14 DAYS (CHAPTER 82.0)
“Papul?” Faith awakened quickly, shooting straight up into a seated position on the bed; all of her joints popped, hinting that her body had been in a state of long slumber. She sniffed the air, and then she looked around, and finally she remembered that Magus Prophet had left her. 
Still, she called out, “[Papa]?” Her anxiety doubled when she did not hear him. To the Sith Maiden, to the Sithian-Vhinech hybrid, there were no limits; her Father was light years away on Alastarus, but she could always feel him as if he was in the room with her -- which was why she sniffed the air.
Prophet was not on Tatooine. Faith felt the pain he suffered in his fight with Fett. It was not the pain that awoke her. She had lost him in her mind; he had slowly faded away. She didn’t know what it meant, and the longer he was gone in her mind the more anxious and fearful she became.
“Papul?” Faith hugged herself and rocked forward and backward on the bed. In her heart she knew with absolution that he was still alive. Her Father could never die; he had power that mere mortals only written about. Still she wanted to feel Prophet, whether it was him in pain or in anger or any state of feeling. She wanted to feel his life through the Dark Side of the Force.

Faith found herself suddenly without control over her own emotions and thoughts. She was filled with those three primary emotional states that fueled her, and fueled the Dark Side of the Force -- anger, fear, sadness. All else was a blank, and she couldn’t find herself thinking of anything else relevant. Her hands moved down her body and she grabbed her Chewie from her belt. How she wanted to hug the stuffed dead animal and love it so; even her desire to love it was overruled by her uncontrolled actions.

A great wave of Force energy swept into her when Faith called upon it. Like the other times her call upon the Dark Side was not subtle, but the measure of it was loudly broadcasted. All around Mos Eisley shook as the energy she called upon raced through reality, striking every living and inanimate object; it caused unexpected emotional responses, it caused crates and droids and ships to move and dust storms to rise. Jabba was not asleep, but it shook him enough to alert him; there was no fault line for hundreds of kilometers of Mos Eisley.
The energy nexus flooded into Faith’s heart, and with the idea fully into her mind the energy merged with thought and with her spoken words in Sithian. With Chewie in her hands, in her lap, she gazed upon him with burning yellow Sith Maiden eyes, a cold fog from her mouth, and said, “[I wish for this creature to live again]!” 
Faith’s body burned from within, but she kept her focus on those words, on her hands, and on the stuffed animal. She heard billions, billions of dead voices in her ears, damning the Living Force, daring all who accepted it, blasting it to hell! Cold, lifeless voices of descent, cursing all who dared say no one shall do this! It was in her power, it was her sacrifice, it was what she desired, Damn Those Who Dare Call Her WRONG!
Faith expressed no elation even as the act began to come to an end. The stuffed animal’s sealed lips opened and the filler of sand and dirt and other soft fillers poured out. The heavy thread that sewed the eyes closed loosened under the influence of the Force, and came out; in short time. The patching of the hide fell off, replaced by new skin and new hair. The body filled with organs, with blood, and with air; the nose twitched and grown wet. The eyelids opened and black eyes began to respond to the light and surroundings around it.
Faith fainted, overwhelmed by great pain and overwhelmed by the feeling of losing herself…

…Faith awoke, wide-eyed and in deep shock. A burning odor, yet the most unusual stench she had ever smiled in her life, filled her nostrils, but it came from inside of her, up through her lungs -- it was the smell of midi-chlorians having been destroyed permanently from Faith’s body, lowering her count of them. She tried to move, but she couldn’t make anything move. She was disoriented, confused enough to where she couldn’t focus on the Force to revive her. She didn’t know what happened, what had occurred. She saw things but not in a Force sense; she saw her beloved Chewie looking her dead in the eye, and then hopping around on the bed she laid on.
After a while Faith’s thoughts and feelings slowly returned, followed by the return of her nervous system and the Force in her conscious. It was still all a struggle; she tried to move and essentially flopped around; she used the Force, only to find that it came to her at a slug’s pace. When the Force touched her it felt like needles were repeatedly being stabbed into her body. As she fought her way up into a sitting position, she fought with shaking limbs to right herself and attempted to understand what had happened to her. She noticed things and became more aware finally, realizing first that she had changed. Her hands -- on her skin throughout the rest of her body -- were covered with pure white blotches; random, uneven, and various in their sizes; she absentmindedly rubbed the white patches, but they were not coming off. She smelled blood, and when she snorted a spray of her own blood, red in color, found her hands.

Faith panicked, only remembering to use the Force to evaluate her condition when her fears surged her strength. She felt changed, and instinctively she felt the change was not good for her. She stood up, but the world felt so different it caused her to stumble. The Force for her even changed -- she felt less of it, and only could use what she felt. In her state, she wanted her Father so badly; he knew so much about the Force; he wasn’t here. She would not mind Darth Rune then in his place.
Normally when Faith thought of the Dark Spirit, Darth Rune would appear and save her. Instead something else happened: a memory came to her. The memory revealed to her a moment in time where she was ‘out’ and the Sith Mistress was in charge of her body. She saw Rune assume the standard meditative stance and draw upon the Dark Side. The thoughts that consumed Rune were imprinted upon Faith; detailed instructions and the processes in which to carry out what Faith had done only hours ago. It was not as simple as Faith actually saying that she wished for something; much more from within was applied; Dark Secrets of Thought the Jedi would never admit they feared and had failed to destroy; powers they considered to be unnatural, but to the Sith powers that should be used, exploited, abused, and repeated, all to one’s desire and satisfaction.
When the memory of Rune grabbed Chewie, Faith realized with a gasp that she had brought her Chewie back to life! 
She looked back to the bed: the stuffing! 
The dust! 
The patching! 
The stitches! 
She looked from her position frantically for her soft, cuddly friend, and at that moment the large door closed. Her eyes snapped towards the door, and she realized that her little friend had hopped its way out; the door sensors didn’t know the difference: something was at the door and wanted out.
“No!” Faith stumbled to get her footing. She forgot her helmet: DAMN HER HELMET! She understood enough about this place that anything innocent and helpless was dead. Dead faster when the helpless innocent wandered around a place they did not know. She knew she was swifter than Chewie, but knowing the fact and exercising the fact were a problem; she moved with a bumbling gait in her steps, unable to use the Force to help her. She never gave anything another thought; particularly why the door was not sealed shut like it was before she let Rune take control of her body. 
Blowing the remains of fresh blood from her nostrils, Faith sniffed for Chewie. Abnormally she dropped to the ground to smell and found a faint vapor scent; Chewie marked his way, though he had very little in the way of urine to accomplish it. She crawled on hands and feet, keeping her nose close to the rock stone, guessing that her best friend was trying to find water. Unfortunately he was going the wrong way; it was damper to the east; Chewie headed west, towards the stairs and towards the way of Jabba’s antechamber. Just as the rest of her senses returned to her, Faith sensed presences ahead, a grunting squeal of delight, and about three blaster shots. They were followed by more grunts and squeals of happiness; the air was filled with ozone, blood, and the smell of success.
Two Gamerron guards rushed the far corner from atop of the stairs. One of them reached down with his one hand while the other hand was full with a battle axe/blaster. He lifted up the new kill and showed it to his happy partner. Chewie the varmint, though thin, was going to make them a fresh meal. They couldn’t count on the Hutt to feed them properly; not that they really cared; all they wanted to do was what they did best. Such a rare creature was going to be a delight for them.
Of course Gamerrons never considered the ramifications of their actions. They were big, brutal, and worse stupid; three criterion that any intelligent being would not want to have in their ranks. If they, or if anyone in the Hutt’s domain on Tatooine, cared they would had taken steps to make certain that absolute nothing, nothing, upset the Overseer and his apprentice. Of course, Gamerrons were not hired for their smarts.

Any and all pretenses of weakness left Faith at that moment when she saw her beloved and once resurrected friend now dead in the hands of hungry strangers. She stood up shaking with rage. Her heart never pumped so hard in all of her young life; the Jedi threat against her Father had never elicited such rage. She couldn’t control the contortions of her fanged mouth and began to slobber and foam in madness; her lethal midi-chlorian eating venom dripped down her chin. In her inhales and exhales were themselves venomous, drawing the attention of the Gamerrons before the cold darkness of her presence chapped their skin.
Gamerrons were not hired for their smarts. They offered to share the freshly caught meal to the young girl.

Faith’s roar literally had killed them before her lightsaber had.

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

14 DAYS (CHAPTER 82.1)

Before Jabba the Hutt were the newly hired lot Ephant Mon had managed to bring back from him from Alastarus, and once again his good friend did not disappoint him. They were a rough looking group of thirty with considerable size and weaponry. Added to his lot of fifty men on hand and Jabba had a good mob army. The men were loyal to him for the right price, but Jabba had enough to secure their loyalty. They would not be here, ready to serve him, if that price was not right.
Looking at them with serious eyes, Jabba said, “[I bring you here for I am in need of exterminators. I have vermin in my homes, vermin here and on my home world that I need to get rid of. They are large vermin. Formidable. I do not doubt you will need all of your weapons and skills to kill them. Kill them, and your rewards will be far more tremendous than what you are being paid now].”
The group nodded collectively and agreed with one another. They asked no questions; this was a no questions asked deal. Before Jabba could continue, the entire townhouse unexplainable shook for about thirty seconds. Along with it came the disturbing cold feeling the others had felt before when in the presence of Faith. When he ceased the newly hired hoods looked around and laughed it off.

Jabba, on the other hand, beckoned Ephant Mon over to him and said, “[Check around. That was no earthquake].” The large alien nodded his entire body and took three guards with him to the main door leading outside. Without question in the Hutt’s mind Prophet’s toy was up to something, but when nothing really happened other than the tremor of his home it only meant that she was really up to something that wasn’t good for him.

Jabba continued. “[The first job is to get rid of the rodent that has occupied my basement. She]” and he emphasized that word “[is very dangerous, but there should be enough of us to take her down. You cannot miss her. She is alone with no exists downstairs, dressed in all black, and has long horns coming from her head].” He pointed downward. “[As I said before, she is occupying my basement; in fact, she’s down-].”
The blood curling roar cut Jabba off. Whatever passed for bravado in the hard cases that filled the space that was the Hutt’s town house left them; they were void of courage and conviction until the roar stopped. What returned to them all was questionable,
Jabba found his booming voice first out of fear for his own life. He pointed towards the corridor that led to the rooms below. “[THAT WAS HER! GO DOWN THERE! GET HER NOW]!” Many of them found bravery in their weapons and proceeded down the corridors. Other hesitated; the Hutt gave them motivation. “[Either deal with her, or deal with me]!” 
That motivated them.
The first, large group went into the business incorrectly; cobbled together they filled the length of the corridor. The right way strategically would have been the entire group broken down into squads, moving in two and threes at a time. The late comers, those reluctant to go at first, forced themselves into the corridor; with such maneuvering, the strategic approach was nullified. More time and common sense would have saved them against a lesser foe. Against Faith, any strategy was not going to matter.
Faith met the crowded frontline at the top of the stairs and made an instant impression before she struck. The lightsaber got their attention; so did the Gamerron guts covering her body. She hissed at them through clenched teeth and began to strike them down with all of her hatred before they could raise their weapons at ready. She did not think; she was beyond thinking. Only striking, only lashing out at that which was in her way; all was to blame for what had been done to her Chewie!
The noise brought Ephant Mon and a contingent of Jabba’s guards back to the main chamber. “Boss!”

“[She’s coming up the stairs]!” responded Jabba. He was off his dais and had slithered towards the corridor when his men had reached them -- the act made easy, for Jabba did not have his slaves around him. They were collectively met by a surge of retreating hired hands that wore faces of having had enough or just did not want to fight a losing battle. Jabba tried to stop them with held up hands and attempts at talking, but he saw beyond them, in the corridor. Faith’s red lightsaber was visible, and with every swipe of her weapon more and more of her body appeared. The hired hands struggled to retreat as they tripped over themselves and over others, the dead others.
Ephant Mon took one look at the other guards and could see it in their faces; they were ready to join the others that had ran away. He thumped Jabba’s arm and said, “Go!”
Jabba shot a glare at his best friend, his only friend. “[I will not get chased away from my home]!”

“Then you’ll die in it!” Mon thumped Jabba’s arm harder when the Hutt turned away. “There’s no time, man! Let’s haul jets!” As much as the gun runner tried he could not get brave enough to tackle Faith like he could against Prophet; he feared the girl a thousand times more than he ever feared the much larger, much stronger, and much more brutal giant.
All attentions were drawn to the corridor when Faith reared back with one hand, and upon shooting it Dark Force Lightening screamed from it. The energy lit up the corridor, destroying artificiality, causing shorts and breakers throughout to trip, cooking and tearing through the flesh of the unlucky after a moment of torture. The bolts of energy cracked thunder! That rattled the others, but fell short of their location.
“Jetting?” asked Mon when sparks from the lightening fell short but struck everything else before them; being in close proximity to it still caused them to feel slightly electrocuted.
Jabba did not want to run. The longer he sat there the more his heart was not in the fight. He hated this, suddenly becoming a coward, but he could not explain it. None of the others that turned and ran when they did not engage Faith or saw what she was doing to the others could explain it either.

The Hutt wanted to say more. One look down the corridor told him it was going to be a long flight from danger all ready. The crowd was very thin, and those attempting to run away were being cut down by Faith’s lightsaber and Faith’s claws. One of Jabba’s personal guards charged ahead recklessly when it appeared that Faith was too occupied with two larger mercenaries. The guard drew his weapon up at point blank range. Faith opened her mouth and spat at him a very fine stream of saliva. The guard, a Duro, dropped the weapon and screamed horribly. It turned and ran back towards his boss, blind and bumping into everything else along the way. To the others’ own horror, the Duro was literally pulling his melting face off. He collapsed dead with half of its skull showing.
Jabba slithered quickly to his floating dais. The others -- Ephant Mon leading the way -- followed him with their weapons pointed at the corridor. In mere seconds the dais reached its top speed for the exit; top speed was not extraordinarily fast, barely outrunning the lumbering bulk of Mon.

Ephant Mon had a comlink out. “Open the door! Open it!” The guards fought to open the door, the door working despite the power surges caused by Faith’s previous Force Lightening attack. When Jabba reached it, the door was only a fourth of the way up, exposing the dark of night only half an hour old. “Shit!” He had wished he had the door open long ago. Such heavy security doors were quick to close due to pneumatic pressure pistons plus the weight of the door, but because of such designs, and because the idea is to keep the enemy out, designers never considered that those inside the fortress of note would want to leave quickly. “Come on, damn it!”
There was an echo of lightsaber banter growing loudly behind them, followed by death shrieks. Jabba moved his bulk around and ordered, “[OPEN FIRE! KEEP ALL AIM TOWARDS THE MAIN ROOM]!”
The Gamorrean guards were the only ones that did not form combat lines. Many non-Human beings collectively found available positions, thought about their own lives more than Jabba’s lives, and blindly opened fired down the very wide, dark hall. There were others that were coming down the hall that was cut down by the blasts; only a few got smart and dove to the floor, yelling in their foreign tongues to the rest not to fire. There truly appeared to be no reason to do it, but since the Dark Force entity had every advantage of the Force at her disposal, and the gangsters had only ignorance, the desperate plan was the only recourse.

Fifteen seconds after they began firing, they watched through the opening of the main chamber a Garn be split in half horizontally by a red blade of coherent light. The lightsaber immediately trained itself on the blaster bolts that concentrated on it. The saturation of concentrated fire made it very difficult for Faith; she could barely redirect so many shots back at her enemies; she managed to only scare a few from their positions but little else. There were twenty-seven blasters, of different makes and recharge times, trained on one target and yet not hitting it. There was only one Faith against so many in a confined space, unable to push forward because she relentlessly deflected all the attacks upon her away. This was a stalemate, and it would end as soon as one of the sides gave up.
Jabba ended the stalemate; the door was open enough to allow him through. “[BACK UP! KEEP FIRING]!”
Ephant Mon leapt onto the dais as it moved out into the street to fire from an elevated position. He had an idea. He told the others in front of him, “Hold position at the door jam!” One of the skiff guards that had joined the band looked up at the bulky alien. “You heard me, hold the line!” The henchmen did as they were told. Some were standing just inside the townhouse; others took positions just outside of it, their collective attentions towards their opponent. Faith had advanced on them only because they had backed up, still not one shot managed to defeat her amazingly quick reflexes.
“Get outta here!” implored Mon to Jabba. The Hutt never had to be asked twice; he made for his sail barge which was now closer to the town house. Jabba also had picked up on Mon’s idea. No sooner than the Hutt traveled down the side alley, Jabba used the remote controls on a display on his right to close the door. The closure was quick and sudden, complete with a loud, ground shaking THUD! The gang outside looked on dumbfounded but relieved; the gang inside stopped fighting and banged uselessly on the door. Their muffled cries were soon heard, chased away by the ear deafening sound of a lightsaber swoosh.
“Move out,” ordered Mon, running the best he could after Jabba. The rest of the gang followed. During the run for the sail barrage the gunrunner remembered that the Vhinech had that unexplainable ability to disappear and reappear somewhere else. The jury in Mon’s mind was out on that: he, like Jabba, put it off as some sort of magic trick, just an illusion of the Force; a stupid mind trick. Still, he had no real assurance that Faith could vanish and appear somewhere else. If she could, then Mon’s trick cost them a dozen blasters capable of at least slowing Faith down.
Out of breath and the last to reach the barge, Mon was surprised to find Jabba and his dais coming back down the large ramp; the rest of Jabba’s guards were following him. Mon gained what wind he could and said incredulously, “What the smeck are you doing! We got to get the frak out of here!”

“[She is gone],” said the puzzled Hutt. His eyes darted about, but it was clear to all that his anxiety was not as bad as before. “[I just received word from inside the townhouse. A few guards live].”

“She left?”

Jabba said, “[The one moment she is engaging the guards at the door. The next moment she was stumbling, taking hits. She did that vanishing trick of hers that we saw down in Tusken].”
“I wondered about that on the way here,” bemoaned Mon. “If she can go there to here, then why are we hanging around?”

“[Where will I go, Mon],” asked Jabba rhetorically. He began to seethe over his own, sudden cowardice. There were times to run, but Jabba thought this was not the time. Yet, he couldn’t stop himself from running like a doomed nuna. “[If she were strong, then why has she not engaged us right now? That trick of yours, if we believe that trick she does is real, bought no time. We should be dead].”

Jabba shook his whole body and commanded his dais to move down the ramp. For the first time he, Mon, and the rest noticed that the locals were all out of their hiding places, looking at them. It was one thing to be afraid of one creature; it was another thing to be thought of as cowards by cowards. Angrily, Jabba said, “[It is clear to me that this was an orchestrated attack. Yabbula may have had this planned from the beginning, an assassination by an outsider. Perhaps he counted on me to act this way when he ordered Prophet to take out Jango].”

There had been no word out of Alastarus. None of Jabba’s resources there in secret reported anything, which either meant that they had nothing to report or Prophet had made them nothing after he had dealt with Jango Fett. If the latter was true, Prophet was going to come back. He would come back in a very unhappy mood.
Jabba looked to Mon seriously and said, “[At this moment, this planet is closed down. No one out, no one in: the spaceport is closed]!”
“The spaceport?” Mon frowned slightly; without Mos Eisley Spaceport, none of the smuggling and trade orders could be moved. A single day shut down cost Jabba alone hundreds of thousands of credits in profit. “Boss-.”
“[SHUT IT DOWN]!” Jabba’s command resonated into everyone and everything within a block of his sail barge. “[No craft leaves, no craft enters! I want patrols covering the skies and orbit: their orders are simple: shoot down anything! I also demand that every able body male in the vicinity of Mos Eisley to come to my home and prepare to defend it! They do not I will take what little they have including their lives, their women’s lives, and their children’s lives if I must! Are not my command clear]!”
Mon nodded and began to gather a draft squad that would ‘encourage’ the males in and around Mos Eisley to come and protect their Lord and Master’s realm. Jabba continued. “[They will be armed with our weapons from stores! In the meantime, the rest of us will fortify the defenses of the city and the townhouse. With careful planning we can stop this female and anyone else that dares take me on! No one is chasing me away from my home! No one! Not anymore]!!!!!!!!!”
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

14 DAYS (CHAPTER 82.2)

It was so sudden, but when it happened Faith found herself being shot just inside the door of the townhouse. Blaster bolts clipped her, outpacing her failing attempts to block them from the lesser aliens that began to band together, form a unit, and attack. Gone was her rage and her magnificent power fueled by it; the power vanished before her anger. One moment she was unstoppable, invulnerable to all others, and in the next moment confused and for a few seconds unable to cope with the weak enemies who began to own her. She remembered what Rune had taught her, and after a struggle to find the power of the Dark Side Faith teleported back to her room under the townhouse.
Upon arrival, Faith dropped to a knee and took a breather; something she never had to do before; her body just naturally made the decision for her. She felt sick, which was another new sensation to experience. She bleed again from her nose and mouth, none of it having to do with the damage she sustained in her assault on the Hutt and his henchmen. She was scared; unsure what was going on, unsure how to correct it.

“Muffin.” Faith turned her head around and saw Darth Rune approaching her with Sithian concern. “Get the door secured.”
Faith looked and saw the door was still unlocked but closed. She stood up, walked over, and after a moment figured out how to seal it tight without anyone getting inside. She looked down and noted the re-dead friend of hers hanging from the sharp hook on her utility belt. She gasped and started to cry.

“Faith. Faith!” Rune’s insistence brought the Sithian-Vhinech to look at her. “Secure our tech station! If Jabba discovers it active he will take our work from us!”

Faith did the best she could going to the terminal and taking the necessary steps. By bypassing several safety and security data measures it appeared that the terminal was not linked to Jabba’s mainframe. As the ideas rolled around in her head she also tricked the mainframe in believing that no one was in the room she was in. Once finished, she collapsed from the overwhelming realities of what had occurred and once again cradled her dead Chewie in her arms.
Rune shook her head, holding her standing tall position. “We need to send a message to Yabbula the Hutt indicating that Jabba is shutting down the spaceport.” Faith looked at Rune. “The marital law imposed here over you and Prophet will not sit well with the Clan Lord.”
Faith hugged her dead friend and moaned in Sithian, “No. I want to know what happened to me.” She buried her nose deep into her Chewie’s fur; a great fur she enjoyed stroking and combing, alive or dead, now ruined by burns and blood. “Why was my Chewie alive?”

“Do you not remember?” asked a puzzled Rune. Faith shook her head vehemently. “You brought him back to life.”

Though Faith was unfortunately mentally damaged she understood the concept of life and death. She had watched things die; animals especially by her own hands; sentient beings recently, and her conclusion was that everything died the same way; in anyway, life died and never returned to life. She shook her head. “Chewie did not come back to life. Nothing comes back from dying.”

“Not even your own father? Faith, listen to me,” began Rune, who came to her side, squatted down, and began to console her young fool. “Remember, remember how you wanted me to find a way to free myself?” Faith nodded. “Well, I failed. I found nothing. The Jedi were all too effective in their purge of the Sith. My meditations discovered nothing.” She put firm hands on Faith’s shoulders and said, “Come with me.”

Faith stood with Rune and together the two retraced Chewie’s four-legged steps back to the bed. There, Faith gasped again when she saw the stuffing and stitching and patching she had used on him for all the years she had owned him after his death. Rune begged, “Try to remember, Muffin. Try to remember what you did!”

Faith blinked her tears away and looked down at her Chewie. Stroking his hair brought the steps slowly back into her mind. She sat down on the bed, calmed herself, and tapped into the Force. The energy filled her quickly and she focused as hard as she could on Chewie. She said simply, “I wish for this creature to live again.”
Nothing happened.

Sighing and tried again. “I wish for this creature, Chewie, to live again!”

The animal stirred, but it easily could have been Faith’s shifting legs. It, however, instilled her with resolve and again she focused, drawing upon herself for more power. Out of the corner of her eye Rune began to fade out; fade out of her Dark Perceptions. Faith thought how doing this would rid of her a bane that perhaps helped her but recently she had grown to dislike. She began to think along the lines that Rune was thinking and that gave her a resolve that augmented her desire to bring Chewie back to life one more time. Her lack of effort began to anger her. Her Father in pain angered her. The Hutts angered her. Her Mother…her Mother angered her for turning her away!
The pain began to ripple through her body. Faith remained committed. There were Dark Words swirling in her mind that latched themselves upon the words she spoke. “I wish for this creature, Chewie, to live again!” Once again the planet shook on her whim, but beyond that Faith knew of nothing more: she passed out…

Faith!
There was an echo in her mind, rattling hard between her ears.

Faith, wake up! Wake up! You did it again!

Faith opened her eyes and winced when even the low light of the computer terminals blinded her. There was a time in her life where she felt terribly beaten up, when she fell from the side of a mountain, but it did not realistically compare to how she felt at this moment. It hurt to move; hurt to breathe, hurt to blink; hurt to think; it even hurt to have a beating heart. She was bleeding again; she bled from the wounds that had healed from her attack on the Hutt’s men. She shivered from physical cold, not the cold of the Dark Side. Her skin was whiter.
Her concerns melted away as soon as Chewie hopped over to her and sniffed her, nose to nose. Faith did all she could to clear her eyes and head, to analyze her pet friend. Again he was alive; again, he was unhurt, and perfectly healthy. She fought her body, forcing her hand towards Chewie to pet him. With a stroke she felt the dried blood from his previous death, watched it flake off. Satisfied with enforcing his sense of self and his surroundings, Chewie delicately began to clean himself.
Faith propped herself up on shaky arms, eyeing Chewie in astonishment again. She shook her head and said, “Not possible.”
Rune’s voice was infinite in Faith’s perceptions, but the spirit did not appear. Not possible? Is this not your best friend in the entire universe before you? You have smelled him. You have touched him. Touch him with the Force, you know him to be your precious little baby.
Unable to deny it, Faith only shook her head as an afterthought. Rune’s voice continued in her mind. You have done it, Faith. You have found the way to immortality. You have defied the boundaries the Force applies on all who live in shells, as solids. You have made the impossible a reality. That makes you immortal just by the act alone.
Faith stood up and barely held her balance. She gagged on blood that came up from within. Once her throat was clear she asked, “What is wrong with me?” There was a banging on the door and attempts outside the room to bypass the lock. Clearly they were Jabba’s henchmen, searching the rooms for any existence of Faith. She was genuinely surprised not to be able to sense their approach. She walked to the door and placed her forehead against the metal door. She focused the best she could and said, “All clear here. Let us keep searching.”

There was quiet behind the door. Then an alien voice said, “Ufso canup! Org lagu come feece!” Faith could barely sense the aliens outside the door when they collectively decided to leave. They vanished from her short range perceptions; she guessed that they took the Force-influenced hint and had left. She was glad they did; she doubted she could take them on. She put her back against the door, sat down, and rested.
A long time would pass before Rune spoke again. This time she appeared standing before Faith, but unlike the previous times Faith could see right through her. She was to the Sith Maiden a real definition of a ghost. “This is interesting.”
“Why?” Faith gestured towards her weakened self, towards her drying blood. “Why?”

Rune said, “The Force is not easy to defy, dear Muffin. It is not our master, but it is still considerably formidable. Oh yes, Muffin, the Force sometimes is our enemy. As with all of our enemies we must fight it. Such fights are monumental. The damage to you reflects that.”
Faith looked herself over again and tapped into the Force; it came to her much slower than it did that last time she had brought Chewie back to life -- it was still a significant amount of power, far greater than anyone else in the galaxy. She was not use to it; everything to her felt so differently, even her own hands.

“If there is one thing we can never defy, dear Muffin, it is balance,” said Rune. “Balance can be uneven. Balance can be purposely tipped to favor a side. However, no matter how balance is represented it must still exist. There must be give if there is take. There must be loss if there is gain. Where there is death there must be life. Where life exists death must follow it.
“As I see it, what you desired required you to give up small parts of your life in order to bring your friend back from the shadow of death. You gave your life to him, or enough of your own existence in the Force. I would say it is proportional to his Force signature, to the amount of midi-chlorians that exist in his tiny, fuzzy body. Yes, even in such lesser creatures, they too possess what allows us to feel and use the Force.”
“Then” pondered Faith “I will falter every time I speak the words.”
“The words you speak are not what caused the action,” stressed Rune. “Speaking the words is like how the Jedi use hand gestures; a way to pilot the energies, plot a destination of your thoughts. Hearing yourself speak your own thoughts often aids one to their solutions. Make no mistake, Muffin, this is a solution.”
“It is?”
Rune smiled warmly at her. “You are the most powerful entity in the universe, Faith. You can do such wonders to defeat your enemies. No longer do you have to worry over your father, for if he ever perishes you can bring him back!”
Faith smiled in return, but Rune brought her down to reality. “But you do have a point, Muffin, and it is that every time you…wish, you use more of yourself to accomplish your desires. You are trading your strength in, making you weaker. Therefore, when you wish, you must wish wisely.”
“Then I could wish for more power,” brightened Faith.

Rune shook her head. “So you trade in power for power you all ready have?” She sighed with even more disapproval. “I swear, Muffin, where would you be without me guiding you?”
Faith frowned in disappointment. She thought a little. “Then I cannot have what I want?”

“Oh, oh no, dear girl,” stressed Rune. During the conversation, she became more solid in Faith’s perceptions. “You can have everything you desire. It is just that there are so many ways to obtain them.” She noted Faith’s awe before continuing. “Wishing, as we should call it, is just one of them. It is the same as cunning, or achievement by force. You just have the advantage over all other little girls who can only dream that their wishes become true. However you must always keep this in mind with everything: all that you desire always has a catch.”
“Catch?” asked Faith in confusion.

Rune rolled her eyes. “What’s another way to say you can understand….hmmm….ah yes: your friend.” Faith looked at Chewie, who was hopping around looking for water. “You caught him, and you decided to keep him. Good and dandy. But once you kept him it was no longer Chewie’s responsibility to survive. Once he became yours, it was up to you to feed him, clean him, take care of him, and protect him. Some things I know you did not consider when you claimed him.”
“Papa wanted to eat him,” bemoaned Faith.
“Because Chewie was food to your father,” said Rune. “More importantly, food for you, proof of your survival skills: you caught him. Your father wanted an heir.” She gestured towards Faith. “Conceiving you was the easy part. The catches were making sure you were born, raising you, taking care of you, training you to be a warrior, a hunter, and a success in a galaxy that never caters to the weak.”
Something, she didn’t know why, dawned on Faith. She looked at Faith with searching eyes; searching for something more than she knew about Rune. “Envious?”

Rune raised her eyebrows. “Envious?”
Faith sighed and tried to put good, comprehending words together. “You…envy that?”

“What in the hell…” Rune shifted from her response and smiled. “Dear, you are changing the subject again. You must really keep focus.” She gave Faith a stern look. “Anyways, that is what catches are: A considerable amount of giving in, in order to take or make a happening happen.”
Faith thought about it a little. She looked at Rune, and so many feelings raced through her that she couldn’t quite comprehend the different thoughts that drove them. Rune eyes closed. The Spirit said, “I know what you are thinking.” She opened her eyes. “You want to wish me back to life, don’t you?”
Faith sniffled; the ghost from within had shown her so much, and yet there was a deep desire on her part to get rid of the creature. With her Father gone on a hunt, and if Rune was out of her life, then this would have been the most perfect time to seek out her Mother. Oh how she missed feeling her Mother; the use of wishes had diminished her perceptions so much she could barely feel Juna, out there in the Sea. How she would wish for her Mother to love her. Accept her. Come to Tatooine with arms open.
“You see,” said Rune to cut into Faith’s thought process, “this is what you and I have been striving for. Alas, the solution is upon us, but it is filled with problems.” She crossed her arms in front of her. “I see no other way, but it will cost you.”
“You need to be free,” stressed Faith. “I need to be free.”

“Yes, dear, I agree with wholeheartedness. Right now, at this moment, it would not be prudent to just wish me here, alive, in the flesh. Not when our full advantage is not quite secure. It would be best to do so when you are fully healthy, and during a time when you are not so vulnerable during the procedure.”

“When? Where?” pondered Faith, wiping her blood off of her face.

“Search your feelings, young Muffin, and you will know,” assured Rune. “For now, let yourself rest here. The Hutt will not expect us to still be here. Once you are well enough, we move on, leave this world.”

“Leave?” Faith turned her head to one side in confusion. “Leave? Why?”

“We can’t stay here forever,” noted Rune. “Time is beginning to turn against us. The most important part of your father’s plan cannot be executed here.”
Faith followed Rune’s eyes towards the active computer terminal. She humbled her way over to the terminal and viewed the screen. There were calculations posted that Faith felt were true if she did not comprehend them. Rune said, “The Jedi will be coming for the Hutts very soon, and if not them then your mother.” Rune held up a hand when Faith’s heart charged with hope. “Understand, Muffin, your mother will not be coming here to join us. She will come here to stop all that your father is attempting to accomplish. Once she gathers her strength, she will come” she craned her head, “unless we work twice as hard as ever on reassembling the Legacy code.”

Faith observed the screen again, trying not to let her hopes sink into her thoughts. She eyed the mathematics on the screen, trying to better understand what was there. “Where do we go? And when?”
“As I said,” said Rune, “very soon. Once you have recovered at minimum, but we must move with or without your father. For now, we just keep doing what we have been doing; a little more discreetly, but a lot more diligently.”

Faith nodded, but instead of working she went right for Chewie. She picked him up and rubbed her face in his hide and smiled -- he protested a little, but stopped kicking when he noted her. She would be discreet, to get him food and water, to bathe him. No one would ever know she was here. She knew enough about the Hutt’s home, knew enough that if someone was to suddenly disappear they wouldn’t give any notice of the missing.
Turning back to her friend and mentor, Faith found that Rune was gone. Worry more than joy crept into her body as she stroked Chewie. She was not sure what to make of the new development save for what it did to her. The damage was irreversible, making what Rune said to be true that Faith had to use the power wisely. Yet there were so much Faith could wish for; little things to others, but things that meant a lot to her. Could she wish that her mother loved her? Could she wish for family unity? Could she wish for anything she wanted?

One of those wants was to be rid of Rune.
