CHAPTER 97.0

He knew the Tigra-Vhinech from somewhere.

The young warrior dropped his weapons. He’s afraid.

He had just come from Juna’s room.

He was in Rapier Manor.

He had slowly begun to remember where all the sand had come from.

Tatooine.

Prophet.

Jabba.

Faith.

Ros. Poor Ros.

Where did Dizzy run off to? Why did he run screaming like that?

He remembered why.

Remembering the first moments of his resurrection that he could not even begin to understand, Enothchild Sarch could only close his eyes again and think of the so many questions that had over time emerged. Each question replaced strange but formidable ideas in his conscious. Much of his mind was filled with moonlight, and then by dark commands that at first could not be disobeyed. The ideas of Wife and Juna were replaced by Mistress, and his dedication to her as her Husband had been replaced by the duty of slavery. Those first thoughts were to go to her and await her commands, and follow her without question, without free will, without debate. His life, his new lease on it, was to serve his Mistress until his body ceased to exist.

As he walked to Juna’s room, however, the ideas of servitude were constantly replaced in Enothchild’s mind by a glowing light within him, pulsing on every beat of his massive heart. The words of the Jedi Code were the first thoughts often repeated over and over again in his mind and heart. Still, there were so many layers of dark orders and evil mandates he had to honor, but as the time passed he had become more of his old self before he had died.

Yes, he had died.

Remembering the last thing he said, Enothchild said to a very startled and in shock Mathaniel in a dry, parched voice, “I…forgive you.” Mathaniel only looked more ready to run, but since Enothchild was not completely cured he could only sigh and obey what little was left in a dark corner of his mind. He retreated back into his Mistress’ room and closed the door softly.

Enothchild rethought the thought and tried to say, “Juna” but instead said, “Mistress.” Given some time ago, though, he actually understood -- which was progress in itself -- he was progressing, getting better. He was compelled to go to her more out of concern for her than to await by her side in absolute obedience.

Reaching the foot of her bed, Enothchild observed Mistress…Juna…his Mis….Wife, his Loving Wife….

Clenching his fist in frustration, the Vhinphyc Jedi gathered his focus and looked as hard as he could at….Her. Her! There, her! The one he obeyed.

No! Loved! He loved her! He did not obey her! He loved to obey his Mistress!

“Concentrate,” Enothchild strained out of his ruined throat. He felt that talking would help him. Talking, unfortunately, reminded him of the sand he had puked and coughed out of his gullet ever since he woke up in the Morgue. He had never recommended dirt eating ever in his existence, and after vomiting up Tatooine’s finest grains of sun baked goodness from as far down as his lower intestinal tract he vowed to never at all suggest it.

Opening his eyes, Enothchild hated to look at Juna through the eyes of slavery. He saw her, and immediately like before the thoughts of obedience returned. The light within burned brighter than the thoughts, but the dark thoughts that made him subservient to Juna would pop up to befuddle him and momentarily slowed his progress. His Mistress’ skin burned a bright white that cut through the darkness of the night. She was so beautiful, the One who would control him, and he could not wait for her to give him a burden.

“Damn it!” Enothchild squeezed his eyes tight and forced himself to calm down. With eyes closed, Enothchild became a little more himself and a little more analytical. It was clear to him that Juna had fell, had fell hard like Naressa but upon his death. The thoughts came into him, and he understood with hindsight now that what he had been doing for years with her, from preventing her embracing the dark side, he had seriously harmed her.

Enothchild realized that the thought he had wronged Juna by not letting her embrace the dark side was not an enslaved thought. It was a thought made of his own free will, rationalized by his own thought processes. The Force did not discredit his thought at all, which that surprised him more than his own thoughts on the subject. He had remembered Nadja Moranna now, and he had remembered how Nadja insisted that he train his…Juna. The only way he knew, the only way he could show her, was the Jedi way, the way of the peace that was the Force has he knew it. After Alderaan, returning to Naboo, he should have shown her the darkness. What perplexed him further, but never brought out debate within him, was that he alone had to show her the way because Naressa, who was more attuned to the dark side, could not. Why that was fact, why that was adamant to him, Enothchild did not know, but in this strange time of reflection he discovered that after all these years his burden to help Juna had been completely wrong. Now, Juna had suffered from it.

Opening his eyes again, Enothchild fought down the urge to worship Juna as his Goddess without question. He knelled by her side, not quite understanding why she would not waken. The dark side was with her, but it seemed too displaced. He sighed, wishing she was awake, wishing she could see him alive and well. Wishing she would give him an order.

Enothchild shook the last thought out of his head. But his Mistress did look so beautiful and in peace, more so than she ever had in all the years he had known her. He would not disturb her. It was too late in the evening, and too early in the morning.

Still, he reached out and stroked her cheek very lightly. Enothchild recoiled his hand when harmless sparks flew from the touch and Juna moaned in terrible pain. She did not awake, but he watched nasty black lines form where he had stroked her clean, white flesh.

He recalled what Naressa had told him about her Dark Purity skin, and Enothchild’s remembered much more than that. Naressa had told him that when she assumed her new form she was confused and had no control. Touching Juna just now should have killed him. Instead Juna was painfully hurt by his loving touch.

“I’m so sorry, Mistress,” muttered Enothchild.

The enlightening thought ironically gave more power to the light that burned within him. Enothchild suddenly found himself aware of many things he did not know before, but which the facts did not surprise him. Magus Parable’s son was who he saw just outside the door, and he was with others on an important mission. Dizzy and Muriel were fine, though frightened, and Casper was, to his great relief, all right.

Enothchild knew his Father was here. More revelations were realized in his mind, and he felt he had no time left to just ponder their deepest of significance. He felt more in control of himself. He felt he could meditate and he would be more profoundly normal. He lived again, but this time with a more internal light than he could have never imagined. There were things to do, matter to attend to.

But as her Husband and not as her Slave, Enothchild feared leaving Juna’s quiet side. How he wanted to hold her even if she wasn’t conscious, but he felt his touch would only cause her more harm. It pained him, which made him more determined to take care of matters so he could focus on the problem. Time, again, was too damn short.

Inspiration had struck him, and it was a convenient that the circumstances could, COULD, create the proper environment for the idea. He could not guarantee that he would live to see the progress, however once implemented he was confident in the idea’s success.

“I’ll be back, Juna,” he said to her, standing up, grimacing a bit from the pain in his bad leg. It did not hurt as bad as before, and he actually moved better with every step as if it was finally healing. In the bathroom, where he had washed off the rest of Tatooine from inside and out, he noted that his death injuries and other after-death maliciously cruelties down to him were gone. The only thing that remained out of place was the Mark of the Flames, the bruise Juna had left on his face over a year ago. Only this time Enothchild found he could not pass it off. He was marked for death by the Dark Hope’s hand. Somehow, and it was Force related the thought, he knew he came back because it was not Juna that had killed him. Faith was not his slayer. That unexpectedly gave him an irrational confidence that Yoda would have frowned upon if admitted. However, Enothchild felt all the Jedi Order was beneath him now.

Leaving Juna was painful, but Enothchild sucked in wind and gained strength and moved for the door, denying the pangs that demanded he turn around. He opened the door with some ease to it. He stepped out and was greeted by a horde of familiar, unfamiliar, and very scared people; Dizzy, Muriel, Nowen, Mathaniel, and Nach. Each and all there own take of seeing him, and just stood there completely silent, unmoving, but emotionally in turmoil within.

Another presence drew Enothchild’s attention towards the south. Casper was finally arriving, and though the young man looked just as surprised as the rest there was some lesser doubt in what he was seeing. Casper limped his way towards him and remarked, “Master…you have tracked sand all over the house all night.”

The others looked at Casper, as if the Jedi talking to Enothchild had finally coaxed them into the reality before them. With some bewilderment but with some understanding and calm, Casper looked at them and said, “The cleaning droids. The sand I thought Nach was tracking behind him where he walked. But not until the Morgue, until Alluetia said she thought she saw you, Nach, did I understand.”

Casper then was quick to add to Enothchild, “But even now, I still don’t believe it.”

Enothchild could not explain it, except he had a feeling that Juna had something to do with this. But it was not best to dwell on whats and hows. The best way he could sum it up was quote Yoda. “That is why you fail.”

He looked around him, lingering on a very pale Nach for a long time, but then said, “As much as I would like to discuss these events, I’m afraid we don’t have that time.” He turned his attention to Muriel and asked, “Muriel, do you know where my lightsaber is?” She jumped a little, which the best he could do to calm her was just ask, “Could you get it for me?”

“S-Sure,” said Muriel. She walked backwards, keeping weary eyes on him the whole time. Enothchild could understand her fear; it wasn’t everyday that someone that she knew was completely and no doubted dead came back to life days later.

“Thank you.” Enothchild sighed and licked his lips and closed his eyes again to center himself. It was getting easier to do things, like think for himself and breathe and feel his own blood pulse through his body. He knew the others were still staring, unable to grasp anything before them.

Changing subject, Enothchild opened his amber eyes and decided to comfort them one at a time. Dizzy, obviously, was the first choice. “Naressa’s all right.” Dizzy got wide eye when he talked to him. “She’ll be okay. In fact don’t be surprised, my friend, when she returns home the next few days.”

“D-D-Dude,” said Dizzy as plain as he could, “you’re alive!”

“I didn’t mean to scare you, I’m sorry,” said Enothchild apologetically. He looked at Nowen, shared a glance at Mathaniel and Nach, and said to him, “Are the Vhinech fine?”

“As-as far as I know,” said Nowen. He really didn’t know what to say. “You know I’m a Guardian watching them?”

Enothchild smiled a little and said, “I know now.” Nowen realized that he fell for one of Enothchild’s tricks at getting information. He just spoke a suspicion, and thus getting a suspicion revealed in return. Nowen would have caught it if he wasn’t struck dumb by his return.

Uneasiness befell Enothchild when he looked into Mathaniel’s eyes. He sighed and offered, “You have grown.”

Mathaniel struggled to find words that made sense at first. He just went with the obvious. “It’s been eight years.” Eight years, that is, since Enothchild had caught up with Mathaniel, Maddie, and Alouka Jarvis.

Enothchild uncomfortably shifted from one foot to the other. Mathaniel then said, “I forgive you. What you had to do was very difficult.”

The relief that filled Enothchild was more than enough to tell him to say no more. He only could nod at Mathaniel, and from that point he looked to Casper. He observed him carefully, not expecting him to say anything. “Jedi.”

Casper slowly nodded.

“Yes,” said Enothchild after much observation and Force searching. “You are a Jedi. Time to put that which you cannot change far behind.” He referred to those times that Casper did fail, and to those times Casper thought he had failed. “Including the fact that you cannot change who you truly are now.”

“Thank you, Master,” said Casper with a smile of great appreciation.

“Call me Enothchild,” he admonished sternly. “It’s one thing to be respectful, but by golly we are friends.”

And then with a heavy rise of his chest, Enothchild let plenty enter his mind and he faced Nach. His Father, the man he barely knew, but he could not deny who he was. In his heart he could feel he came from Nach. He loved his Father. That’s why it pained him to say, “How could you?” 

Nach did not move, or make a sound. Enothchild shook his head and said, “How could you use my death as a motive for your madness?”

Nach looked at the others as they suddenly, for the first time, took their gawks away from Enothchild and looked at him in confusion. Enothchild said to him, “It’s time to get serious, Father. I’m alive now, so now I expect you to come clean and actually, truly help us.”

Enothchild approached Nach, and Nach took two steps back in genuine fear, prompting him to stop. Nach said, “You cannot be. You are some trick. Some method of evil that, that girl has unleashed on us.”

Enothchild grabbed Nach by the shoulders very hard and squeezed. Nach grabbed back, and everyone backed away expecting the two behemoths to war against one another. Instead Enothchild just held his attention, kept him from running away from him and running away from it all. “This is no trick done by my Wife. I will tell you this, however: she did plan to use what you are not telling the others. She was going to do it for the same reasons you were going to do it. Just as Magus Prophet is going to do, Juna was going to steal this plan from you.”

Nach shook his head. Enothchild then said, “I know.”

Nach got wide eyed and said, “You know nothing!”

Enothchild then just said calmly, with certainty, “I know.” Nach seemingly swayed in Enothchild’s grasp, but the dutiful son held him up. “There is still time to stop it. You haven’t done anything wrong yet, Father, and neither has Juna. This all can be stopped before it’s too late.”

Nach appeared to have genuinely gotten it. His hands grabbed hold of his Son’s wrist and he asked, “What do you know?” There was awe now from him, no longer fear. “Please what do you know?”

Considering the request and not knowing exactly where to begin, Enothchild said, “I know that Mother was a clone of Presence.” He ignored the sudden gasp from Mathaniel; obviously the Vhinech had not been told. “I know Presence was Force sensitive. I know that you truly did love her, but not as a believer, but as a good and proper husband that worshipped his wife to her very end. To both his wives, to both my Mothers.”

Enothchild sighed as more thoughts entered his mind. “I turned my back on Vhanba for good when Nadja died. I…found facing the Longing was easier than going to Vhanba, which was what I should have done after Nadja had gone. As the Son of Presence, I did have that responsibility. And when Juna came to Vhanba she would have found me and a planet alive and at peace.”

Pulling away, but Enothchild made sure Nach had footing to stand before totally leaving his hold, he said to his Father, “I would have properly showed Juna’s E’oqerst.”

Casper craned his head and said, “Her nature?” He was rather surprised at first that Enothchild knew Sith language, but then he just assumed he knew it because Naressa had taught him. “You mean her darkness?” He then asked, “Isn’t that wrong?”

“It is the Force,” said Enothchild calmly, with Yoda certainty. “What is done is done.”

After a few moments Muriel slowly was returning with Enothchild’s lightsaber and belt. Enothchild limped lightly through the crowd, but his walking improved with every step. He didn’t want Muriel to hurt herself any further. He met her in the center of the corridor and took it from her.

Muriel said, “It’s charged.”

“Thank you.” He looked at his long shafted weapon for a few moments, studying it, smiling a little. He then strapped his belt on and said, “Jabberwocky and I are going out.”

“Jabberwocky?” Dizzy asked, some of the frost of shock melting from him on hearing the ridiculous sounding name.

“My lightsaber,” said Enothchild as he fiddled with the latch. He shook his head and said, “I know, sounds like something a gunslinger would do, name his weapon. A Jedi supposed to be above such things.” He shook his head. “But once Nadja read about Vhanbadian folklore and saw that word she repeated it over and over instead of lightsaber. Finally I gave up, and it’s been Jabberwocky every since.”

“Wait, you’re going out?” Casper came up to him, still limping; limping a little worse than Enothchild was. “Where?”

“To Tatooine,” said Enothchild, “and alone.” He began walking because he knew there were going to be attempts to talk him out of it. The suddenness of his departure was going to be as much a shock as the suddenness of his return. Everyone immediately began to follow, trying to ask him questions.

“Alone, you can’t go alone?”

“Tatooine, why the hell for?”

“But you just…came back?”

“Wait a parsec, are you nuts alone?”

Enothchild only said, “I know what I must do.”

Finally Nach was able to get a word out that touched him. “Son!” Enothchild stopped and looked at him. “Going alone against Prophet is too dangerous. The other, the child called Faith, is there as well. The Hutts count as their allies.”

“Believe it or not Jabba is a victim of this plot Prophet is unleashing, and even Prophet himself is being used by someone.” Enothchild gestured towards everyone else. “Juna is out. Casper can barely walk, and I won’t jeopardize your life, Dizzy’s, Muriel’s, or anyone else here if indeed Faith is there.”

Casper wanted to object, but instead Mathaniel blurted out of the blue, “I will go with you.”

“No!” Enothchild pointed a very stern finger at the young Vhinech. “This is not your battle. You must stay here.” He then said, “I’m entrusting you to guard everyone here, including my Father and Juna.”

Before Mathaniel could object, Enothchild spun to Casper and said, “Prophet’s plan is close to hatching.”

“I know, we have a lead,” said Casper, interrupting. “The Debris of Cofka.”

“Follow up on that, have my Father help you.” Enothchild turned to Nach before there was an objection. “And you will help him. With luck I can stop it at Prophet’s end. If not, then it’s up to you all to shut it down.” He looked to the others. “Please, don’t judge my Father harshly. He will help, I’m certain of it.”

Without stopping, Enothchild looked right at Dizzy and asked, “I take it the Heirloom is here?”

“Y-yeah, fixed too,” said Dizzy.

Enothchild was walking fast again and everyone was hot on his heels. “Good, it can get me there and back in one piece. I can eat and drink on the way, meditate, prepare myself for battle-.”

“Enothchild, please wait!” Muriel begged of him, trying to get him to stop. “This, this is so….”

“Sudden, I know,” he said with sympathy, “but I don’t have time to anything else.” He looked at Nach again and repeated, “Hugs and goodbyes and well wishes just don’t cut it right now.”

Nach tried to give his son that look he reserved for Juna, but he couldn’t bring himself to do it. Enothchild’s admonishing glare at him was tearing a hole in Nach’s heart, and Enothchild knew it. Enothchild did it on purpose, to punish him, but to also spur him into positive action. Then again, his Father was a Vhinphyc; Vhinphycs needed a good swift kick in the ass to make them do anything for everyone.

“Should we contact the Council,” asked Casper. “Warn them?”

Enothchild pondered for a few moments longer on the subject, slowing down his pace just a bit. He said, “It’s not too late not to warn them. As soon as you can, but Casper: stay on this subject only. Everything else is pure conjecture and off topic.”

“I won’t tell them about Juna,” assured Casper.

“That’s not what I meant,” clarified Enothchild, “but if you wouldn’t mention Juna, not yet anyways, I would gladly appreciate it. Don’t mention the Vhinech; the Council has a standing Chancellor’s mandate to turn them in, and Yoda will have to honor it.”

“Understood.”

The all reached the Hanger Bay and this time Enothchild stopped to stop them from following. He looked at them and said with a wink, “Save the goodbyes, this won’t take long.”

“Bantha Head,” started Dizzy, getting Enothchild’s attention. “You’re….you’re alive, Man. Ah…eh…why? Why go? Why risk it even if we all went with you? I think, I think even you wouldn’t be this stupid, come on. For once, stop being a Jedi.”

“I’m not a Jedi anymore, remember,” said Enothchild to Dizzy with just a tiny smile. He knew Dizzy meant well, even when Dizzy understood what had to be done. “No, Dizzy, old friend: this is me, being me.”

When he turned Muriel almost caught him in a hug, but Enothchild felt her stop short, understanding barely what he was doing. She just said, unable to say anything else, “Please come back.”

Over his shoulder, not turning around, he said, “I will, I promise.” He kept his senses open, waiting for someone to come stop him. His words had done enough to do that. As much as he wanted to assure all of them, he just couldn’t bow to their wishes. Prophet had to be stopped, and Juna had to be cured.

Boarding the Ruby Heirloom and sealing the hatch, he didn’t hesitate any further. He was in the cockpit and telling the computer, “Prepare to lift off. Once airborne set course for the Mos Eisley Space Port, Tatooine.” The computer acknowledge and began the warm up cycle.

Enothchild sat in the chair, keeping his thoughts focused on what had to be done. It didn’t feel too soon to him; perhaps if there was more time to ponder it he would feel different. The Force kept telling him there was no time, nothing for anything. He even had his doubts that Nach could prevent what was going to happen because realistically it was out of Nach’s hands. Nach was just going to let what was coming happen because that was all he could do. His Father was going to have to explain to the others, but since Juna all ready knew what it was Enothchild counted on her to not stick around.

Whoever he had to kill to prevent the horror, Prophet and Faith if necessary, then he had to do it. It was not his burden alone, but it was not everyone else’s but Juna’s burden as well. Like so many times before Enothchild just had to put aside those things that would make him like everyone else. It was time for duty, for purpose, for calling, and to save the greater good that still existed in the Republic.

The ship lifted off the tarmac. Breathing and preparing himself for meditation, Enothchild said aloud, “Okay, Juna, come get me.”

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

12 DAYS (CHAPTER 97.1)

“Did…did that just….”

No one was sure who said it, but they couldn’t blame that person for saying it and not finishing the statement: did that just happen.

For a small number of them they didn’t know how to feel about it. The other ones did not know whether to cry or laugh or just go insane. All they knew and could agree on for the moment was that for whoever was not there would never believe them.

“We’re…just going to let him go?” This time everyone looked at Nowen. The Guardian was finding his rational thoughts. “Just like that, with no back up?”

Muriel composed herself the best out of all of them. The last few days she had pushing herself to be a thinker. Seeing Enothchild alive had suddenly changed all that. A leader, her leader, had returned. As irrational as his mandate sounded she couldn’t deny it. She said, “It’s not your fight.” She looked between Nowen and more importantly Mathaniel. “I don’t like it anymore than you do, but there’s a purpose in this, a good purpose. He…knows what he’s doing. I’ll question it, but for whatever reason I don’t dare not listen to him.”

Her mind continued to click and she moved past everyone, brushing up against Dizzy as her husband look liked he just survived crashing the Millennium Falcon. She bravely walked around a very still Nach and said to him, “So it’s true? Was Enothchild right, that all this time you have been playing us?”

Nach looked down at the smaller female. Any thought of deception, of explanation other than the truth, never entered his mind. The return of his son had shamed him. He said, “It is true.”

“So what is it? Where?” Casper joined Muriel’s side, remembering his duty as well. Having Enothchild affirm his Jedi status gave him some much needed confidence he did not expect, but gladly accepted. “Has this been your plot all along?”

Shaking his head, Nach looked at him and said, “My people’s plan, in which I had a hand in some of it. I had watched birthed from Vhanba’s death.”

“Birthed?” asked Muriel, questioningly.

Looking at Mathaniel, Nach asked, “Do you remember feeling the planet dying?”

Mathaniel thought back in the past. “My perceptions were not honed back then, I was just a pup. I had left Vhanba several months before…but there was something. My family’s guard said a few months before Vhanba was destroyed Pern had predicted its death. The feeling was what chased our people away.”

“In the Galactic Dominators, no less,” Nach said, trying not to scoff at the coincidence. “And my Son is correct: Juna knows, and she did not tell you.”

“What was it,” said Muriel, getting it back on point. She went from awed to somewhat pissed off. Juna was right; Nach was hiding and plotting against them all along. Enothchild’s words kept Muriel, kept them all, from attacking the Vhinphyc for his cruel dishonesty.

Sighing a bit, Nach said, “In my…lust for revenge many years ago I proposed what you may call an ‘all-else-fails’ solution to the Ignorant problem, combining the learned elements of the Legacy Virus and the Sleeping Vhinech with the newly developed Prophet born. The government of my people had it commissioned, and its automated construction contributed to the death of Vhanba.” He looked at Mathaniel and said, “The Vhinech push at Ex’ker was the actual end to the holocaust, the end of the war. The retreat to Sesche was the dead marching to their burial tomb.

“The Device had long been constructed within the core of the planet; the core had long ago fused, and therefore the mineral properties there were plentiful. The location for the Device’s construction was perfect as the planet hid it from Republic eyes. Once Ex’ker fell, the Premier sent out the Last Command and automated construction of the Device was completed.

“The Device is simple. It is a Dark Prophets carrier, capable of carrying a vast number of freshly created Dark Prophets, along with several other created weapons. Select groups of them, specialized genetically to last, were to assume control of Galactic Dominators. The Dominators themselves had all the means necessary to reproduce weapons and gear or whatever is required to get the mission done. Thirty-one Devices were to be commissioned for construction, in other worlds close to Vhanba. It appears they had time for one, from Vhanba itself.”

Nach recalled the day Vhanba exploded, watching it on the holographic projection that had been transmitted by an orbiting transceiver. He was the only one looking into the heart of that explosion while everyone else ran for their lives in the opposite direction. If anyone had paid attention, they would have come to realize that the collapsing magnetic field that kept the world spinning was in fact the redistribution of the Device’s magnetic drive.

“No one can see the Device,” said Nach with a headshake, “once it has been activated.”

“Has it been activated?” asked Muriel. Since she and Casper were the most versed on the subject, the others just hung back, trying to get a grip on this subject after witnessing the miracle of Enothchild Sarch’s resurrection. Truth was Casper and Muriel needed this brain exercise because, if not, they were going to act just like the others.

“That is a fact I am not sure of. The original plan was for the Device to activate once it had detected the full unleashing of the Legacy Virus. My recommended protocol for activation would have been the simultaneous massive attack of the Legacy Virus upon the entire Republic.” Nach shook his head. “Yet there were no such attacks, only isolated incidents.”

“Tell that to Sullust,” remarked Dizzy dryly, recalling instantly the Legacy Virus attack that effected nearly fifty thousand of his kind, where half a million were killed due to computer failure at a fusion reactor plant.

Nach shook his head again. “You do not comprehend. A single, small mass attack like the one perpetrated on the Republic last year is counterproductive. The purpose of the Legacy Virus, and the Sleeping Vhinech, is the First Strike that hits everything, and everyone. The Device is the Ending Blow.”

“Thirty-one of them?” asked Muriel.

Exhaling, Nach said, “My…exploration of this galaxy had concluded there were thirty-one viable threats to Vhanba. In combination, that is thirty-one planetary systems, chain governments, territories, alliances, organizations, and businesses.”

“So you were still deep with killing us around the time Enothchild was born?” asked Muriel.

Sighing, Nach said apologetically, “We had no alternative. We had to give the Premiere what he wanted, or they would have discovered Enothchild’s existence sooner.” He then looked at Mathaniel and said, “I am rather surprised Enothchild’s existence had not been discovered, to be more precise, particularly when his fame had grown as a Headbanger Jedi.”

This time Nowen awoke into the conversation as Mathaniel looked about. “The spies.” Nowen looked to Mathaniel and said, “Nandia, remember?” Bringing up Nandia Orfantan made it all clear to Mathaniel, making him remember; hangovers were a bitch. “Naboo had their own Vhinech spy in Queen Landana’s court.”

“The spies were many, and everywhere I can affirm to you,” said Nach. “Infiltration of traditional Vhinech was to commence as soon as I gave the government my findings. Either by luck or by design, the spies never revealed my Son.”

Casper waved his hands as if to make the tangent go away. “Besides that point, Nach, we can say that since you had the cure for the Legacy program that you definitely had a hand in creating it.”

“No; the program had always existed. I was only given access to it, and the means to destroy if there was a…premature detonation.” Nach could not think of a better way to explain it.

“Thirty-one targets,” repeated Casper.

“Yes.”

“But your people only had time to construct one in Vhanba. So that target…”

“The target, without debate, would be Coruscant: the largest population center and the home of the Republic central government and capitalist network.”

That was an earful to take in, but for some it was no surprise. Casper was quick to continue. “The Device is a ship obviously, as big as a planet’s core.”

“Vhanba’s core,” reminded Muriel. “Vhanba was really too big to be a habitable world.”

Casper continued. “It is large. So we are talking thousands of Dark Prophets.” He looked to Nach, who seemed to give him a sorrow look. “Tens of thousands.” Nach continued to look. This time the others regarded Nach and began to get a bad, bad feeling. “Certainly not millions? If what you say is true about the Device’s size…”

Nach said soberly, “Each Device was designed to produce a billion Dark Prophets.”

The silence was loud.

Nowen then said, “I’m sorry, I’m partially deaf in one ear. You said a million, right?”

“I did not.” Nach looked right at him, as if to take the male Guardian too literally and said loudly, “A billion!”

Dizzy’s mouth dropped and he stuttered out, “You’re saying that there’s a billion smecking Magus Prophets on board that ship!”

“I spoke that the Device was capable of producing a billion Dark Prophets through its supply centers in its cloning network. There are perhaps…” He stopped to think, and then Nach said, “a fraction of them in near ready release.”

“A fraction?” Dizzy threw his hands up. “What the frak is a fraction of a billion?”

Nach thought heavily and said, “I am not with such knowledge for that I left that with my superiors. Given the limits of my people’s hold on technology, I would put it at only one percent of one percent ready, perhaps in minus one stasis.”

“Ah,” said Muriel sarcastically, “I see, only a hundred thousand Prophets ready to fight. That’s fair.”

“As I said, not all the Prophets will last,” Nach repeated. “Only a select few will. The rest-.”

“The other nine hundred million plus that can be made,” Dizzy chucked in with rolling eyes.

“Will not be as unstoppable,” finished Nach.

Sobering up to the news, Nowen asked, “You put this together, so tell me you” and he really emphasized Nach with his hands and eyes “you did put something into place to deactivate this damn thing.” Although he did not have all the details and circumstances that Casper, Dizzy, and Muriel had, Bealas Nowen had heard enough to draw his own stomach churning conclusions.

“Yes,” said Nach. Just as the relief swept through every single being, the Vhinphyc gave them a figurative kick in the balls. “Either we prevent Magus Prophet from sending out the Legacy, or we go to the Device, fight our way into it, and shut it down, or destroy it, from within.”

Mathaniel wasn’t absolutely certain what this was all about, but after hearing enough context, he finally agreed, “This isn’t my fight.” It was both the Prophet scenario and the idea of fighting through impossible numbers that did it. All of this recent activity made his hangover worse, and he wished he was back in New Paradasia.

Muriel rubbed her eyes, still beat up and exhausted by her escapades from last night, early morning. The shock of Enothchild being alive finally felt like it was wearing off and she could think clearly. She said with raised hands to Nach, “You…can’t shut it down from here?”

“Nyeta,” said Nach with the charm of a chronic manic-depressive. “Such an idea would have defeated the purpose of an unstoppable weapon. As it is with automated weapons, it is working within the perimeters of its set program.”

“Wait.” Casper got Nach’s attention. “If this Device as you call it was activated with Vhanba’s death, then why is waiting to attack?” The Vhinphyc tilted his head. “Why did it not just stay in Vhanba? Why leave, why go to the Cofka, if it is indeed there, and not a relay station?”

“There are no Vhinphyc relay stations,” said Nach empathically.

Casper was not perturbed. “On the contrary, Helle’s ship is a relay. It’s relaying an activation signal that the Device is apparently receiving. Consider what the Device has done to this point.”

Muriel growled in suddenly realization, slapping her forehead. Nowen, however, beat her to the explanation; he understood Casper’s point. He said, “They changed it.” Nach looked to the Human. “Look, I don’t know much about the history here, but like in any government program I bet your people made a shit load of changes to your idea from conception to final design. They may have went so far to alter the way it attacks, how it launches, and a billion more changes. As far as we know, this could be nothing more than a bluff.”

“It is no bluff,” reiterated Nach, knowing full well what a ‘bluff’ was. “Perhaps you are correct, that there have been changes to it. But a bluff? It is no bluff.”

“Because?” asked Mathaniel.

“Because of Magus Prophet and his efforts to re-obtain the Legacy Virus,” said Muriel. “He knows the Device exists.”

Nach slowly, in regret, nodded. “If what Juna has said is correct, Magus Prophet would have considerable knowledge of all of Dark Prophet’s projects and programs. He will also have knowledge of his heritage, of where he has truly come from.”

Muriel was struck with a discouraging thought. “Suppose Jurivicious Pern knew?” The others looked at her with some confusion, but Nach understood. “Would your government, in its death throes, be so put out to hide what they had obviously created and activated? What would be needed to control these Dark Prophets?”

“The Legacy Virus,” said Nowen.

Muriel shook her head. “If Pern would have found it, we wouldn’t be talking about it now. Besides, I don’t think they would follow Pern.” She raised her eyebrows up on that point. “They would have followed the Vhinech that Pern would control.”

She held up her hands and said, “It’s conjecture, but suppose Pern did find out more about Prophet than even Prophet knew back then. I mean, why does he decide to take on the Republic, knowing full well that direct brute force against it has always failed?”

Dizzy rubbed his aching head and put in, “Ain’t that why he went after Juna to begin with?”

“Dizzy, what exactly were Pern’s plans for Juna?” Muriel’s reasonable question just made Dizzy’s head ache even more. “We only know what he told Juna. I don’t think Pern was stupid enough to reveal all his plans, or at least what he knew. I think he knew more about Juna than what he even let on. She was a way to get to Prophet, get inside him.”

“By touching!” exclaimed Dizzy.

Muriel nodded. “Pern was mad in the head, but like Prophet after him I don’t think he was stupid.”

“But,” cut Mathaniel in, “how does this conjecture help?”

“Because it explains a great many details explored but never answered,” responded Nach. “This Pern’s desire to use Galactic Dominators was not out of convenience.”

“He did have two months between the fall of Sesche and the destruction of Vhanba to learn what the Vhinphyc had in assets he could use against the Republic,” said Muriel. “We won’t know when he decided to make the move or what exactly what he had uncovered, but he felt he needed Juna, and I think Pern felt Juna could control Prophet, get information out of him that he could use, like the Device, like the Legacy. I bet if we asked Enothchild, he would tell us he never told Pern about the Legacy Virus.”

“Suppose he did?” Everyone looked at Dizzy. Dizzy shrugged his shoulders. “Enothchild was tight with everyone in the Headbangers.”

Casper shook his head. “You were there with us on Sullust, Dizzy, when Enothchild revealed the Legacy Virus to Ros and I for the first time.” Dizzy nodded in remembrance. “I doubt he just told Pern and no one else.”

“Except Nadja maybe,” suggested Muriel. “We won’t know unless we ask Enothchild.”

“Okay, besides all that, what about now,” asked Nowen. “What do we do about this Device thing now?”

Nach grumped, “We all ready know that the transmission coming from the Debris of Cofka must be a targeting beam.” It wasn’t official, but no one spoke up in doubt. “As I stated before, either Prophet is prevented from using the Legacy Virus, or we go to Cofka, infiltrate the Device, and destroy it from within.”

“You don’t sound too thrilled with option two?”

“Duh,” said Dizzy. “A hundred thousand Prophets inside the thing.”

“It is not just them,” stressed Nach. “There are other methods of defense in place. There perhaps is no way to get inside either, if you are correct about my people changing it Nowen. The greatest of tribulations would be in pinpointing its exact location.”

“We could trace the beam back,” suggested Dizzy.

Casper shook his head. “I’ve tried that all ready. Cofka is so magnetically polluted it would take a ‘on sight’ scan of the entire area to find it and that area covers four planetary systems.” Dizzy whistled at that and scratched his head. Casper asked Nach, “So you can’t shut it down remotely from your computer?”

“The Device was designed to operate without outside intervention kept at minimums. Shut down must be done from the inside. Again, if it has not been altered…”

“We will have to board it,” finished Muriel.

“Unless Enothchild defeats Prophet,” threw in Nowen.

“And the one called Faith,” tossed in Nach.

After some thinking, Casper turned to Muriel and asked, “May I contact the Council now, before Prophet gets his hands on the Legacy Virus?”

Muriel nodded, but then added, “Sure, but maybe we should get what Juna has all ready collected on the Legacy reconstruction.”

“I would like to see what has been collected,” said Nach.

“And I would like to know more about what’s going on,” said Nowen. Collectively there was a consensus, and as per Enothchild’s instruction they trusted Nach.

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

12 DAYS (CHAPTER 97.2)

Juna woke up!

Even though she felt very weak in mind and body and spirit, Juna was overwhelmed by the urge to open her eyes; she laid very still, trying desperately to understand what had happened to her, and why she had to wake up with such urgency. She searched within herself for any answer she could find.

Faintly she watched Enothchild appear in the room, and she didn’t understand why memory of such of thing was so important. There was a smell in the room that confused her, and thus Enothchild’s visage faded from view. As much as she missed him, she had finally decided at that moment that he could no longer save her, give her advice. There were all too real realities to deal with. Her Mother was one of them, Magus Prophet was second and lastly her Daughter Faith. Her head began to swim when that subject matter entered her thinking, unsure which was more important to deal with.

The smell, not the thinking, made her thoughts swirl. She made to roll up and onto her feet, but Juna found herself laying right back down. Before when she felt weak, when she believed herself to be weak, it was not even close to this true, pure weakness that nearly caused her to fall right back to sleep. She momentarily forgot who she was, where she was, why she was until she spent a minute breathing to collect herself. It was not the smell that defeated her so badly, but it annoyed her just as much as the lack of any strength.

“Is this depression?” Juna let herself just lay very still and very quiet after asking herself that question. She had heard and read about the debilitating affects of mental depression, how its various forms could cripple entities into immovable objects if it was worse enough. She could not know for certain, but clearly so far her constant rage was not evident.

Then again depression did defeat the triggers of rage, the means to achieve something through the motivation of anger. Juna wondered aloud, “Did I spend all my rage at once last night?” She recalled very little of what happened. She remembered her Mother ending the transmission, but after that absolutely nothing. “Did I spend all my resolve, all my will to live?”

Juna wished she had her lightsaber so she could kill herself. She couldn’t live like this if this was her life. She couldn’t change it, she felt powerless to. Her Mother was going to die. Enothchild was dead. Her friends she loved hated her. The fallout from Naressa’s admissions were going to be so much she didn’t want to face them alone.

Then she changed her mind about killing herself, fed up with the awful smell in her room. If she were going to die, she was not going to do it smelling death. It was death, the awful smell was. She had smelled it before, during various and rotten times in her young life. Vhanba had that smell cornered if the smell of death was a tradable commodity.

“Maybe,” she mused, “I’m the one who’s dead. That’s why it smells in here.” The notion did not even get her to chuckle. Juna shook her head in disgust. “I can’t stand it.” She rolled to her ass from her laying position, only this time she didn’t faint. Her head still swam, and in her mind’s eye she saw Enothchild again.

The voices made Juna realize how weak she was. She never sensed Muriel and Casper. She heard them enter her room, Muriel saying, “Her work station’s over there.”

“Do you think its code locked,” said Casper. “Remember what Nach said.”

“I know, but once we tell Juna the news I think she will gladly give us the information.” Muriel appeared around the partition at that point to look in on Juna. “Oh, Juna!” Juna couldn’t quite understand her friend’s response; Muriel was excited, not nervous or frightened. In fact the red head did a running leap onto the bed, sprinted across its large mass, and locked Juna in a hug with no hesitation.

Juna began to feel hungry again, but Muriel’s sudden response chased the hunger away. Muriel squeezed the hell out of her, but had the presence in mind not to bump her skin into Juna’s exposed parts. Juna complained, “Muriel, Muriel, you’re crushing my little bones!”

“Oh Juna!” Muriel repeated it over and over again, crying. It was not tears of sadness. Juna could sense unending joy and hope from her friend; it didn’t make Muriel ‘appetizing’ to consume. Muriel tried to talk, say something else other than “Oh Juna!” but she was so incoherent Juna thought Muriel was hysterical and needed to get slapped.

Juna twisted them both around and saw Casper appear around the corner, and the young Jedi was smiling just a little. She didn’t like him smiling like that. She didn’t like any of this at all because it was so strange, so unexpected. She pulled Muriel off of her and said, “Muriel, what is it?” Muriel could only smile as she tried to get herself settled down. “Are you spiced? What?”

Casper’s nose crinkled. “Oh, his clothes.” The Jedi went over to the unseen part of the floor that Juna’s bed blocked from view. “Enothchild must have forgotten to put them in the disposal after he put the fresh ones on.” He held up the ruined rags with disgust.

Juna’s eyes locked right on the clothes and said breathlessly, “Why are those in here?”

Muriel finally screeched out, “He’s alive, Juna, Enothchild’s alive!”

Juna looked at her crying, runny nose Muriel and shook her head. “Do not joke with me!” Her anger came back, even if she did not feel so strong in the Dark Side. “This is sick!”

“No, Juna, search your feelings,” begged Casper in Muriel’s defense. Muriel kept her hands on Juna’s shoulders as the Sith Maiden glared at the Jedi in disbelief, not understanding why Casper would be on such a cruel joke. “I can’t explain it, but he’s alive! Enothchild Sarch is alive!” He showed her the clothing. “Touch them if you don’t believe.”

Juna sneered, “Don’t you dare do this to me.” She felt herself breaking down again. “Please, don’t tease me. Torment me!” She glared down from him. “I’m sorry, I’m so sorry I hurt you all. Just please don’t do this to me!”

“Juna, please,” said Casper. “We are not tormenting you. He is alive. Please, believe us. We wouldn’t be doing this just to hurt you.”

Upon hearing him and feeling Muriel’s comforting grip on her shoulders, Juna never knew Casper to be cold. She reluctantly reached out with her hand, and it began to shake…

“Your face,” said Muriel in realization, stopping Juna. Casper then noted the marks on her cheek as well and pulled the old clothing back. “Oh, what happen to your face?”

Juna shook her head, stood up, and stumbled towards the mirror on her vanity not far from the bed.  She looked and saw two distinct burn lines on her left check. Appalled, she ran her fingers over them, matching the strokes, realizing that they were finger strokes. Someone had touched her.

Enothchild had touched her.

Juna said weakly, “Enothchild had touched me.” She turned right around on the spot slowly and let her senses drift all around her. “It cannot be.” Yet her eyes this time did not deceiver her, and this time she did trust them. 

Faint visuals of Enothchild filled the room, his movements not in any proper order. She put the pieces of history together in her mind, watching him enter, watching him go to the bathroom, watching him scare Dizzy, watching him sit by her side like he had always done before and touch her cheek and…and…

“He’s alive,” Juna said, releasing a held breath. Panting, she willed herself to fill the house with her presence. Its vast dimensions required much of her, but the longer she tried, the harder she pushed, the more she believed that what had happened was a miracle. “He’s alive! My Enothchild’s alive!” She whimpered in Sithian, “Muson mer’fi gi’an, Enothchild ni!”

Juna grabbed Casper by the shoulders, and so discombobulated she asked, “[Where is he! Where is my] Enothchild!”

Frowning, Casper said, “Juna, I don’t understand you.” It sounded like Sith, but the pronunciations in his opinion were wrong.

“[Where is] Enothchild! [Oh don’t make me beg]!” Juna grabbed him harder, making Casper flinch. “[I can feel him, but he’s fading away from me! Please don’t take him away from me] Jedi [if he’s alive]!”

Casper looked to Muriel helplessly because, again, Juna’s use of the Sith language was broken and made no sense. He understood very little: ‘please’, ‘feel’, and ‘can’. He guessed that she was trying to say something about where Enothchild was, but he wasn’t certain.

“Juna, I know what you’re going through,” said a still elated Muriel, who still couldn’t get any control of herself when she saw Juna. Any form of control, like what she possessed when Enothchild came back and only a few minute ago in the Hanger Bay, was gone. “He’s alive, okay, he’s really alive.”

Juna finally managed to get her tongue to work with the Basic language. At the moment, she could barely speak Basic she was so upset. “We-ear!”

“He’s gone,” said Casper, understanding her point. Clearly it made no sense to him to keep the news from her. “He went to Tatooine to confront Prophet and Faith-.”

Juna pushed Casper out of her way and shrugged Muriel off at once right when she heard ‘Tatooine’. She ran across her room, opened one of the glass doors to the patio deck, and stepped outside and was greeted by the most beautiful late summer morning she could have ever imagined. She ignored the lush and comfortable sights. She stretched out with her feelings the best she could, and quietly she repeated over and over, “Come back.”

The shock of learning of his return was as true as Casper and Muriel proclaimed it, but happiness never came to her. Juna went from shock to fear, skipping joy, when Casper told her what Enothchild was doing. On Tatooine was certain death and worse she was blind to it. It wasn’t the only thing she was blind to, but Enothchild was the only one she cared about now. There were no many reasons why: she loved Enothchild and she didn’t want him to die again. If he did, it would kill her.

She gasped loudly when she finally felt his faint existence, tracking away from Naboo. “Come back! Come back, please!”

He faded away.

Juna tightened up every square millimeter of her tall body, dug deep inside her, tried to force her imbalance into balance, and focused as hard as she could on Enothchild. She felt him again, but feeling him through the Force was not enough, and before long he was too far away.

“Please come back,” she quietly mewed. She felt a tear leave her eye. Though Casper and Muriel slowly joined her on the patio, Juna still felt so very alone and isolated from the rest of the galaxy. She gripped herself as frustration returned. Once again she felt powerless as well as alone. It dawned on her like the morning that history was repeating itself.

“No,” said Juna before Muriel could comfort her. “No, not again. Not this time!” She turned and said, “I need my lightsaber!”

“Juna, he wants us all to wait-JUNA!” Muriel gasped when the shadows just swallowed Juna and she vanished.

Practically Juna all ready knew Muriel’s answer, and did not want to hear the same thing from Casper. She had suddenly remembered the art of Force Teleportation, and this time she made it to her destination with her clothing intact. She collapsed on the floor, for she was so drained of power and the ‘simple act’ was too much. Before she would get angry at herself, but the return of Enothchild Sarch seemingly made her more rational as she asked, “Why am I weaker than before?” 

Juna looked around for an answer to her thought, but then she remembered why she was in the Deep Armory. The place was called the Deep Armory because it described its situation in Rapier Manor quite clearly; it was a very large room, well beneath Rapier Manor, where modern weapons and various other individual war devices were housed and charged -- in contrast to the Armory Rooms, which only had old and ancient weapons and armor. The majority of weapons in it were finished products designed by Rapier Technologies, although Rapier Tech was not a real weapons manufacturing company -- a few items were well above what was recognized by the Republic as weapons, a few years ahead and not even conceptualized in rational thought yet. A scant few had any access to the bunker, and fewer even knew where it was or that it existed. The thick walls had polarizing refractors that prevented the room’s detection, and the power unit that provided heat and light was within the walls to further keep it hidden. None of those safeguards could keep Juna, or the Force realistically, out.

Time was Juna’s enemy. The longer she hesitated, the longer she took to recover, the more time was added to her hopes in catching up with Enothchild. At best he had nearly a twenty minute head start. She didn’t know what ship he took. Her greatest fear was that the Millennium Falcon ferried him, and that ship would add more time against her in hyperspace regardless what high performance ship in the Rapier Armada was available. The Falcon was like modern combat vessels which possessed near ‘start-on-a-snap, stop-on-a-chit’ hyperspace capabilities: in short they needed very little distance to speed up to enter hyperspace and very little distance to emerge from hyperspace. The other ships in the Hanger Bay did not have that kind of calculation speculation capability, and therefore unless she flew without the navicomputer, better known as ‘naviscide’, -- the words navigation and suicide put together -- it meant as much as an hour could be added to total travel time. For the moment, Juna did not feel that confident in her Force abilities to go at flying without a navicomputer.

Juna found her feet first, then her balance, and then her ability to move. She located her krayt dragon head lightsaber and blaster both charging in outlets on the main power unit. Her gun belt was hanging nearby off a peg on the ordnance shelf, and once she strapped it one she clipped her lightsaber to the lone remaining belt loop and holstered her blaster. Gathering her strength, she concentrated and pushed every erg of herself…

When she opened her eyes and fell again, she found she was in the Hanger Bay. She stumbled to her feet, looked around dizzily, and stopped when she saw the Millennium Falcon. The engines hummed with the familiar sound of stand by; less than a minute and she could be hot on Enothchild’s tail.

Then Dizzy appeared from the ship, walking down the ramp with careful steps and a raised blaster.

Before Juna said anything, Dizzy said, “Red said you were going after Enothchild.”

“Yes,” said Juna, trying desperately to regain enough of her spent power to use against him. She was beginning not to care who she hurt to achieve her ends. Enothchild’s life trumped Dizzy’s life.

“She told me to stop ya,” said Dizzy. He gripped his blaster, then spun it on a finger and holstered the weapon. He walked down the ramp and stepped away from it. “But if anyone had a smart thought in the last half hour, it would be that someone should go after Bantha Head.”

“So is that why the ship is all ready in stand by hot mode?” Having borrowed the Falcon for a long period of time, Juna knew how long it took the engines to warm up from cold start, and it had not been fifteen minutes since Muriel told her about Enothchild.

Dizzy let his eyes roll and lied, “Well, I did have to run a diagnostic on the repulsor grid. I needed the engine power.”

Juna slowly smiled and approached the ship with growing excitement. She turned to him at the ramp and said, “Come with me.”

“I don’t know, I might get in trouble,” said Dizzy with a rub of his own head.

“Might?” Juna cocked an eyebrow, just like her Mother when something obviously amused her for its content and irony. So far, the Sullustan was going to get it just having this conversation, let alone letting Juna borrow the Millennium Falcon.

“Well,” said Dizzy, rubbing the back of his neck, still sore from the figurative brawl that was their wild night of sex, “I do like it when Red gets mad. She frets, and certain, lovely body parts move when she frets just so…” He then added, “She’s been very frisky lately.”

Sighing, Juna joked and offered him to go first, “Well, for your sex life then.”

“Now ya talking,” he joked back and scrambled up the ramp. Juna joined him quickly jumping into the co-pilots seat. The waiting for the power systems to move up to flight mode began to make her a tad tense.

“Thirty seconds, Minx,” said Dizzy. She only nodded and stared on and on out the familiar cockpit. She never realized that Dizzy was thinking and looking at her as the worry was settling in. “You wanna fly her.”

“Hmmm. Oh no, Dizzy,” assured Juna. “She’s yours to fly. Just please get us there.”

“In a few,” he assured her. She nodded and decided that her best course of action now was to meditate, to get herself centered in the event there was a battle to be fought. Her hope was to intercept Enothchild and get him to turn around. There was no reason for him to undertake a suicide mission.

Dizzy then said, “Hey, I’m sorry about the other night. When you said Alluetia’s name I…freaked out.”

“It’s okay,” said Juna, gripping her hands together with the worry overriding her desire to focus.

The ship’s repulsorlifts grabbed hold and Dizzy drew up the landing gear. In a flash, the Millennium Falcon burned out of the Hanger Bay at full anti-grav throttle. He contacted Nubian defense about his departure. Twenty seconds in flight, they received a hailing signal.

“That was slow,” joked Dizzy. “I would have guessed she would have called no more than a second in.”

“You want me to talk to her?” offered Juna. Given the hailing signals point of origin of Rapier Manor, clearly it could be no one else.

Dizzy just shook his head. “We know what she wants us to do. She won’t be mad at us forever by ignoring her completely.” He angled the ship for gravity well clearance as soon as possible. “When we get back, it will be all hugs and kisses.”

“When, or if?”

“When.” They broke atmosphere and Dizzy pulled up Tatooine from the stored charts. Given how many times he had gone there in the past calculations were not going to take long. Still, it gave him enough time to realize, “You’re okay.”

Juna looked at him in confusion. It was the way he said it, and it touched her, but she couldn’t explain how or why. “How am I okay?”

“You’re not bitchy,” said Dizzy plainly. “The last few days, you’ve been nothing more than a complete pain in the ass in attitude alone. Even when you were…I don’t know, what, somewhat caring it dripped with spoiled brat ego. You weren’t you, not anyone I know. Yesterday you wouldn’t be polite or asking nicely or being doing that whole ‘if or when’ deal. Today it’s like you’re back to normal.”

Juna thought for a few moments about that, and then looked at her snow white hands and black nails, and all she knew was irony in her conclusions. Dizzy had been right, she hadn’t been a good friend at all; in fact she came to realize that she had done a great deal of terrible things since finding Enothchild dead on Tatooine. Slowly those terrible things appeared in her mind and she frowned on herself. She almost made Dizzy turn the ship around because she didn’t deserve Enothchild for having killed all those people in Mos Essa and beyond. Enothchild would never approve of her actions. He would have never approved of blind vengeance in his name. He most certainly would not have approved of her abusing practices upon friends and allies.

Juna found that losing power had made her look at everything with new perspective, or at least with her old self perspective and not from a Sithian goddess point of view. The irony Dizzy provided to her was very glaring. Before Dark Purity Juna had never comfortable in her skin, but she did her best with positive attitude and belief and compassion in others, and then after Dark Purity she had never felt so natural and safe in her own body, but in retrospection she hated her Dark mentality that never allowed friendship. Waking up to discover that miraculously Enothchild was back Juna found herself at the perfect middle between two forms of existence. She was comfortable both physically and mentally, and thus though her spirit felt black it was not filled with the torturous desire of feeding on innocent people of their Force, or kill them, or making them suffer. She wanted good people to live; just live, not suffer so she could enjoy the emotions from those sufferings. She wanted to show people how beautiful she was in her Dark form, but only because she wanted them to see the real her, not because she wanted them to worship her on trembling knees in fear.

Somehow, Juna knew this was all due to Enothchild; how she wasn’t certain, except that if she meditated she felt she would know the answer. Meditating was still difficult as Dizzy pulled the lever back the Falcon jumped into hyperspace. Though no longer dominated by the primary feelings of the Dark Side fear still existed and it filled her mind with unpleasantness. Enothchild Sarch alive had brought her back from the deep pits of Dark Side Hell.

If he was to die again……….

