CHAPTER 57.0
Time Frame: beginning around the time Enothchild reunites with Juna in Chapter 30, leading up to Chapter 51, when Magus Prophet returns.
The next few days were of little movement, and what movement was made was not a forward one in terms of Destiny’s mission.
Most of the tenth day of Destiny’s journey, the seventh of Mathaniel’s and Nowen’s, was spent taking care of Nowen and going over what both knew; only Destiny had the insight of the collected genetic materials on her person, and she was a little spooked by the fact that she had passed the same killer snowballs that had tried to eat her friends without knowing it. 
Tending to Nowen made them very nervous as they learned to tend to a living injured with the easy and advanced treatments from the Guardian’s supplies; it was often that things there were easy became unsolvable problems when one became too complacent to the easy go of matters. They changed the bacta patching after twelve hours as directed with at first the fear that the adhesiveness of the patch would tear some of the healing flesh, but upon touching it clung to Mathaniel’s skin and slipped off of Nowen’s neck without sticking, as if the adhesive seeped upward as the bacta formula seeped into the skin. There were times Nowen had difficultly breathing, but the spells would pass. Mathaniel did all he could to analyze the wounds with the Force but was inexperienced and could not read and understand what he felt.
The next day was less tedious as Mathaniel surveyed what they had in supplies while Destiny watched over Nowen, who was still unconscious. Between the watches and checking of Nowen’s vital signs on his wrist computer, the Wookiee-Vhinech would read the Path Bible quietly over him. The idea of reading it was partially spurred on by current events; at least to calm her nerves, not to convert the unconscious Nubian to her religion -- but in her view maybe he needed just a little help.
At midday Mathaniel squeezed into the shelter and asked, “How is he?”

“Still bad,” said Destiny, putting the Path Bible down. There have been times the younger male had frowned at her overuse of the Book over Nowen; he said nothing then, or now, or made any face but she did not risk it. Though they talked, they both danced around a lot conversationally wise; there were subjects one or the other wanted to talk about but did not want to be the first to begin. “Where did you go?”
Mathaniel had left the camp sight for about an hour and had just returned. He said, “I went back to Coal, to see if there was anything else we could use, maybe something we might have forgotten, left behind. Maybe Ryax and his pals had some things we could take from them.” He shook his head. “I came right back before I got there.”

“Why?”

“Well, I was kind of there but looking at a distance. The bodies were burning under a gray flame. I never saw anything like it.”
Gasping, Destiny slowly grasped her Path pendant. “Did you and Nowen not see the other flames from where you had come?”

“No, but I sensed the dark side…burning as we ran towards your camp in the dark.” He gestured towards the opening of the shelter, indicating the old camp. “That was the same feeling that was back there.”
Sighing with some great relief, Destiny gushed, “And good Wobble was taken away before his body became a fuel for evil.” She smiled inwardly and did her best to smile on her Wookiee face. “Bless Her.”
“Yeah, well, unfortunately She can’t help Nowen heal that injury.” Mathaniel made up his mind and left the shelter. Destiny followed him out, mindful of her patient still in the shelter so she did not go far. “It’s beyond both our skills even with what we have on hand. Force and Presence only knows how long he has to live.”
Throwing his pack on, Mathaniel gestured towards the faint peaks of the Gospels. “The Guardians and Orrick should have noticed Ryax and his allies gone by now. You would think that if they cared they would have sent a scouting party or something. They would have been here by now, or at least reached where we entered Fortal Coal.”
Destiny could see the logic in it. She looked back at the distant ruins of Coal, expecting a herd of Guardians to suddenly march over the horizon. “Ryax’s departure would surely be about my mission, putting it all in jeopardy. I guess any pretense of secrecy would be gone.”
“Shattered, and folks would miss Wobble too like Nandia had,” added Mathaniel. “If for some reason they’re not coming then we can’t just sit here. I’m doubling back to see if they’re looking for us, and if not I’m heading all the way back to town for help.”

“That is a long journey,” reminded Destiny. “You should take more than you all ready have. You only set out for a week’s trek.”

“Then let’s hope they have been following us then.” He grabbed the electrobinoculars and looped the strap from them over his left shoulder. “I’ll be back.”
“But at least don’t go back through the city,” pleaded Destiny. She knew better than that; it was the straightest line back from where they came. Mathaniel was well on his way on a light run when she yelled after him, “Presence bless you!” He threw up a hand in passing to acknowledge the message.

Once again, Destiny was alone. Technically that is with Nowen unconscious. He wasn’t much of a conversationalist before the injures. The extent of the damage was not truly known, and it kept her on edge for most of the time she was alone with him. She tended to him the best she could and kept the fire going outside; enlarging the fire in the event the Guardians were nearby and could see their smoke. Hopes of being discovered faded with the sunset.

With the sunset and the coming of night Destiny found herself not so worried over Mathaniel. He was a young man, but a man and a soon-to-be Magus of the Path, and he appeared to be much taller, much broader since Wobble perished. Perhaps he had grown up to that stature much sooner. Although she had stayed with his family since the murders Mathaniel kept to himself most of the time in his room, and really no one bothered him much. Maybe he found his inner strength then, but she had a stronger feeling that he found it out here recently.
Destiny spent the evening still tending to Nowen, eating a little, and following that she read aloud from her small Path Bible to give her both spiritual and noise affirmation solace. She figured that perhaps Nowen would, at least, get better and feel less lonely if he heard someone talking to him, and since she really had no idea what he liked to talk about and she didn’t know him that well she just went with what she knew.

Translating the text for Nowen from Vhanbadian -- Vhinphyckian but the Vhinech never referred to the home language as Vhinphyckian even when some where wanting to be referred to by Vhinphyckian names -- Destiny started from the very beginning. “’I stand before you all, my Brothers and Sisters, a once Unspoken Truth: those who do not bide by the message I give shall know darkness and death. I now speak, and on this day I speak of a Spoken Truth: the horrors of the Mute Age have ended; the Overlord breathes no more’. 

“’I have slain the Dark Master, and for that my sin is to wear his blood upon my hands forever until I have too breathed the good air of our nurturing world one last time. You celebrate me, that who I am called Presence, and you call me the Holy Grace; Freer of Grave People; the Holy Sheppard of the Great Flock; the Shieldhoard of Paradasia; the Caster of Love and Hope and Understanding. It is not your place to bestow such praise upon me, for what I have done is not about me but us all. If you must see in such ways, then I beg of you to always heed my words of wisdom that, on this day and forever, will be obeyed’.
“’You all have the choice, for you are now free people, and of free will. The exponent of your decisions have a bearing on the existence of others, and therefore you alone are responsible for what you do’.

“’BEHOLD! Behind me and forever: the Unyielding Flame of Abhorrence! The Death Pyre of the Evil One, his rage and malice still burn where he has fallen. From this Overlord rules from his birth land, the Lost Land of Lore in the Seas of Conquest, and is paid tribute by his subjects as he rules over them. He feeds you all his hate, his cruelty, his cold touch and you give such flame a reason to flicker and spark with equal hate and cruelty and unkind hands upon your Brothers, your Wives, and the beautiful gift of Children. Do not wish this Unyielding Flame of Abhorrence dead! It is the reminder of evil, and without it we shall surely replace this evil and finish what the Overlord desires: the end of Love and the end of Children.’

“’Heed my words this day, and with heed, when the day comes and the Unyielding Flame of Abhorrence die, your children’s children shall not perish’.”
Nowen began to stir, causing Destiny to pause. Her hopes that he was awaking were dashed when he went into another coughing fit that stirred his body. She set her book down and turned his whole body towards her to let the blood in this throat come out as he coughed it out. She used a cloth to wipe his mouth when he was finished and helped him lay back down.
Nowen’s right hand slipped out of its gauntlet; they left the gauntlets on to keep his hands warm, like the rest of his armor that never felt hot or cold to their touch. Destiny grabbed his hand, and though pale it was warm and bore no signs of being cold; such a strange metal this armor, and it spoke volumes of the Guardians’ advantages. But that did not give her pause. It was the simple, customary gold band around his ring finger. She had seen such bands on the fingers of Human men before, on hands that often held the hands of Human women who also wore similar rings.
Destiny concluded some things, and admonished him slightly. “Why are you here when you have a wife? I know she is not here.” It was then occurring to her that his reasons may have something to do with the fact of the last sentence being more than it meant in context. She had heard that many of the Guardians were single; Oggie she knew left behind grandchildren, but apparently that was the only attachments to direct family he had left. Nowen was married, and he did have a mate at one time, and alas she was no longer alive.
She put the gauntlet back on and continued to read from the Path Bible, wishing for Mathaniel to return soon and praying for Nowen.

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

CHAPTER 57.1

It was sooner than expected: only one afternoon since he had left Mathaniel returned.

Mathaniel felt Destiny felt his approach and was not surprise to see her rush out with a confused look on her face. He said to her, “How’s Nowen?”

“Still unconscious,” she said delicately. “I did not expect you back so soon.” 
“Well, I had no choice.” Mathaniel took his pack off and just fell back on the seat of his pants in front of the fire. He grabbed the wood that was there, threw it in with disgust, and prodded the fire to burn more to warm himself up. “I’m tired and starving. I left my last loaf of bread here and didn’t realize it until I reached that place called the Reversal Drain.”
“I will fetch it.” She went into the shelter Nowen was in and returned with it. “I was wondering why you left this here along with the jerky. I could make a pathetic stew to warm you up.” Pathetic stew was essentially water and whatever was on hand to go with it; many a Vhinech diet was pathetic stew when food was lacking; if anything it was made to warm the insides not charm the taste buds.

“Nah, the fire will be good.” Mathaniel tore off some bread; it was hardening with staleness, so the chewing took extra effort. Swallowing, he decided to give her the bad news. “I only got as far as the Reversal Drain. Beyond that valley we all crossed the way was filled in by an avalanche. There’s no way going through it, and going over it would be suicide with the possibility of sink holes under the surface.”

“We have the Force on our side,” Destiny pointed out.

“And that worries me the most,” said Mathaniel. “I waited there for hours, trying to call out to Orrick or anyone else Force sensitive and there is no one close. That means they aren’t going over the avalanche either, and Orrick is more attuned to the Force than I am. If he won’t risk it, than we deserve to die if we do.”

“But what about the way Ryax had came? He had mentioned marshlands. He had said he ran such a marathon to reach me.”

Mathaniel chewed smaller bites of torn bread and said with a nod, “I thought about that too. Nowen and I saw his camp fire before yours which prompted us to come running. We didn’t investigate the site. I came across it on the way back. The fire pit was surrounded by frozen mud. I’m thinking that way would be a pain, and worse their way was closer to the snow drift lines of the Gospels. Without those tracks or a map we could be wandering around for days.”
Destiny went back into the shelter and came back out with her wrist computer, switching it to navigation mode. It gave their present location, but it would not allow her to expand the map. It also told her that she was two days behind schedule. “Curse it! I thought maybe we could use this to find our way back. It’s supposed to.”
“It will once you complete the mission I think,” noted Mathaniel. He set his stale bread down and rubbed his hands in front of the blaze before him. He had a lot to think about during the trek, and there was no more sense about putting it off. “We have a troubling situation brewing here. No help is coming; not from Oggie and not from Orrick. We’re alone.”

Destiny looked at him sidelong, and Mathaniel continued to talk. “You have to finish this mission, but I can see now that Oggie was wrong to have sent you alone. I got to go with you.” He sighed loudly before she could say a word; she respected his wishes to hear him out. “It’s just the reality of the situation, not just because I had promised Wobble to look out after you too.”

“He was saying zany things,” said Destiny. “He claimed I was going to a candy store. Candy store? I am not on a mission to satisfy sweet desires.”

Mathaniel peered from his seat position, and when he saw it he used the Force to call the round container that held New Paradasia’s genetic collection. He opened the container and randomly pulled out a tiny tablet that looked like…
“Candy?!?” Destiny eyed it with awe; it looked just like the kind of sweet candy one would put in their mouth and suck on to draw the sweetness from it. Of course it wasn’t candy. “How did you know?”

“I didn’t until now.” Mathaniel carefully put the sample back and sealed the container shut. He gave the container back to Destiny. “Wobble said he came after you because you were going to a candy store. Now I understand it; he just didn’t.”

Mathaniel brought his hands together in contemplation, but in reality this was the first time he was going to explain to anyone how the Force worked. “I believe, unbeknownst to him, he had a glimpse of the future through the Force. He saw you with these DNA samples and mistook their meaning. Sometimes even a sound mind can’t quite understand what they see. Believe me” he shuttered at the memory of Blessed’s baby’s death “I speak from experience.”
“But doesn’t such future seeing require concentration? Presence bless him, but Wobble had no such power.”

“He did have it: the Force gave him that power. Like so many before him, Wobble had done the Force’s will. It chose him to see you in danger.” Mathaniel worked his hands around what the wanted to say next before continuing “The point is that Wobble felt you shouldn’t have gone alone. That is, even though the Force showed him he still had to choose to save you.” He shrugged his shoulders. “I hope you understand that. I’m still trying to wrap my brains around the whole subject.”
Destiny looked back to the shelter with a sad look. She turned back, and then looked downward with some shame. “Nowen said I was not right for the task. He was right, I am not.”

Mathaniel shook his head and said, “You are right for this, just not right going solo. That’s why I should be going with you.” He looked back at the shelter. “On the other hand there’s still one problem. There’s no telling when Nowen will revive, and the longer we wait here the more time is wasted on completing your mission. If you go, I must follow.”

She looked up at him, and then back at the tent, and then said in exasperation, “We cannot leave him here to fend for himself!”

The very thought had crossed Mathaniel’s mind the whole time he was walking back from the Reversal Drain. “I understand that. It’s been kicking my conscious’ ass all day and night. That man in there made great sacrifices to come here to guard over us, and then made more to keep you, me, and even Wobble at best alive. I won’t forget it despite how he feels about us as a race. 
“I get the feeling, though, that if he didn’t give a damn about us like he did in the beginning he wouldn’t have come this far to make sure that a mission to save our people didn’t end. He’s changed, he sees our good qualities. Even if I weren’t a believer in the Path I would still have to forgive his past. He is a warrior of firm duty and true honor, and I would fight along his side gladly.”
Mathaniel sighed wearily. “That being said, Nowen does understand duty. He does care about us, probably Nandia a lot. But duty is first, duty to this mission’s success. I think he would understand if we left him so we can complete it.”

She stood up and Destiny glared down at him. “You may want to leave him, but I will not. Not in good conscious. We have time to wait for him!”
Mathaniel stood up and said up to her, “Destiny, I haven’t said that’s the way we’re going. But consider this, okay? Think about it. Neither of us can see that far into the future.” He gestured towards the north and east after separating himself from her; he was going by his memory of the map. “We’re heading further north, and it’s getting colder and snowier and Force only knows what its like up there when we get there. But on the other hand it will be close to spring when we reach that ice bridge on the map that connects the continents. If it’s melted we’re sunk.”
“Then I will go, and you stay with Nowen.” Destiny made to prepare to leave.

“Now hold it!” Mathaniel grabbed her by the arm hard and turned her around. She frowned at him over his abusive treatment, but he was damned if he was just going to just think she was righteous. “Look, I’m not saying leave him. I’m saying we have got to consider it. We have time to wait for him, but how long is that time, Destiny? A week? Two weeks? A month? He might die before that if he doesn’t wake up.”

“Then I will wait that long!” She pulled away and gave up on leaving. She retreated into the shelter and closed it up.

Mathaniel said in exasperation, “I don’t want him to die either, Destiny! I don’t want anyone else to die!” He walked over to the shelter and spoke through it. “But I know you know what’s at stake here! There’s going to be a hundred, even a thousand, Ryaxes made when those Vhinphyc children are born! Even Nowen admitted to me that the Guardians don’t stand a fighting chance against a high tide of focused hate if the numbers are too great. But victory is not at stake here; prevention is. Regardless which side wins people are going to die; innocent people, those who don’t want war any more and those too young to fight for their own lives. They’re going to get caught in the crossfire. It’s why you took this mission! We have to prevent the slaughter!”
There was a silence that Mathaniel did not welcome at all. It ended after a few minutes when Destiny emerged from the tent and peered down at him with a calm disposition. It made her look more like a Wookiee, so it kind of put him on edge a bit. She asked, “Can you fly a ship?”

“No,” said Mathaniel. “So if the poodoo hits the cooling unit on a ship I hire, if I go at this alone, I’m stuck.” He held up a hand in plea. “All I am saying is that we have to give the option of leaving Nowen weight. There’s got to be a point to where, sadly but necessary, we have to give up on him. I don’t want to do that, but at some point…we have to.”
Destiny sighed sadly and understood where he was coming from now. He watched her look back to the mountains, and he knew she was willing for anyone to show up to take Nowen off their hands. She said with a small head shake, “He has not have food and water since the injuries. I would guess it would be safe to give him water now. If he lacks the ability to swallow…” Her thought trailed off and she was silent for a few moments. “Seven days, if he does not end sooner.”
Mathaniel put a hand on her shoulder and gave it a squeeze. This was not an easy decision for anyone to make. “Seven days is fair. Maybe someone will come. Maybe I can learn to heal. A lot can happen in seven days.”

“Yes, it can.” Destiny took her leave and returned to the tent. Mathaniel could only keep telling himself that when the time came it would be the proper thing to do for the sake of so many.

Not right. Not good. Not for the best. Just proper.

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

CHAPTER 57.2

As the days and nights passed the two Vhinech did not sit on their laurels.

Destiny discovered that Nowen could swallow little bits of water, and later that night she massaged cold pathetic stew broth down his throat. He remained unconscious, but at no time did he cough like before. When she drained a cooking cup of the broth down his throat she waited to make sure he wouldn’t get sick shortly thereafter or cough up blood before giving him another regiment of melted snow water.
Mathaniel bided his time helping between helping Destiny with Nowen, dedicating himself in making certain that the choice of leaving the Nubian did not come to pass and getting in touch with the Force he had been neglecting for too long due to grief, reviewing all that he had learned to empower him and find answers. When not in deep meditation in front of the fire he went out and laid more wood upon it after making the fire pit bigger; if the others were looking for them, then perhaps a large, smoking fire was worth risking drawing attention. In the deep recesses of his mind he tried to contact Magus Orrick; but with each passing of attempts he only became aware of a growing shadow. The more he became aware and immersed in the Force, the more he felt a creeping darkness cool upon his brow.
Two days would pass and there was no change.

On the third day Mathaniel watched over both the fire and Nowen while Destiny set out and did what she did do best; hunt and gather. She had supplies enough for her but not for Mathaniel, and if optimism was her name she would have to get food for Nowen as well; it was assumed that if he did awaken he would be left alone when he was strong enough to care for himself. By nightfall she came back from the southern woods that were far from Fortal Coal, showing off both the two mountain stags she had slain with her Guardian-issued blaster and her Wookiee strength in carrying them. She quartered the meat, removed the back straps and tenderloins and spent the next two days slow roasting them within the confines of new bonfires. The meat would be over broiled, but would last the entire length of their trip. The process would be done by the time they were slated to leave.
It was the on the fifth day that things began to change.

Early in the morning, Mathaniel awakened to collect wood to keep the fires going hot. Covering other directions he headed more towards the east. During his collecting he became aware of a light in the woods. Alert he armed himself with his weapons and slowly crept towards the stationary source. The light, bluish and low in brilliance and barely visible, was coming from within the stone lantern of another stone watchman of the Sith, only this one was Exe Kruntus; cloaked like the stone watchman in the south, but unlike the statue of Exe Kriple, Kruntus had both his hands raised; the fingers of his left hand crooked and curl, ready to strike. 
The only thing Mathaniel understood about both statues with the strange language he could not read -- he had seen the southern statue -- and the dark side phenomenon of the glowing lantern of stone was that they were built for the sake of evil. He investigated no further, and decided that once the mission resumed he would make every effort for them to avoid the statue, and then avoid the Last Lines of the Fortal Coal entirely on the return trip home.
What Mathaniel failed to notice was that with his departure the glowing ebbed; it did not vanish completely for the darkness in the universe was great and the lantern only was confirming the arrival and departure of a light side entity.
As Mathaniel began his return to the camp with wood Destiny awakened, lying on her side next to Nowen. She had no warning, no indication of anything: she just felt it was time to wake up. When she opened her blues eyes, Nowen’s blue eyes were looking right back her, his head slightly turned towards her.

“Nowen?” Destiny fought off her sleeping cramps and pains to sit up beside Nowen, and when he blinked at her a few times she let her jubilation go beyond the shelter. “PRAISE YOU PRESENCE! Nowen! Hello, my friend and my hero!” 
He tried to sit up and say something, but both pain and Destiny’s paw on his chest put him back down. “Please lie still. You are still seriously injured. Your neck was wounded in the fight for our lives. You lost a lot of blood and have been unconscious for several days.”
Nowen struggled for a few more seconds, and then finally he laid back down with a sigh. He attempted to speak; his face contorted in pain and he gulped considerably with every attempt.
“I do not think it is wise to speak.” Destiny caressed his head. “We do not know the full extent of the damage done to your neck. We do know you can swallow small amounts of liquid.”

Frustration radiating off of him and showing on his face Nowen consulted his wrist computer. He brought up the medical diagnostic mode, and then placed his left hand over his throat and let the embedded sensors in the gauntlet do their job. After a few seconds a chime sounded. Nowen looked at the screen, eyes darting silently back and forth as he read the screen, and then he let out a sigh that was meant to be loud but was strangely mute.
“What is it?” asked Destiny. Nowen presented his left forearm to her for her to read. She did read and blinked sadly at him. “Your vocal cords are severed. I am sorry that this has happened to you. At least you still have your life.”

Nowen locked eyes with her and grabbed her with his right hand as hard as he could. It was not strong, but strong enough to imply something. He cleared the screen on his computer and pointed at the date; he tapped at it, equal to the number of days he was unconscious.

“We could not leave you here to die,” said Destiny in defense of her decision to stay. She could sense a growing disappointment from him. “I am sorry you do not like my decision to save your life, but I am obligated by my faith to help you as you helped me. You were made innocent and vulnerable by your injuries. I could not just leave you, my Hero. It would be ethically wrong as well as sinful.”
Suddenly, the Nubian threw a fit and slammed his right fist into the ground by his side a few times. He was awash with anger, frustration, and disappointment. After a moment of heavy breathing from him, Nowen reached up and rubbed the top of Destiny’s head. She had seen such shows of gratitude and affection from non-Wookiees to Wookiees before and understood them. He was grateful for her lack of duty to the mission.
The sound of wood being dropped cut through the silence. Mathaniel peered into the shelter, saw Nowen, and smiled. “I thought I sensed you. Welcome back, Nowen!” He looked between them as he squeezed into the shelter. “Everything okay?”

“A slight disagreement over our decision to stay, and he lacks the ability to speak, but otherwise fine,” said Destiny. She filled Mathaniel in on what had transpired. All the while Nowen remained laying down, assessing himself through his technology and his own feelings.

Finished with assessments, Nowen tried to rise but both Mathaniel and Destiny urged him to remain still. He convinced them to let him rise after a while, and on unsteady feet he went outside to take care of his personal business deeper in the woods. In short time he returned and Destiny helped him over to the large backpack extension that was responsible for heating his armor and the interior of the shelter. Nowen removed both his gauntlets, and then he unplugged the power cord to the shelter and plugged it into wrist computer in the left gauntlet to recharge the power supply. 
From there, the trio planted themselves in front of the fire. Mathaniel added wood, and Destiny dished out some pathetic stew; Nowen’s facial expression to the taste of it drew an apology from Destiny, but he consumed three servings of it in his meal bowl and chased it down with jerky and stale bread. They brought him up to speed, particularly how he had come to possess Wobble’s clothes; to that, the Guardian paused for a very long time; he was weighed heavily by the thought of failure that he was unable to do enough to find Wobble, and then not prevent his death.
Still around the fire Nowen spent the time moving and putting his things away. Destiny looked at him quizzically at first, and then inquired, “Are you preparing to leave?” He nodded. “But you are far from strong, and the way back is blocked by an avalanche.”
Nowen folded his Guardian helmet up by slapping it on the ground and sticking it in his backpack; magically to the Vhinech, the hard metal object collapsed and it acted as if it were paper. He looked at her in a way that showed how he wished he could talk, trying to communicate with her with his eyes. It wasn’t working, so all he could do was throw looks at the two Vhinech.
“You should rest some more, Nowen, before doing anything else,” said Mathaniel. He approached Nowen at his side. “You’re thin and dehydrated and you lost blood.” Nowen looked at Mathaniel, and then looked at Destiny, and then with his hand held up with fingers held down he made the universal sign for walking. Mathaniel looked at Destiny when they both realized what he was telling them. “You want to come with us? No, you should wait here, rest, and head back.”
Nowen shook his head and went to work on the shelter and it’s interior. Mathaniel and Destiny followed behind him and Destiny pleaded with him. “Nowen it would be too dangerous for you. You are not strong enough yet. Even so, there is that threat of you being recognized at this space port we are heading for.” He tugged on Wobble’s clothes and pointed at his bearded face; the hairs on his face were short and stubbly, no hair was growing on his neck due to the bacta patch.

Mathaniel came to the rescue. “Your disguise won’t be enough if you and Ogwa’s fears are right. I have my doubts about that, but what if bounty hunters are still looking for Guardians?”
“You owe us nothing more, Guardian,” pleaded Destiny, playing on a hunch. It appeared that he was hard pressed to do something to make up for failure; she was partially right, showing a little in his hesitation in movement. “You have done enough for us.” She grabbed his right hand and held it up, where there was no gauntlet and for the first time Mathaniel saw the wedding band on his finger. “I think we owe you more than we are aware of.”
Reaching into the fur of her body around her neck, Destiny showed Nowen her Path pendant. She emphasized the ringlets at the bottom two points that were broken with her free hand; the ringlets each covered with a black cloth wrapped around their interiors. A sight he had seen so many times on Vhinech who were widowed. “Do you believe I would be here if I had a mate alive and somewhere else? I do not know for certain, but I have this thought that your hatred for us has to do with the lost of your wife; the both of you Nubian. From there the guessing is rudimentary.”

Nowen stood there for a few moments, looking between Destiny and his ring. Mathaniel remained quiet; he was beginning to understand where Nowen was coming from now and it was destination. He now had that same thought Destiny had; the thought that Nowen lost his wife to the Vhinech on Evramora, the only known Vhinech operation against innocent Nubian citizens. Nowen’s lack of reaction said a lot and confirmed the thought was not a suspicion but a fact.
Nowen took his hand away from Destiny peacefully. He unhooked his left gauntlet from the power pack and put it back on along with the right. He made gripping motions with his fingers and hands, gauging his strength. His silent thoughts were centered on his need to do this; to go with the Vhinech and make certain nothing else went wrong. Destiny by herself was a bad idea. With Mathaniel with her the odds had greatly improved, but what did the Study really now about the galaxy at large? What did they know about Naboo, and would anyone in Rapier Technologies give either of them the time of day? Certainly the bad history between the Rapiers and the Vhinech may prove to be counterproductive, working against a solution. If Nowen went with them he added both security and a friendly face.
He realized he was making excuses. Nowen wanted to go because it gave him something to do and something to prove.

“He’s coming with us,” said Mathaniel. Both Destiny and Nowen turned to the Study of the Force with equal surprise towards his change of heart. He looked to Destiny. “It’s his duty to ensure are safety and make certain we are received well on Naboo.” He turned to Nowen when the Nubian flashed in a frown. “Yeah, I read your thoughts, and I’m sorry. But you’ve mentioned before on this trip the really bad history between our kind and these people Destiny is supposed to go see.”
Mathaniel looked to Destiny, shrugged his shoulders, and pointed out, “Besides, how are going to keep him from coming with us?”

Destiny opened her mouth, and then closed it. Reality was they couldn’t prevent Nowen from doing anything unless they meant to harm him. She conceded and said, “At least I will not be so lonely. I can only imagine how much more terrifying the rest of this trip is going to be, and I barely crossed the black lands behind us due to fear.”

She looked to Nowen and begged, “But let’s not go now. Take this day to rest up some more, eat, and get your appendages limbered up for the trip. A difficult journey lies ahead and it would be best if you were close to healthy.”
Since it meant that it laid the whole issue to rest Nowen nodded in agreement and did as directed. By the middle of the morning the next day they packed up and made ready to depart. Before hand Nowen whittled a clean pole from a piece of long branch wood, stripping it of bark and twigs. After making sure his equipment was fully charged the Guardian tore off a piece of Wobble’s clothing and tied it on the end meant for the top. He had Mathaniel give up the Path pendant that used to belong to Wobble and tied it on the pole as well. Nowen then spent some time typing up a summary of what occurred on his wrist computer, and once saved he removed a tiny disk from it. He slipped the disk inside a collection pocket in the heating generator to his armor, and then with both pole and generator he walked back to Fortal Coal, put the pole in the ground with the flag and Path pendant on top and laid the generator by it. In short time he rejoined the others, and the three set out on a long, long journey.

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

CHAPTER 57.3

From eastern Fortal Coal, the Three walked on a northeasterly track for many gloomy days, stopping and resting and not covering a lot of ground because Nowen had not recovered enough from his injuries. They were all ready two weeks behind when the Nubian began to make greater strides nearly a week after they set out from Fortal Coal. At full strength they made better progress per day, just in time as they reached the Dark River. It was there that Nowen’s neck was healed and he did not need any more treatment, though he still could not speak.
For the rest of the month Destiny, Mathaniel, and Nowen followed the Dark River on the north shore after crossing it upon an old bridge. The river flowed to the east and to the eastern shores of the continent. They reached the ocean and followed the shore, crossing many deltas that lead the inland waters back to their humble origins. They trekked to the north for a few days until the shore broke more towards the east, and then it turned towards the north again. Sand had momentarily replaced the snow, but the snows returned the further north they went. The ocean winds forgave no one at night and the day gave no rest, driving damp air at the trio as they continued in an artic direction. The snow was replaced by ice, and during that beginning the way became very treacherous and eventful, keeping all three on their toes until the ice became more solidified. Before reaching the ice shelf all three took up collections of wood they carried in make shift bag bundles from the animals Destiny was able to bag; forgoing tanning, she only removed the hides and put as much wood within the skins as it could hold together. Being the strongest, most of everything found their way on Destiny’s back while Mathaniel and Nowen carried most of the wood.
Nearly a month and a half since Destiny set out, the Three reached what her map called the Artic Point. From that point, before them stretched a white nothing that was the ice bridge stretched on with no indication of an end; an unending horizon of ice with the threat of the bitter cold winds and unpredictable ocean underneath it. They rested for three days and nights, and finally they crossed the ice bridge in three more days.
On the other side of the ocean the climate was slowly changing. The ice towards the end cracked under their feet but neither of them fell in. They had reached the Melten River and followed it, going south at first and then towards the east before they reached the Mountains of Herald, and on one of the clear, much warmer winter nights Mathaniel spotted moving stars in the sky. The moving stars were space ships; they were indeed on the known continent of the world. The closer they moved east, the more ships they saw in the night; not many, at best five per night. Eventually sound began to follow the glow of engines, faintly and then growing louder and louder as the Three reached the downrange approach vectors of the ships. To the ships the beings below were just part of the landscape, and therefore they paid no attention to their fires at night.
One day away from the spaceport, the Three set up camp one last time and prepared for their entry into the spaceport. They had not been idle during their travels, it was not all walking and talking. Mathaniel and Nowen focused over and over again on their respected training, and Mathaniel made significant strides with his fighting style and was more attached to the Force -- the latter gave Destiny some worry because Mathaniel seemed not to be there within the scope of her perceptions, but she contributed it to the fact that she wasn’t as in touch with the Force as he was. Destiny focused little on what she knew of the Force and focused more on getting into Wookiee character; she pretended to have conversations with Nowen using the grunts and vocalization that were the speak of mighty, hairy creatures. During the time Nowen worked with the two on forms of sign language to communicate with him -- helpful if they needed silent communication during a potential crisis problem. At times Mathaniel just read Nowen’s thoughts; sometimes Nowen didn’t like that and used his trained mindset to counter.
At their last camp they stowed away what they did not need anymore; Destiny shyly tossed away her dress, and together they left gear that could identify them. Nowen put his body armor back on and threw Wobble’s clothes back on to conceal his advantage; he made a few modification to the clothing so he could reach for the lethal things he needed; the layoff from wearing the armor showed when he grimaced in pain when the tight fit of the armor formed over his body. The Vhinech removed their Path charms at Nowen’s insistence and stowed them out of sight. The last details were in how they were going to go about getting a ship, and since Mathaniel was the only one who could speak Basic he carried the currencies. Collectively the Three looked like wanderers; not quite locals, but beings that had been left behind on the planet for various reasons or another. Nowen looked like a young hermit with his beard and hair grown out; Destiny looked more like a natural Wookiee who never bothers to brush her hair; Mathaniel was scruffy with travel wear than with facial hair, but being naturally fuzzy and a Tig not many were going to question his appearance. As long as they didn’t become too visible to the locals they were going to pass as locals to strangers.
Together the Three strode towards the visible, unnatural landmark that stood tall over the land. It was a tall watchtower of rusted durasteel, a cone with a large base that shrank to a rounded off tip at the top. Before the top was the housing for the air and space traffic control center, a circular partition in which the cone passed through its middle on its way to the sky. It was a sight to behold for many miles as the forest hindered any sign of the civilization below it.

At the forest edge in the middle of the afternoon Destiny was the first to break through the forest to see the spaceport. It was not much to look at; the space around the tower was bare rusted metal with few ships occupying the vast, great space available. There were structures surrounding the air field but their shelter purposes were identical to one another from afar. It was less populated than New Paradasia. Nowen spent the time still in the woods while Mathaniel joined Destiny to look over the town; he used his electrobinoculars to check the area, to see who and what they were going to be dealing with. He saw very few people that could be considered local, but the norm here was that adults of all stripes carried blasters; it meant that either law enforcement was lazy enough to allow such firearm ownership to be so liberally shown, or no law existed at all; Nowen leaned towards the latter. He wished he had read Bandre’s report on where they were because he didn’t know like the Vhinech.
Nowen joined the others and they headed for the barren road, and there they learned where they were on the sign affixed to the crumbling duracrete wall bordering the spaceport made out of bronze that had become tarnished.
“Isen,” whispered Destiny, speaking the planets name firstly. “’The Emissaries of Lorian Dedicate This Spaceport in the Name of Peace and Profit. May It Always Be a Gateway to That Is Known As the Wild Space.’.”

“We’ve got to be careful around here,” reminded Mathaniel. “Who knows what is listening to conversations on the road.” Since he was the only who could speak he lead the way. He said quietly, “I wonder if we’re close to where Vhanba used to be?” Vhanba existed in the Unknown Regions before it vaporized. All Destiny could say to that was make a grunt and shrug her shoulders, falling immediately into character without a flaw. Nowen remained a constant lookout with hands tucked in his clothing, but their journey around the settlement was not dangerous. The consensus was that trouble began and end at the very place to hire or acquire a ship, and in short time they followed crowds of males to the local alcohol establishment called the Leaky Reactor. They had gone over protocol of mission importance: their first attempt on getting off the planet was to hire a ship, and if that wasn’t successful they were to either try to buy a ship, or as a last resort steal a ship; whichever was the most convenient given time.
The interior of the Leaky Reactor was dark, smelly, and had a low ceiling where really bad music bounced off it too easy; in other words it was like every other dank bar in the galaxy where credits come first. The crowd was rough, but Mathaniel realized that having a Wookiee gave them an imaginary particle shield: the debris of beings that wanted no part of a tall, strong Wookiee ‘parted away’ from Destiny’s arm reach and leg stride, and thus made it easier for the Three to make it to the bar.

The bartender, a Human male that couldn’t claim he had been inside a bathtub the last five days, approached the trio and gave them all the customary sneer. “What you all have ‘ere?”

“Three beers,” said Mathaniel; nothing fancy, as planned. Nowen just instructed him to keep it simple. “Whatever you have on tap is fine.”

The bartender went away with a snort. As Mathaniel and Destiny kept their eyes facing the bar Nowen was scooping the scene behind them. He was looking for prime candidates for hires as well as watching their backs. Unfortunately he missed the male Wookiee who suddenly popped out of nowhere and leaned heavily against Destiny’s right side. She about let out a very unnatural-for-Wookiees’ peep until she remembered herself; it was hard to given that the Wookiee leaning into her was both a male and was drunk. Nowen looked ready to intervene but held back and then held Mathaniel back with a blind hand to his stomach.

Destiny shied away from the male Wookiee as much as possible, but the Wookiee who called himself Nututtacca just leaned in more and grumbled a few choice words near her hidden ears. At times he questioned why she smelled so unusual for a female of his kind, but he then said that since she was so warm and so friendly and so…well….available who was he to complain. The words suddenly got a little too suggestive, and his paw suddenly grabbed one of her breasts.

Destiny turned, belted him across the face, and gave out a loud bellow that made everyone surrounding her and the drunken pervert make room for the now expected brawl between two angry Wookiees. Nututtacca roared back, but Destiny roared louder. After that she just let loose with a few choice grunts and growls, became very animated with her hands and arms, and after a few moments the surrounding aliens chuckled at the sight and the drunken Wookiee seemed to shrink at the colorful critic. He let her have a few loud growls, but his retorts were no match for her grunts. He finally got the hint and left her alone.
The bartender had their beers ready on the counter when Destiny returned to Nowen’s and Mathaniel’s side. He said to her, “Mighta big wurds for such ah lady like youto be handlin’.”

Destiny only snorted at him, and then gave the man a rude gesture.

Nowen covered his mouth; he couldn’t make the sounds of laughter, but he could still express it. Mathaniel tossed a few Bothan printed coins at the pissed off bartender, and that encouraged the man to go away. The Tigra-Vhinech leaned towards the Wookiee-Vhinech and mused, “So…what did you two talk about?” 
Destiny shot daggers at him through her eyes, and so the young Vhinech just turned to his beer. Mathaniel had ale before and so he was used to the taste of brews and their affects, and he knew not to have too much in order to keep his Force senses sharp. Nowen, on the other hand, had another for he missed the taste of the real, massed manufactured stuff; the ale in New Paradasia at times was inconsistent in both taste and strength and sometimes it left him loopy after half a pint.
As the evening approached more ships and more people began to pour in. The trio left word with the bartender that they were looking for passage off of Isen and they could found at a table near the back that Destiny had gotten them. Meanwhile, from the table, they were able to have quiet conversation and observed everyone else; perhaps even chose their pilot.
“It’s best to find a single being,” said Destiny in a hush whisper to the other two. “A lone pilot or so Oggie suggested.”

“A good idea in practice if you were still alone,” said Mathaniel. He never drank his second beer; he just kept it in his hands or in front of him for a prop. “But a single pilot may not want to ferry the three of us. The numbers are too overwhelming.”

Nowen tapped the table to get their attention. He raised one finger and with a forward gesture he was emphasizing its meaning. The three of them were going together, there was no going back for any of them, and for damn certain they were going to try and get a ship with only a pilot as its crew. One individual had only so many surprises; more than one had too many surprises that could not all be accounted for. There were other criteria they were looking for in their pilot, importantly that the pilot spoke primarily, or solely, Basic. The galaxy was too diverse with languages, so many that not even protocol droids could learn all of them. Nowen was limited to Basic, ancient Nubian, and both Bothan languages and the Vhinech were restricted to Basic and their old home world language -- Destiny knew Wookiee but nothing beyond that; they did not want to be put at a disadvantage.
After a while they were seeing a repeating pattern. Pilots hungry for some kind of paying work were directed towards the Three’s table by the bartender. Single pilots balked when it measured the passengers, and groups of smugglers were immediately passed over by Mathaniel even as they inquired about the job, often throwing racial slurs at him. The young Vhinech kept himself in check, but his anger grew over the negative references to his subspecies. He was a Vhinech, but to the eyes of the Ignorant he was a Tig and Tigs were meant to be in cages; the haters never cared whether he was either just so long as they could loathe him. The night wore on, and it was getting close to the point where plan B was to be initialized. Buying a ship seemed out of the question for everyone in the bar was not a local, so stealing a ship was the next step if they did not hire anyone. The late hour was giving them the advantage to do it, and they guessed that one more hour was enough to do the sin.

During the wait of the time to elapse Mathaniel saw someone at the bar that caught his eyes, and then through the Force kept his attention focused on the older Human woman that waited for her drink to be served. Even with the low light he could tell that she was an odd sort, sporting neon blue straight locks that were long down her back. It wasn’t the dyed hair that drew his attention the most.
“That’s her,” he said to the others, getting their attention with his announcement. “The woman with the dyed blue hair at the bar; she’s our ticket off this planet.”

Nowen spotted her immediately with the blue hair reference. Destiny took her time, saw her, and observed her carefully. The woman’s face made contact with bright light, and the Wookiee-Vhinech gasped out of character. She leaned in quickly to draw the two men towards her. She whispered vehemently, “No!” Nowen frowned at her for two reasons; the objection and that she was speaking Basic, even though the bar was really loud and no one paid attention to them. “Absolutely not her!”
“I have a good feeling about her, why not?” questioned Mathaniel.

“She’s a villain!” Destiny almost spoke above her whisper, and Nowen made a clicking sound with his teeth in disapproval. He was also letting the both of them know that he was curious as to why they disagreed on the subject about the woman. 

Destiny explained herself, but it was more directed towards Mathaniel than to Nowen. “Did you not see her face?” She gestured with her left hand to the left side of face. She started at her brow and lead it downward. “She bears the Mark of Forgiveness, and at her age her mark is far too small.”

Nowen snapped his fingers at the both of them to get their attention and regain focus. Destiny clamped her mouth shut and looked about. Mathaniel quietly began to explain. “The Mark of Forgiveness is given to those in the Path that has sinned and seeks forgiveness from Presence, their family, and their flock. The practice of such marking is found in those who abide by the philosophy of the Oracle of Circles. Apparently this woman was a member of that sect.”
Nowen let his thoughts drift over to Mathaniel as he gestured towards Mathaniel and Destiny….

“No, she’s Forceless,” answered Mathaniel. “She’s not one of us. But the lack of Mark is a non-issue.”

“Non-iss-.” Destiny began to spit out, but she remembered herself before both Mathaniel and Nowen reminded her that she was supposed to be a plain, grunting Wookiee. Having raving body movements were attracting attention to their table, risking the possibility that someone might hear her speaking in a plain tongue. She just continued protesting with a disapproving glare.
Mathaniel watched the blue haired woman drift towards one of the booths on the other side of the bar. He searched deep inside again and found the Force guiding him towards her. There was a tiny part of him that shared in Destiny’s misgivings; someone that sought forgiveness and then turned their back on the requirements of forgiveness was slapping the face of their Forgiving Saint. Then again the reality was that forgiveness was what one made of it, and unfortunately what Mathaniel had heard about the Path sects was that form of reasoning was too often directed by the Reverends of the respected Flocks; in other words forgiveness was what THEY made of it. There were stories, and those stories told to him by Magus Orrick and his own Father were examples of ‘what not to do’ as a responsible spiritual leader of the Path. 

The woman could have been a victim of an overzealous, embellishing idiot that had bastardize the Path for their own controlling purposes; such beings were more evil than murders and rapists in some cases, for they take the spiritual trust of the Flock and soiled it for generations, ruining the trust and causing many to misinterpret and misrepresent the words and the beauty of the peace Presence wanted for people. Such twisting and ruination was obviously in other religions as well, and thus it ruined them for others that might be searching for something that could add value to their lives, or perhaps save them from the lowest dregs of evil’s handy work.
“She’s it,” said Mathaniel to finalize his decision. He looked at Destiny. “If you haven’t trusted my judgment yet after all this time now would be a good day to start.”
To that Destiny could only give him a glare of disapproval and apology all at once. Nowen had the opinion that perhaps she was it, but the reality was the woman wasn’t ‘it’ yet. There was still that matter of hiring her for the job, and just now they were going over to her table, all three of them. Mathaniel spoke first upon their arrival to her table. “Excuse me, are you a pilot?”
The woman really never paid attention to their approach so she was slightly caught by surprise. But then she started to sport a wise cracking grin when her eyes measured all three of them. She wanted to answer him, but a chuckle came out, followed by laughter. She tossed back some of her blue hair and wiggled a playful finger at all of them.
“Stop me if you’ve heard this one,” she began, her unusual accent multiplying both her enthusiasm and sarcasm. “A man, a Tig, and a Wookiee walk into a bar…” Destiny’s look of disgust made her stop and wave a hand at the trio. “Yeah, you did hear that one. I’m a lousy joke teller, but yeah I’m a pilot. Got my own ship too. Now my question is who’s askin?”
The three sat down in chairs opposite of her. Mathaniel continued the conversation. “My name is Mathaniel. These are my friends Nowen and Destacca.” Destacca was Destiny’s long used code name when she was with her family out in the wilds of space in the past. “And you are?”

The woman smiled and said, “The pilot that’s going to get you and your friends off this rock, Kid. I got more questions for you than you do of me. That’s how it works around here.”
This was inevitable, and Nowen had instructed Mathaniel on how to answer. The Study leaned in and asked, “What if I gave you ten thousand of any currency to have you stop asking questions and start making preparations for our departure?”

The expected response to the low ball bid was a high ball bid. However the woman took her time and evaluated the situation again carefully with her eyes. She smirked, leaned back, and said, “What’s going on?”
At a loss, Mathaniel looked at Nowen for an answer. Unfortunately Nowen was too mute to give one, and he was looking too serious; the Guardian had a feeling that this was no ordinary pirate.

“What do you mean?” asked Mathaniel. He was now worried about his feelings on this. What if he was wrong about her?

The woman chagrinned, leaned in, and said, “Kid, no local here has seen ten thousand credits of any kind other than in the local rupee; if you got other denominations than you ain’t local. Besides, for a young man from Isen, you sound too polite. Now, with all that said, you’re still going to blow star shine up my bum or aren’t ya going to tell the truth?”
Mathaniel made a decisive decision, focused, and waved his right hand that had been resting on the table casually towards her; projecting Force during the movement. “Never mind: ten thousand will do fine.”
For a few moments the woman’s eyes appeared to lose focus, and her eyelids narrowed. She mumbled, “Never mind?”

Mathaniel tried again. “Yes, you’ll take us where we want to go.”

“Yes,” she purred out in a stupor. Still leaning in, she slowly made to get up, but then she slowly reached over and grabbed Mathaniel’s hand. Both Destiny and Nowen tensed when Mathaniel acted shocked. She whispered, “You can stop doing that now. All you had to do was ask.”
All Mathaniel could do was stare at her when she got up and headed for the exit. He looked between Nowen and Destiny, himself now feeling very stupid, and finally he went after her. Destiny caught up with him, while Nowen reached under his clothing to keep a hand on his blaster. The initially lost her in the crowds and for a few seconds outside in the dark. She whistled to get their attention, and they joined her in front of a droid repo shop.
She began walking, and began to talk. “I’ve met some Padi before, but by far you’re the greenest Padi I’ve ever met.”

“Padi?” questioned Mathaniel.

“You know, you’re not a Padawan Learner anymore but this is like your first time as a Jedi Knight.” She never saw the looks the Three shared with one another as she kept leading the way towards her ship. They stopped when she turned and walked backwards to talk to them. “First time alone, or is one of these dudes your master?”
The trio was thinking fast, but they were still stuck with the fact that only Mathaniel could talk for them. The young man put things together in his head once he realized that this woman thought he was a Jedi Knight and asked to give himself more time, “What gave me away?”

“That whole hand wavy thing.” She did her version of it, which did nothing except make Mathaniel feel like a totally novice. “You know if you do that too much you’ll go blind?”

“Really?”

She let out a laugh and slapped Mathaniel’s shoulder. “Nah, silly! You should know better than I do about that stuff. I don’t use the Force, I don’t feel it, so what do I know! Except, of course, how to recognize such things and get my mind straight.” She took his hand and shook it. “By the way I’m Alluetia Hailstorm. I’m a Tidings Runner for Master Yoda. You know, our boss?”
Mathaniel couldn’t miss the surprise from Nowen as well as Destiny. He was just as equally flustered, for he had heard of Yoda from the other Guardians: the most powerful of Jedi. Whether or not this was good or bad remained to be determined.
“Yes, of course,” said Mathaniel, doing more lying than he had ever done in his short life. And realistically he really didn’t know how a Jedi was supposed to act, so he tried to be more like Magus Orrick in presentation and demeanor. “I mean I was not aware you were here on a mission for Master Yoda.”

“I wasn’t aware you were here either,” said Alluetia with a shrug of her shoulders. “Usually I got a heads up on who’s doing what when I’m out. You know, like deep cover ops and run of the mills and such. But hell stuff like this happens. Gotta be flexible the old toad always likes to say.” Nearly tripping over her feet, Nowen caught her by the arm and helped her back upright. “Thanks.” She turned back to look more ahead, but she kept the conversation going as her ship, the Hailstorm’s Hauler, came into view. “So, eh, what’s the story, or can’t you really say? If Mathaniel is your real name.”
Nowen gave Mathaniel the feeling that things should be kept between them; since Alluetia was not too prodding and understood that secret missions were meant to be secret she had inadvertently gave them an edge. They still didn’t know if this bode well for them, but they couldn’t pass up on a free ride. Essentially, Mathaniel really did not know what else to do, and talking it over now with the others was out of the question.

“Mathaniel is my name,” he said. “My silent friends here are friends I’ve met on this journey. I can’t go into details, but we need you to get us to Naboo as soon as possible. Can you take us there? Our ship…well…had an accident.”

Alluetia whistled. “Naboo’s pretty far from here. Two weeks jump. You know, if it’s a real emergency we can contact the temple right now. Maybe make a stop on Coruscant, it’s on the way.”
“No, that’s not necessary.” Mathaniel stressed that a bit too much; it caused Alluetia to stop at the foot of the ramp and look at him quizzically. “I mean it’s not that bad of an emergency. I just go to make sure these two beings get to Naboo incommunicado.” He leaned in a bit and said, “It’s important, but not overwhelmingly imperative.”
“Ah, gotcha.” She gestured towards the ramp. “Well load up we’ll get going.” Alluetia followed them up the ramp. “You might call it the Force, but I call it luck: I was getting done with an errand when I made the stop here to refuel. See I gotta pick another Jedi up and you folks are kinda going that way.” She sealed the hatch and recalled the ramp. She looked at them and asked, “If it’s all right with ya I can pick him up on the way. Save me a trip back to the Core from Naboo.”

Just when it looked as if potential problems could lessen and Mathaniel could consult with the others a brand new complication came up. They were in too deep now; they couldn’t turn down the ride now, not after he pretended to be a Jedi Knight. Going anywhere near Coruscant was a huge mistake in the Three’s collected opinion. Although the Jedi Order had helped the Vhinech in the past there was no guarantee they would help now. There was significant fallout from Enothchild Sarch not providing the whereabouts of Sanctuary to the Republic when he was ordered to do so by Chancellor Valorum and therefore the Jedi were on a lot of poodoo lists. The Jedi were law enforcement, and the Guardians and the Vhinech were wanted law breakers. Another way to look at it: they did not want to put the Jedi in a situation where hard choices had to be made. The quickest and most prudent situation was Rapier Technologies on Naboo.
And then again Mathaniel didn’t know if it was a good thing to say no to Alluetia either. So far the woman had been naïve, and he hated lying to her. A Jedi would be convenient to the wishes of their host. After a few seconds of thought, and as Nowen was practically screaming NO in his mind at him, Mathaniel said, “I can’t see why not.”

“Excellent!” Alluetia gestured for the three to follow. “Let’s get buckled in for take off.” She then snorted out, “And then you three can use my shower. MAN! What did you all do cross a continent?”

Mathaniel said nothing as he took a rear seat in order to let Nowen take the co-pilot chair; the Guardian gave him one more disapproving look before turning away. Destiny could only look at him and passed to him what amounted to a smile of encouragement. With all other matters considered they had finally made it. The ship lifted off. They were officially leaving home far behind and beginning a journey into what they thought was a certain mapped out future.

Below them was the galaxy as they knew it for the last several months; a place with an untouchable peace. Below was good times and bad times. Below they left much behind, more fearful than the far future than the near future. Each member of the party contemplated everything they had gone through, the days of walking and in the beginning the loss of Wobble and they all silently agreed that they would see the people they loved again.
If they only knew how hard it was going to be to return home.
