sisters; just cousins from tunictail to fifth removed. And Faradi is not a Nubian name."

"Definitely on Naressa's side: the Sith Maiden theory is based on a strict heredity cycle. Again, it’s a lot to think about." Enothchild crossed his arms when a new thought occurred to him. "By the way: would your suspicions of Faradi controlling Juna also go for Naressa as well?"
Muriel tossed a token on the counter to pay for her drink and said, "The thought crossed my mind. That's why I didn't ask her about this directly again."

The lightsaber ignited inside his mind. "I see now. Your attitude towards her…it has been related to this."
"Yes and no." Muriel gave the crowd a once over with her purple eyes, and she looked uncomfortable. Enothchild was sure it was due to the fact that they were going to talk about a touchy subject. "Look, she's been through a lot. I know that. She still is. But where was she? As her close friends, don't we have a right to ask?"
Enothchild felt his chest deflate quite a bit, and he suddenly felt like a total ass. It was only earlier in the day that he enjoyed the fact that Muriel was made a fool of. For the first time, though, her question did have merit in the context that Muriel wanted to know what happened to the woman she called her friend; perhaps secretly, but Enothchild didn't have the proton torpedoes to say it, Muriel looked up to Naressa as a role model. Without question in the past the young woman respected the older woman even at the cost of being suspicious of her every once in a while. Muriel, he knew, did owe Naressa for convincing her to give Dizzy a chance at a relationship and look how that turned out. It was for the best for the two of them, despite their total incompatibility. Then again the Jedi Council couldn't understand why two polar opposites like Enothchild and Nadja could fall in love and marry either.

"We do have a right," said Enothchild, scanning the crowd for Dizzy once he thought of the Sullustan. "But under the circumstances I would think finding Juna would come first. Talking about…" He stopped because a lump formed in his throat. Muriel noted his pause and seemed to understand why he stopped. He held up a hand, collected himself, and said calmly, "We were distracted by our sorrow."

Muriel nodded, and her head nod became very slow as Enothchild felt the back of his head grow warm with danger. In his mind's eye, he could see a male Human sitting next to him; Enothchild's back was to him. The Human had eyed him oddly as he was trying to drink his shot of whiskey. It was sudden, the Human male's impulse to grab the whiskey bottle that was sitting in front of him. Grabbing it by the neck, inverting the bottle. The bartender's shout just beginning…

The only reason Enothchild actually detected the offensive maneuver was the man's drunkenness; although he didn't sense his intentions because the alcohol blurred his perceptions, his intoxication made him slight slower than normal and he had to hesitate to regain his balance and commitment to his forward momentum…
Wisely, Enothchild stood straight up, taking the full blunt of the heavy bottle's impact on his upper back. The man had enough on his uncontrollable swing to cause the bottle to break upon impact; the broken pieces hit the rest of Enothchild's back and went no further; if he hadn't stood up and allowed the bottle to strike his head the pieces could have dangerously found their way towards Muriel, possibly blinding her with the shards. 
Turning around quickly, Enothchild found himself facing the bottle's broken neck as the man tried to swipe back, the jagged edge of the glass barely cutting the point of his chin. His large hand grabbed the man by the wrist and held him still. He said, "Just what in the hell do you think you're doing!"
There was a sudden 'hey' shout…

The bartender suddenly began to yell. "NO BLASTERS!"…

With one hell of a no regrets yank Enothchild pulled the drunken fool down to the floor, and his lightsaber sprang to life. With the Force, it guided him to the arm that held the blaster, and in a flash of white light that made everyone else in the club become aware of what was transpiring an Aqualish was running away from the action with one less arm.
Finding his composure, Enothchild noted a few more people in the crowd was projecting feelings of bravado, and like it was back at the Sarlacc Pit they were motivated by absolutely no reason at all. This time he did not take the high road of peace. He set himself in a ready stance and ordered, "Back Off! I Said Back Off!"

Enothchild stood tall, letting them see all seven feet and nearly four hundred pounds of him, that lightsaber brilliantly lighting up his horned features. The whole view of it worked on the crowd's doubts and, yes, their fears: sometimes fear had to be exploited to calm the riot, and it was technique he had used many times to end disputes. There was no mistaking the effectiveness of a large being baring a weapon that betrayed he was more than what they could see. Unquestionably, he was not a being to be messed with by any regard. It may have seemed wrong for a Jedi to do something so intimidating, and it was debatable. 
But he wasn't a Jedi anymore. Besides, Nadja found that her preceded reputation diffused a few wars very bloodlessly and was so much in favor of such tactics. Funnily, the visual of a very short, petite bodied, big breasted woman standing in his place and holding back a rancor crowd with her flavor-of-the-week lightsaber made him smile at that very moment.

Focusing, Enothchild saturated the surrounding area with a calming influence and said, "Jedi business. Nothing to see here. Move along now, people." Before long the tensions began to let up among the masses, and they began to disperse. The emergence of the bouncers through the crowd suggested that they weren't buying what the Jedi Master just sold.
Until the bartender said, "WHOA, guys! The big fella here took a bottle to the back thanks to that ratty bastard right there on the floor."

With that, Enothchild shut down his lightsaber to put it away, and then plucked the man from the floor. He looked over his shoulder at Muriel, noting that she had her lightweight blaster in her hands, pointing it all around in a tight circle. He asked, "You all right?"

"I will be as soon as we get outta here," she said with calculator coldness. "I felt the danger in here just as we were wrapping up the conversation."

Enothchild figured as much when she began to scan the crowd with those purple eyes of hers, which was still eyeing everyone with intent. He said, "Go get Dizzy. I'll be all right." When she left the bouncers went to grab his attacker. "Hold it a minute." When they stopped Enothchild turned the man around and held him up on his feet to talk to him. "Why did you attack me?"

"Get outta my face ya smelly ass freak," was the man's half burped response.

Enothchild gave him just a mild shake to stir him around. "I will, as soon as I find out why you attacked me. So why?" 

The drunk eyed Enothchild with heavy, glossy eyelids, breathing out a foul air of booze the Vhinphyc could clearly smell. Observing the man thoroughly, Enothchild took in the poor cut of the man's clothes and the lack of ego boasting wealth. This certainly was no professional hit man disguised to be a drunk. However this wasn't some mere jerk who got drunk on the weekends or during special occasions. Such people put too much stock in their vanity or in their manhood, or both. Nine times out of ten they're so big on themselves they have lots to prove, so they go look someone to prove it on. If they're lucky it will be a female. If not, their frustrations would be on an unsuspecting victim receiving such a high honor and privilege in the form of a fist, or a weapon. This man did not fit the characteristics of a problem starter.
The drunk said nonchalantly, "I dunno. Sumthum musta come ova me." He then noticed that he was bleeding and began to whimper; when Enothchild grabbed the man to pull him out of the way of the Aqualish he caused the man to squeeze the remains of the whiskey bottle left in his hand until it broke.
"Sorry about that," said Enothchild regretfully, handing him over to the bouncers. He gave them a strict glare and demanded, "He's suffered enough. Get him a taxi and have it take him to the nearest hospital."

When the bouncers left after they gave him truthful nods, and along with the drunk they picked up the amputated appendage lying on the floor, Muriel appeared with Dizzy almost immediately. The Sullustan just chuckled, "So who's feet did you step on, Dance Monkey?"

Enothchild looked back towards the door and found himself totally perplexed by what happened. In his gut he knew that man was nonviolent. Although it was still probably that the man acted because of his drunken stupidity, he suddenly began to suspect that Naressa was not being silly with the whole death curse idea. Especially now, with Muriel's speculation of a dark side ghost possessing Juna's body becoming a plausible and acceptable possibility.
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 10.2

On the way back to the hotel Enothchild only half heard what Dizzy was talking about because the other half of him was busy thinking about all that he and Muriel had talked about. The Sullustan didn't have much to tell. Trino was glad to see him, sad to find out that he had been happily married for the last decade, and did not have much more to give them when it came to Juna, Rooney Tufuse or Belt Besirmesserresuron -- "They must have flew into a black hole because no word about them has escaped from wherever they are at," was the stripper's view. 
Dizzy did learn from Trino and her mother that much in the fringe was getting more and more busy, interesting, and dangerous. The Hutts had recently put out a call for all smugglers who were interested in making some very serious profit must be at the Smuggler's Moon of Nar Shaddaa within the following month after New Years Day; with the 'advertised' minimum of thirty thousand credits in the currency of the their choice Enothchild didn't need Dizzy to tell him that it was a sweet deal that was hard to pass up. Of course Muriel reminded her husband that he was out of the smuggling business; apparently she sensed something in Dizzy's voice because Enothchild sure hadn't.
Nevertheless, the news was implying what Dizzy had feared a few days ago back on Nazavier. With such a profitable and wide open time sensitive invitation to the smugglers just about every creature with a ship and a need for money was going to Nar Shaddaa to haul whatever the Hutts wanted them to haul. That alone was scary; it made Enothchild and Muriel too wonder what in the hell was being hauled for such high minimum smuggling price; Dizzy's guess was slaves since weapons and spice were low maintenance goods since the nonliving staples did not need food, water, or care. Dizzy's guess predicated on the lack of information given in the details of the open invitation so they could entice and possibly trap the smugglers into slave running: traditional smugglers, if there was such a term, stayed away from all aspects of the slave trade.
Enothchild looked at it from a Jedi perspective by taking into account that it was only a few weeks ago that Belt Besirmesserresuron was apparently hauling Black Sun merchandise into Hutt Space; when he brought it up Dizzy suddenly remembered that Trino had heard that it was indeed Black Sun merchandise that the Republic had discovered. With that known, Enothchild could see that the large gathering of smugglers was the 'consolidation' Yabbula the Hutt was gunning for; the large offer of the Hutts would draw away any smuggler with a tight bond of allegiance with Black Sun, leaving the Core World-based organization with a shortage of ships to transport their goods. With the expected market crash that will undeniably lead to an increase in illegal trafficked goods Black Sun was going to be short a few dozen, maybe a few hundred, ships and therefore not meet the demands of their clientele. Organized crime was truly a business and the bottoms lines of all involved where the most important. However Enothchild knew that such disagreements between two powerful 'companies' were not going to be fought in or settled out of a court of law.
They discussed the matter over and over again until it was a dead nuna when they reached their hotel room. Enothchild was prepared to meditate to consider everything that was discussed tonight between him and Muriel but he didn't right away when Dizzy asked, "Who's this nutball?" 
When Enothchild looked on the screen he realized right away that it was the Bothan Naressa had been talking to earlier in the day; she had put him on hold, and he had been so desperate for her help he had stayed on the line every since; he was sleeping with his head on his desk, his hands still clutched in plea. It was much easier to shut off the transmission than it was to shut out Dizzy's rolling on the floor in laughter racket.

The days passed by, and with no new information from anywhere and no word from Naressa, Enothchild found he had plenty of time to think; so rare was it for a Jedi to have so much time to consider matters with patience under similar circumstances; another myth debunked. Putting all other considerations aside, he tackled the issue of spiritual possession by a Force powered entity.
Immediately Enothchild found himself hitting the set-in-duracrete limitations of the Force he had learned since his Jedi Mother -- he never referred to Anka-Dee Sura as anything less -- began to talk to him about the energies he could manipulate, persuade, and organize but never truly control. 

Without any question living beings have the most direct impact on the Force. They influence it as Jedi or normal being by how they think, what they do, where it all happens and when the affects occur or when does it all eventually happen. The paradox of time travel was never more apparent here in terms of philosophical context; whatever happened in the past, which cannot be changed, affects the present or the future. In what way it all has an affect on everything and when the topic of debate was always when; the continuous mystery that was life. Inanimate and nonliving objects -- excluding droids from the argument -- played a part in the Force's grand scheme, sometimes they were significant. Ultimately what moved the Force more was those who drew a breath, thought, and felt.
With that, Enothchild had to stretch his mind a bit and asked the outlandish question -- to aesthetes anyways -- how the dead affected the Force. It honestly took him two days to work the idea out of generalizations and develop more specific questions; Enothchild was sure Dizzy could have figured this out in seconds, but then again Dizzy did not have so much to consider first in terms of what he knew of the Force compared to what Enothchild knew of the Force; sometimes it did help not to know so much.
Right at the start, skipping past the obvious circumstances that occurred when someone died and how it affected others around them, Enothchild found Nadja as an excellent example to his initial question. She had come to him on numerous times as a ghost, pointing him in a positive direction. That would be a simple example of the dead having an affect on the Force, for Nadja was dictating a living being to do something in which would have an impact on the Force. And how did Nadja manage appearing before him? By the Force, her source of power the very energies that gave her significants and purpose since her birth. She was One with the Force, a part of its energies. Therefore, was it safe to assume she could control those energies? The question had to be asked. If Nadja can appear as energy, then she had to have some control over it, or she retained the relationship she had with it after she had died.
Or it was meant to be. Nadja was meant to come back. Her spirit was meant to play a part in the Dark Hope prophecy, just as Enothchild himself was meant to play a part in Juna's life. He hated to think it but it was true: just as Magus Prophet and Jurivicious Pern was meant to play a part in Juna's life. So if the living had a part to play in the Age of Darkness, then why not those of the undying spirit?

And if he accepted that premise, then Enothchild had to accept that the return of dead spirits was not the sole right of Light Side beings. The Force was comprised of Light and dark, good and bad, right and wrong: it did not choose sides for it was what was: energy. Energy, again, created by beings of Light and dark, good and bad, right and wrong. Energy that was inexhaustible and available for spirits no longer bound to the limitations of flesh, of blood, and time.

However there had to be limits somewhere because if the spirits of the dead had so much unchecked, unstoppable power then why --for the sake of the argument -- wasn't the most malevolent of dark side creatures in the annuals of the Force's history taking possession of any body they choose to continue their ambitions. The dark side fueled their desires and the need to justify their whims, so what was stopping them? A sudden grasp of conscious when they died?

Isn't life…tempting? Would it be? Should it be? Life was a premium that everyone protected, and when it came to life there was no staple people horded so selfishly, especially when it was their own life they had to protect. Certainly it wasn't out of the question that…a Jedi spirit would be tempted by returning to life. But perhaps it was the Jedi Code that had been long burned in their Jedi souls that prevented such a thing; the sanctity of other's lives far outweighing their own with them forever in the Force. Yet, again, what of those of darkness? In a perfect universe Enothchild would have no doubts. But this was not a perfect universe.
Then again when was the last time Enothchild walked into a reincarnated Jedi Knight, or any person that was possessed by a Force spirit of either side?.
The third day of the New Year, five days after they had arrived on Strumder, started off with its own, loud bang that had put Enothchild off his routine of thinking. Enothchild woke up and found Muriel watching the HoloNet news feed, and the image of Supreme Chancellor Finnis Valorum announcing to the citizens of the Republic the unfortunate news that indeed the galactic government had defaulted on its loans to itself. As Naressa predicted, all the stock markets with Republic holdings had crashed. The doom of it impacted those in high finance and great risk, and it wasn't before long that the planet's own news agency was reporting the rapid increase of suicides involving people and great falls from a tall building. That included the three who died after jumping from the lower levels of the Har Barafem Tower, Enothchild, Dizzy, and Muriel's hotel. If it was chaos on a world such as this, Enothchild could only imagine what was happening at Bothawui. 
He wished for Naressa to come back to Strumder.

Enothchild's worries for Naressa ended when he had thought that: he felt her, and she assured him that she was fine. He could hear her voice in his head, even at such a great distance:
You should be focusing on more personal matters. Let me worry about the galaxy for now.

Enothchild spent the rest of the day wondering what the hell that meant. With no real answers he went back to work on his original figuring out process. This time he figured in what he knew of Sith Maidens, from theory created by Jedi Masters long ago that had been stored in the Jedi Holocron to his own unique personal experiences with Naressa and Juna. What he would discover during the thought processes that based what he needed he had learned more about Sith Maidens from Juna than from Naressa.
The sixth evening of the first month was clear and betrayed a starry night above their heads when they stood around outside on the patio deck. Enothchild had asked Dizzy and Muriel outside because he was, like them, sick of all the waiting inside the apartment with nothing to do; the chill of the spring night was just as welcomed for a change of pace. There was the Pull-N-Push, which the Arnes had staked out every night hoping to hear someone just mention Juna's name. What hurt their stake outs was the Push-N-Pulls expected lack of people due to the bad turn in the economy; no one had extra money to spend, and the planet was under an eleven o'clock curfew; the lack of crowd and business hours would steer away any smugglers or informants away. But they kept trying, just like with Dizzy's old friends and contacts who still had not returned his summons. Tonight, they stayed home and wanted to hear something different.

"After some serious consideration I think your theory has merit, Muriel," said Enothchild somberly. He gauged Dizzy's hidden reactions to the news and it didn't set well with him; Muriel had told her husband her thoughts and he had acted rather negatively to them.
"No offense to my Honey Bunny," said Dizzy, "but I think this way too screwy. I was there. Right? I was there when this whole Faradi thingy went down. I'll buy the ghost deal. But possession?" He hesitated, looking at Muriel briefly, and then said, "You're both out of your minds."
To Enothchild's relief he didn't see or get a hint through the Force that Muriel was hurt by the proclamation. Then again, he mused, she was married to Dizzy and had to put up with a lot of his lovable crap. He took point though and said, "I seem to recall a time back on Alderaan when you weren't so skeptical about spiritual possession."
"And on Naboo," jumped in Muriel, "you were more than willing to embrace the idea of spiritual interference."

Dizzy split his thinking time looking between the two, a little miffed because they were harking on his one time belief in the Sullustan Fednori religion and how he would sometimes fall back on it to just explain something. He gave it up when he thought his first love and wife Maynade had killed herself because she couldn't be with him. Since though he had been inclined to reflect back on those earlier teachings to get a grasp on a few things. 

Dizzy was selective though. "First off, Sarch, I bought the idea of the dark side trying to draft her on their shock ball team." He looked to Muriel. "And I told you that there were limits to what a ghost could do."
"And I remember you saying that Faradi was a clever ghost," remarked Muriel without effort.

"We're only taking into consideration what you yourself had expressed," Enothchild offered.

"Now waitaparsec!" Dizzy put his hands on his hips. "What I expressed? When have you two ever listened to me?"

Enothchild sensed it that time; that touched a nerve in Muriel. He put his hand out towards her to cut her off. He said diplomatically, "The right or wrong of what you say is not what is relevant to us. It never has been. We both, Both Dizzy, appreciate your point of view in any discussion." He gave Muriel another look that forced her to look him in the eyes; he didn't want a follow up to that statement from her in the area of no matter how asinine Dizzy's point of view was. They had to stay on issue. "With that respect for you I would hope you'll give us a chance to convince you."

Dizzy's right eyelid fluttered, a unique character trait of his that suggested nervousness on his part. Oddly, it threw Enothchild off his train of thought. Dizzy crossed his arms and mumbled, "All right."
That gave Enothchild his train of thought back. "Ever since I have known her Juna has shown that she knew how to the Force. She knew how to use it in certain ways long before I showed her. To be best of her recollection, she had said that she had always known. It had just come to her. Usually based on the need of it during critical times. This was theoretically developed by the Jedi Order centuries ago when they pursued the what-ifs of the existence of Sith Maidens."
"I heard all this before," said Dizzy. Enothchild had explained this beginning before to him and Muriel a few times over the past twelve years.

"What you heard was how Sith Maidens passed on the knowledge through heredity," said Enothchild for clarification. "What we never, ever considered was who. As in who went through the trouble to develop these abilities to have them passed on. To see the truth in that, look no further than Naressa who never in her life showed Juna how to use the Force." Dizzy seemed to be interested in this revelation. "So within Juna and Naressa's ancestral line there was at least one Sith Maiden -- maybe more, perhaps all of them -- that not just developed these abilities and their uses for them but had used them. What you learn about stripping down hyperdrive motivators in books is nothing compared to trying to do in the flesh. So, Dizzy, who showed you how to strip down a motivator?"
The metaphoric approach by using one's life experiences to properly explain the meat of the subject always worked reasonable well for Enothchild. It required knowing the person he was trying to convince; not too deeply, just knowing what was on the surface of Dizzy's life story was enough to find something and connect it to the point at hand. 
"I had an instructor," said Dizzy gingerly. He waved around with his hand to indicate them all. "We all had instructors. Mentors. Folks that cared. You know what they all have in common? No? They were alive."

Muriel slipped in. "Yes, they were alive. Don't you understand what he's implying? Someone, maybe not Naressa, was using the Force. The memories of that usage and knowledge was passed down and passed down who knows how many times. Remember when Juna said that she thought Faradi was related to her somehow? What if Faradi truly was a relative?"

"And it should be noted that Naressa avoided the subject of Faradi when Muriel approached her about it a year ago," said Enothchild. "That would suggest to me that Naressa may have had a run in with Faradi. She might even know a great deal about her."

Dizzy was once again looking between Enothchild and Muriel. He said, "You really can't be too serious about this? Look, Juna said Faradi first came to her when she was at Seovenear. If you guys don't buy my theory that there are limits on ghosts, which B.T.W. I gotta say I don't necessarily buy superstitions like that anymore, then what exactly kept Faradi from bothering Juna in the past."
"Easy: the mental cap Naressa put on Juna." After Enothchild had said that Dizzy stood up a little taller to express disapproval. When Juna was little growing up Naressa had put in a reoccurring mental deterrent in the form of nightmares whenever little Juna had a hankering to use the Force or had more than a fair brush with feeling it. Her nightmare -- a dark creature she had called Darth Vader, a Sith Lord -- haunted Juna off and on for years until Jurivicious Pern interrupted the deterrent, using the mental opening it allowed to sway a vulnerable Juna down the dark path. The deterrent, in order for it exists and alert Naressa to any dark side influences, relied on a Force Link, and such links required two people to mutually agree to it. In this case Naressa forced herself into Juna's mind when she was baby and thus weakened Juna's natural defenses. Naressa had deeply regretted having to do it.
However…"Naressa had done it to prevent Juna from ever using the Force," Enothchild stressed. "So why?"

"Duh, she didn't want Juna to use the dark side," said Dizzy exasperated.

"Okay, so what influenced Naressa to make that decision? Now wait!" Enothchild had to shout to stop from Dizzy exploding with the ready made answer. "Before you say she wanted Juna to be a good person, I think we can all agree that despite her darkness that Naressa is a good person. She hasn't shown me otherwise since I have come around to that fact. Now, I'm not going back on anything by suggesting this. I still care for Naressa and I always will. She is still my friend.
"What I am saying is that perhaps she had her encounters with Faradi as well and that was why she put the mental cap on Juna. That she knows who Faradi really is. And I am suggesting now that Naressa's greatest fear is that Faradi had motivated Juna to leave us. Or even that Faradi is calling the shots. She's afraid to tell us that."
"Why?" asked Muriel, a half second faster than Dizzy did. They exchanged looks.

Sighing, Enothchild said, "Because all of her life Naressa has been afraid. This is what also makes her a good person. She doesn't want to cause trouble by acknowledging her true existence to the Republic and have her powerful hand forced." He glared at them hard. "We have seen it. We know what she's capable of. She doesn't want to do those things. But you can't count on other beings seeing it that way. Look how people treat her from afar because she's rich. Imagine if those same people discovered she just uses the Force. It would be terrible for her. It would give her old enemies fuel to recruit new ones. Faradi, on the other hand, could care less."

"I buy what you say there," said Dizzy. "Except we don't know Faradi. And may I add again the limits of ghosts and spirits."

"Let's entertain that for a second," said Enothchild with a raised, calm hand. "Assume the limits do exist. Okay, so how does Faradi do the things she does? The logical conclusion is based on what I already have said. Sith Maidens pass their knowledge and experiences down to their offspring, and that process continues on and on. And why not? If physical appearances and personality traits can be passed down, then why not say an ancestor's spirit?"
Muriel tossed in. "I recall you mentioning that before too, Dizzy. About animals and instincts."

Dizzy threw up his hands. "Okay, I said it. Fine. But you're implying that…" He stopped, trying to find the best words to use. "Someone else's soul is in Juna and Naressa. That Faradi isn't just a ghost, but some type of parasitic phantasm?"
"It’s the only ways to explain why Faradi can exist within the perimeters you have expressed and that we're using in this example. She used Juna to project herself before another living, non-Force sensitive being. Baring that non-sensitive can't see ghosts then it would make sense. If they can, well that would make me wonder why Faradi would bother with Weena Welchrest at all. But going back to your perimeters, Dizzy, Faradi's haunting source can only be Juna, so therefore she must reside in Juna in some way."
Dizzy looked away, and Enothchild could hear him mumbling under his breath in contemplation. He was reaching him although the former smuggler was putting up quite a fight. He turned around and said, "Okay. Okay, so tell me why Naressa didn't turn out the way we think Faradi would like Juna to turn out?"
Enothchild anticipated the question. "Naressa didn't tell me much when we were alone together, but she told me enough for this conversation. Her father was just as much as a constant in her life as gravity. He had her home schooled, never letting her have friends really. She didn't mind it because she loved him and appreciated that he loved her so much." He tucked his hands inside his robe sleeves in front of him. "Looking at that, under the circumstances, I had wondered why he smothered her. Now I hardly wonder."

"Didn't Naressa say her mother died shortly after she was born," recounted Muriel.

Watching the thought that he had get shot down by the realities of that statement, Enothchild slowly nodded and said, "Yes." Quickly not to lose Dizzy, he continued on the tact prior to the last tangent. "Nonetheless, Naressa had a stable, constant, positive influence that built up her natural Force defenses. Juna hasn't had an isolated life. She had so many fronts of thought and individualism comes at her from all angles. It's made her…too open. And it didn't help to have Pern destroy her natural defenses. It made her more susceptible to the dark side. Thus such energies would only empower an evil being such as Faradi."
Feeling grim, Enothchild continued. "You see, someone like Faradi makes sense in my argument. She wanted Juna to do this and try that. Faradi has done these things. Throughout history, the dark side has always fueled the ambitions of those seeking greater visions of their selves. Perhaps Faradi is not content with the power she gained in her death. Look at that. Think about it. What is the last, great weakness of all living things? What has no cure, and never will? What disease inflicts us all as soon as we're born? What awaits us, in the end of our lives?"
Dizzy very quietly said, "Death."

"History," said Muriel quickly, "has shown that everyone, it don't matter who, has always tried to cheat or beat death. Obviously they fail. But could you imagine what someone would do, or pay, to beat death and live forever? Or come back just to have a second chance? The knowledge alone would make anyone powerful. If they come back, they could possible bring back with them more than they had when they originally died. I, for one, can see a Sith taking the opportunity with both hands."
Enothchild stepped towards Dizzy and after two steps to make himself more compelling, he said, "Again, the dark side fuels the ambitions and desires of those who seek its riches. With Juna's natural defenses weakened that leaves her to defend herself consciously at all times. But she was unconscious for a good, long time. It is possible for Faradi to use the Universal Force that has endowed her with ghostly abilities to put herself in Juna's place."

Dizzy hem hawed around for a few moments, trying to express body language that he didn't buy what Enothchild and Muriel were selling. Enothchild could not blame him; this idea had a ton of doubts attached to them. There was a lot of tolerance room around the idea, where anything that was highly improbable could be applied to it with a logical explanation. But to Enothchild all else had been exhausted, so it had to be the truth. That is if it was true. For all they knew Juna was still Juna.

Putting a hand up, Dizzy said, "I don't buy it. I'm sorry. I think you two have been thinking too much."

"Dizzy, we would like to be wrong," said Muriel pleadingly. "We could very well be wrong. I want to be wrong, but it's been three months of chasing her around now. Two masters of the Force have been unable to figure her out let alone sense her properly. It only makes sense to keep it in consideration."

"I won't." Dizzy shook his head definitely. "I won't. I will never remotely believe that Juna conceded her body to an evil soul. Not after what she has been through."
"It doesn't hurt to consider it as a remote possibility," Enothchild affirmed.

"Fine." Dizzy stomped back inside the hotel room, went right up to the elevator that leads in and out, and jerked his thumb at it when he looked back at the other two. "If you two want to remotely believe it then why in the hell are you both on this hunt? Get lost!"

"Dizzy!" exclaimed Muriel. "What the hell is this crap!"

"Muriel, I ain't the one givin up on our best friend," said Dizzy bravely and irate. "It's obvious to me that you two have totally lost faith in Juna! Well I haven't! Me and Naressa can find her just fine!"

Muriel's eyes ballooned huge and her face reddened. Enothchild stepped in front of her and began to execute the diplomacy he thought he wasn't going to need with Dizzy. "Don't be irrational, Dizzy! Listen, I for one hope this is not the case." The Sullustan rolled his big eyes and that pushed Enothchild's button. "Your stance and juvenile behavior is noted, now can you give us the benefit of the doubt! We could be wrong!"

"Oh there's plenty of doubt here for everyone's benefit," Dizzy mocked out. There was no way to deflate his chest. "This is crazy and stupid! I thought you two knew Juna! Loved her! And here you two are trying to tell me that it's likely that this fricking ghost is walking around in Juna's body. Well I don't care how much you two believe it I won't! I have more faith in her than you two put together right now, I can't smecking believe it!"

Before Enothchild could interject again Dizzy put the brakes on it. "Shut up! I don't want to hear it ever again! You hear me! To hear the two of you say that Juna gave up and gave her body to some dead bitch to use curses her!"

"Dizzy," Muriel said with some moisture in her eyes; she never anticipated an outburst from Dizzy like this it was so sudden; Enothchild couldn't believe it either. "We're not saying that it is so."

"You are." Dizzy's return volley was a painful one for the both of them. "There's no need to get cutesy here with subtlety. If you bring it up, you believe it." He jabbed a finger into his palm and stressed, "If she gave up, she killed herself. Suicide? Juna Rapier, torn apart and left in pieces and her brain messed with, packing the Last Suitcase and on a train bound for Hell? Not her! Juna is above suicide! And if she did that makes this whole quest pointless! I won't accept that! I won't accept that from either one of you! And I don't care what that means!!!"
Enothchild felt Muriel brush pass him and thought for a moment she was going to slug him. Instead she wrapped herself around him and buried her face into his shoulder. She mumbled, "Don't say that! Please don't say that! Stop it! I'm sorry."

Dizzy stared at Enothchild with wanting to punch him in his eyes. He didn't acknowledge Muriel at first. A whimper from her though caused the Sullustan to blink and look at her. It was probably the tears she leaked that made him put his arms around her and pat her back with his hand.

"There's no need for this," said Enothchild quietly. As he feared Dizzy's feelings towards the idea of limited Naressa to what she could do and then himself using the Force flauntingly to get into the club a couple of nights ago still heated Dizzy. It was more than carryover; he had pushed the Sullustan past the boundary of plausible acceptance, irritating him, making him beyond irate for it affected Dizzy's hopes of finding Juna. Enothchild had to try to reason with him to bring him back over the line; it was going to fail, but he had to try anyways; this was not the time for a Jedi 'do or do not'. "We were only pointing out a possible truth."

Cradling Muriel close to his smaller body, Dizzy said, "I see it two different ways: either that it is the truth in your view, or you're making excuses for yourself why we haven't caught up with Juna yet. Either way you're not giving Juna any credit whatsoever. That's tainting the relationship we all have with her, and I won't put up with it." He reached up and lifted Muriel's head off his shoulder. He sighed deeply in regret when he looked at her teary face. "I won't, or you can count me off this ride."
"I'm sorry," moaned Muriel sorrowfully.

"I'm sorry too," he said to her gently, drawing her back to her shoulder. Dizzy again gave Enothchild a very hard glare. "Keep it to yourself, Enothchild. You're not right. If you even think of putting this past Naressa are friendship is through."

"We should ask-," began Enothchild.

"Through, Sarch! I mean it! You believe this crap then you believe its all Naressa's fault. And last I remember a few days ago you told us not to push our luck with her. Believe me, dude, this will push her. Don't think for a moment that whatever you had with her in the past will shield you."

Enothchild bit the inside of his mouth; he hadn't been this upset with Dizzy in a very long time, not since they had a similar argument over Naressa twelve years ago. When Enothchild fretted over the fact that Naressa was a dark side entity and was a danger to young Juna's recuperation from being attacked by Pern it was Dizzy that put him in his place. He might have done so again until he brought up the part about him and Naressa's relationship. That seemed like an insult to him, hitting him right in the crotch.
"Naressa is far stronger than you give her credit for, Dizzy, she'll understand where we are coming from," said Enothchild.

"She isn't and you very well damn know that," said Dizzy with a shake of his head. "But your head is so far up guilt's ass you can't see it. I think she does know this. But the last thing she needs to hear is any of us believing it. That would mean she wouldn't be the only one who knows her Gessa is dead to the universe. And do you know what that means? It means that Faradi's got to die; there's absolutely no way she can go on knowing what we all know Juna can possibly do. Can you imagine that? Naressa being forced to kill her daughter, even though it would be her body?"

Enothchild had thought a little bit about that possibility, but just as Dizzy just pointed out it didn't have an impact on him until someone else brought it up.

Dizzy encouraged Muriel to walk with from the elevator. Passing Enothchild, he said, "If you do it, make sure I don't find out about it. I mean it."

Watching the couple vanish into one of the bedrooms in order to give them privacy and solace, Enothchild sighed with regret and pulled his hood over his head. That was not the expected negativity he had expected from Dizzy. He didn't believe, as he walked back outside to the porch, that Dizzy would get so vicious in his disbelief. Perhaps Naressa was right again: there were dark times ahead for Dizzy and Muriel, but by golly Enothchild never believed for one moment he would be one of the causes. It hurt him to put them against each other like that.

He wished that Naressa would be back soon so they could find Juna and end this before they tore each other apart.
