CHAPTER 58.0
With the ultimate part of her dream met Juna desired to have everything else fulfilled. Next after marriage was her own home, on her own land; even if it was inherited.
Instantly after leaving Yigyam, it was Juna who whisked Enothchild away. They headed towards Naboo, and at first the Jedi Master looked to be flirting with the idea that they were going to Naboo and hopefully the reconciliation between mother and daughter would begin. Or for the worse she was taking him home to show Naressa who she could no longer have. The idea was not even remotely cute in Enothchild’s opinion, but eventually it became a mute point when Juna changed course far from Naboo and plotted a heading that took them very deep and very far away from Naboo, deeper into the colonized regions of the Royal Nubian States she had once been elected to rule over.
Juna would have never done that to him or herself, go to Naboo to rub the fact that she was married to Enothchild in her Mother’s face. She really didn’t care if her Mother knew. However Naressa would learn of the marriage, either through Enothchild or whomever else was going to know about the marriage. The announcement of their union was one of the few priorities that would be tackled as soon as they settled down in their new home on the planet Mesuera.

Mesuera was a quiet little world, one of the worlds that made up the border that defined the length of Naboo’s reach; a day’s jump through hyperspace from the home world of the Nubians. There wasn’t much to Mesuera, just a place for people to live on with little in the way of self sufficiency; it was like how Evramora was when that planet existed, with a small population surrounded by a lot of unconquered land; unmolested and naturally wholesome. It held one spaceport that forced all ships to land in its lone city of thirty thousand residents called Parchedwood, named so for the land that once had both petrified and dead trees; comparing, Parchwood was at best the size of a city block in Theed, and Theed in all its grandeur was barely one-eighth of one-sixteenth of a city block on Coruscant.
Mesuera had one drawing card: its anonymity. Much of the world that was known and occupied outside of Parchedwood was owned by wealthy retirees and beings that desired escape from the known reaches by having quaint homes built deep into the vast lands they owned; the taxation of such lands paid for all the civil services throughout the planet, including a well financed and strong private militia independent from the Throne of Naboo that ensured the peace. Since much of nothing happened as it related to the galaxy here it was difficult for word of someone specifically being on Mesuera to escape the gravity well. Juna counted on that as she sped her beau away from Parchedwood in a freshly purchased land speeder no more than ten minutes after they set foot on the good earth of the world. They went out of Parchedwood, south than east, towards the Jagged Mountains. Once outside the city Juna removed her coverings to let her long, dark brown hair blow in the middle spring season breeze that slipped over the windshield of the speeder.
Since the wedding and during their traveling Juna could not avoid thinking about the Mark of the Flames upon Enothchild’s face -- she did not know the name, but she knew it was more than just a bruise or an unhealed scar. Being the driver of the speeder, sitting on the left side, she was reminded of it visually whenever she looked to her right to see it on the left side of his face. She had caused it, there was no debate in her mind, and often a knot tightened in her gut that was different than the spells she felt occasionally since she awakened from her coma. During the trip through hyperspace they managed a night of sleep, and at that night Juna laid her right hand over the Mark of the Flames, and to her verified shock the pattern on his face and her hand matched.
Enothchild awoke from the touch and only smiled at her. The smile and his words disarmed her from her worries, although the thought of defacing him tickled her right hand like static shock. Like then, his question now quelled her knot. “You haven’t said much about where exactly we are going.”

“I guess I haven’t,” said Juna in quick reflection. She felt his curious eyes on her, but felt…a strange feeling upon her that was far opposite from their intent. Enothchild was only curious and awaited an answer. Juna knew that, but she felt different; she was enjoying his unseen eyes upon her. Before marriage she blushed a little -- or a lot based on what naughty thought she had about Enothchild just as he looked at her -- in embarrassment; now she was finding that a lot of her barriers were breaking since she officially committed herself to him in ceremony; she was tantalized, and that distracted her from her worries.
She gave Enothchild glances as she spoke. “I have land up here in the Jagged Mountains. Actually,” she became a little embarrassed, “I own the mountains.”
Before taking the grown over mountain road into the mountain range Enothchild eyed the range from north to south. He had seen how far and long the mountains stretched on the continent from orbit. In disbelief he asked to clarify, “These mountains, or the whole continental range?”

Juna had thought she knew that for sure, but she did not find it in her memory. “I really don’t know. I inherited it from Papa after he died, that’s all I really know.” She shifted away from the memory of Bendian’s death and smiled on the memories of her Father alive, well, and talking about the cabin in the Jagged Mountains. “Papa talked about this place a couple of times. Grandpa and Great Grandpa used to vacation here.”
Within the mountain walls were far hills that rolled on for what seemed like an eternity. Enothchild appeared to be enjoying the sights around them; Juna could feel it from him. She smiled because she really enjoyed pleasing him, making him happy. She said, “I thought about you when I thought about where we should live.”
Enothchild smiled at that and to her. “I didn’t think you didn’t leave me out. But I did picture you as a shore girl, not a mountain maid.”
She smiled in return. It was very special that Enothchild pictured her like she pictured herself in a few of her private dreams. She shrugged her shoulders and said, “You’re a Vhinphyc, and you like the mountains. Don’t say you’re not enjoying this.”
“I’ll enjoy anything with you in it,” said Enothchild with a smirk.

Juna smirked back, “If that’s the case we can go back to the ship and leave for Baharrow and live there. There you can enjoy me on a world where the entire surface is covered by knife thorns.”

“So you have land there?”

She sighed, slumped a little, and said barely audible over the speeder’s dual engines, “I own the planet.”

Enothchild had known for a long time that the Rapiers were a very wealthy family, and Juna was worth billions. Still, her full wealth at her age was not totally known to him, and yes even this news surprised him. Generally speaking owners of planets were gangsters and tyrants and large corporations and not sole, free thinking individuals. He rubbed the back of his neck. “And I used to think owning twenty acres on Alderaan in the Marymaine Plains was impressive.” He was referring to the land Nadja was given to live on by the Royals of Alderaan for being their hero; she chose the location so she could be close to her lost home town of Sabbath; land Enothchild had inherited from his marriage to her and eventually from her passing away, where they lived in a small home and trained all their Padawans out of.
“You married money,” was all Juna could really say. Sometimes it was embarrassing to admit having such a fortune around others that did not have it, particularly if someone was struggling financially. She never bragged about her richness, and as long as she could remember her Mother and Father never bragged about it either even amongst the wealthy and powerful that visited Rapier Manor occasionally. Then again why brag when evidence of one’s riches can be seen from an approach orbit. Embarrassing as it was sometimes she was never totally ashamed of being rich; Enothchild was right: she inherited much from a Father that had worked very hard to gain and maintain such fortunes, and when he passed on she took over some of his responsibilities, and when it came time she too would shoulder the great responsibility that was now upon her Mother’s slender shoulders.
An hour later of slow driving due to terrain, Juna brought the speeder to a stop at a old, durasteel building that bared the crest of the Rapier Clan upon it’s heavy door. The building had seen better days, standing silent covered with some rust and mold in the corners. Its age was determined by the version of the crest: three sections denoting the family’s old link to the Throne, its place as a technology power with signs of science and machinery, and lastly its place in the Republic Senate by baring the sign of the Republic. The modern crest had the Angelleia reign in the Throne section, her Royal Symbol replacing King Adegga’s Royal Symbol. From either side of the old storage building was a rock wall fence that was five feet tall and stretched straight out in separate directions; there were collapses in the walls at some spots.
“Woof,” was all Juna could get out. “This place has seen better days.”

“This isn’t it, is it?” wondered Enothchild aloud as they both climbed out of the speeder. “Looks like the place they store the speeders.”
“It is!” Juna walked up to the large door and found it to be a manual lift; she grabbed it and tried to raise it up once she figured which way it was suppose to open. Opening it, though, proved to be easier said than done. Grunting against the unyielding door, she said, “We have to walk…to the cabin from here unless…you want…to…damn it…take the WHOA!”

Near the end of her sentence, Enothchild grabbed one of the handles on the side of the door and with one hand and a small grunt he opened the rusted and sealed gritted door open. In the process Juna nearly went with it as it climbed upward; she let go of her handle and landed easily on her feet. It could have been easier for either of them to have used the Force to solve the problem, but that would have been too easy and Enothchild preferred using what he natural possessed in strength.
“Sorry, you were saying,” cracked Enothchild.

Juna threw her hands on her hips and said, “For your information, Muscles, I had that door right where I wanted it.”

“Shaking and quivering in fear,” he surmised.
Sensing that he was going to not let her live it down and toy with her on it as all husbands should, Juna retreated back to the speeder. “I was saying if you don’t think your leg was up to it maybe we should drive the speeder up there. It looks like we have to walk up a couple of hills to get the cabin.” She drove the speeder into the building and gestured towards the opposite wall from the entrance; there was a closed opening there where it would allow the speeder to pass into the lands.

“I can manage.” Enothchild went to the door and opened it enough to where they could pass under it. The road leading from the storage building to the cabin was barely visible; the grass that covered it was low in cut compared to the high plains germ that grew waist high on Juna along the sides of the road. “You intend to carry me?”
Juna opened the storage compartment to the speeder and held up the first of several metal containers. “Not when you’re carrying the fair share of the load of ten boxes my Beast of Burden.”

Enothchild returned the smile and returned to face her with his arms held out. “Not married a week and all ready I’m feeling the whip.”

“Keep talking and you’ll be grazing out here,” Juna shot back sarcastically. First they slung containers with straps around each of shoulders, two per side, and then with his arms held out she put four containers in them. When he turned around to walk…she just couldn’t help it; she slapped his ass; it sounded like -- and it felt like -- flesh striking a duracrete sidewalk. She grabbed the last two cases and she let Enothchild lead the way to set the pace so it would be easy on his bad leg.
After the second hill they climbed Juna could sense his discomfort, but Enothchild’s progress was consistent despite the pain and the limp. And he asked her, “Do you need a rest?”
“I was going to ask you the same thing,” said Juna when the reached the top of the hill. Before them was another, taller hill. She shook her head when they both came to a complete stop and remarked, “Why didn’t we drive up here?”
Enothchild looked at the top and said, “Because you want that scene free of too much modernization.”

Juna looked up and finally saw it; the small cabin. With roundness all about and quaint in size, it was a style she recognized from Tatooine, so that meant a good share of living space was underground. The style choice contradicted everything that was signature to the Rapier Clan in the eyes of many; even she imagined a large house; not something like Rapier Manor, but something two stories tall and at least two hundred feet wide. It had another recognizable relic: a moisture vaporator stood silently off to the front corner foundation of the cabin; unlike the desert world Tatooine where moisture farmers needed dozens if not hundreds of vaporators to collect stray valuable vapor, Mesuera was far more abundant in water and therefore one was more than enough.
The curiosity was just too much; it did not look like this anywhere else on this world. Juna lead the way. “Oceans, I wouldn’t think my relatives would even look up Tatooine on a star chart let along borrow from their architecture. I haven’t seen a Dune Sea home setup like this anywhere else until now.”

“Perhaps your ancestors bought this land from someone who had brought the Tatooine homestead here ages ago,” offered Enothchild. “It’s a highly efficient shelter in spite of its poor and broke look.”
“Maybe. I mean I don’t know much about the history of this place, but I kinda doubt the original owner of this place ‘sold’ the mountain range.” Juna thought for a few more moments. “Maybe it bordered the mountain range, and it was the only hospitable land to live on for miles. Those mountains are just begging someone to foolishly climb them so it can toss them off.”
“Perhaps,” was Enothchild low, calm response. Juna couldn’t help to smile because she could sense the pleasure from him of being surrounded by mountains. Vhanba was essentially one large mountain with many peaks; plateaus rarely existed naturally, the majority of flat lands were created by the Vhinphyc’s hard work. Vhinphycs, like any individual being, were at their most comfortable when in familiar, likeable surroundings and Enothchild was no exception to that rule even if he were Jedi and the fact that the only time he had ever been on Vhanba was at its violent end. She imagined him climbing every single peak that she could see from the top of the hill, and beyond, with all the free time he had and come back to her so very happy and content.
They reached their ‘new’ home and found it in just the same state of disarray as the garage below; it showed a weariness that made it clear that no one took care of it in the Rapier’s absence. Here, close and personal, the hovel was different from those on Tatooine; it rested higher above the ground, the opening was large enough to where Enothchild only needed to bend a little. Everything, for now, looked functional but Juna surmised that it had no available power system, and the well collectors in the ground from the vaporator would have to be flushed out so fresh water could be collected once they got power running. The lack of modern conveniences was expected somewhat, but there was the vain and practical parts of Juna that wished the place was in better condition.
Enothchild smiled a little as he put the containers of supplies down and observed the closed front door; antique in its way when it came to opening and closing by turning a knob, just like at Rapier Manor. “Well, we’re home! I like it!”

Juna looked at him as if he had just eaten Hutt slime. “Don’t be so modest, Enothchild, just tell me how you really feel.”

“Nah this is fine. It just needs a little repair. It’ll give us a lot to do. For now” Enothchild scooped Juna up in his arms and made for the door “I must carry my new Wife over the threshold.”

Suddenly Juna’s apprehensions were gone and were replaced by newlywed giddiness. She gladly wrapped her arms around his neck while Enothchild used one of his hands to turn the door knob; it turned easily, and with a little push the door just fell down off its hinges, landing on the floor, causing all sorts of dust to fill the air. A nasty smell escaped the enclosed confines. The cool mountain air and bright sunshine only showed the cobwebs that littered the interior.

And then the door fell through the floor and broke something below.

The newlywed couple -- Enothchild continued to cradle Juna -- just looked at the hole for a few, quiet, contemplative moments. He then coughed a little from the dust and said, “Eh…how long ago was Bendian last here?”
Blushing, Juna conceded, “Well…Papa talked about it. He really never said he had actually been here.” 
A strange sound from within drew their attention back to the interior of the home. She looked at Enothchild and tried to laugh it all off, but she couldn’t help to make a face of disgust at herself afterwards and the old desire to find a blanket and hide under it came back with a figurative scream.
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 58.1

Just staying one night in the home told both Enothchild and Juna everything they needed to know about fixing up the place: they needed to fix everything; if it couldn’t be fixed it needed to be totally replaced. Lucky for them Juna had vast amounts of resources -- money -- to facilitate such a project, one they decided to tackle alone to give them something to do for the next few weeks.
Or longer, and sometimes during the reconditioning project it appeared it was going to take a year. Nonetheless they worked, and even found time to squeeze in some sparring sessions with sticks like they did on Tynna. They also enjoyed the privacy, the intimate time they spent in peace and out of sight of everyone just as Juna wanted -- neither bothered to check their message accounts after they sent word of their nuptials; never bothering to tell anyone where they were.
They remained at the home throughout the project, staying in the lower, in-ground section above the subbasement. Smartly the designers of the place decided to keep dirt between the basement and subbasement, or otherwise the same dry-rotted problem would have occurred as it did on the entrance floor. The roof was naturally porous, which on Tatooine where the air was dry mildew, mold, and other moisture-influenced bacterium were never a problem to consider; on a planet with abundant moisture and freezing and fluctuating temperatures such things found their way inside and ruined anything not treated against weather aging. The surface of the home had been treated for such a thing once, but neglect had allowed it to wither away.
With considerable efforts and money spent Juna could have built three standard home models on individual property lots outside of Theed; she spared no expense in modernize the home. New floor was put in; sealant was applied to the outside; new appliances bought; a computer data system installed, which a hyperspace transceiver was going to hooked up to it much later; new wells and a evaporator, and complete indoor plumbing; an air system was also installed, however the couple just kept to wood heating for it was romantic; they spent many of their nights after laboring days in front of it, often Juna falling to sleep in Enothchild’s arms.
Their focus shifted towards the boundaries of the property. The rock wall was as simple as they came in construction -- the trick was finding large enough heavy stones to begin the repair process, which they decidedly took on the challenge with no regrets. It was not as if the rock wall was tall enough to keep intruders out but both Enothchild and Juna just liked it for its nuance and decided to fix it all. The many miles the rock wall encompassed did not dampen their willing spirits anymore than the search for proper rocks in the nearby mountains. The both of them enjoyed the challenge, and they enjoyed the time they spent together as husband and wife doing it.
They were in the north farthing of the land, some nine miles from the home, working on a severely broken part in the wall that traveled downward into a valley that hugged the unnamed peaks by it; snow during the many winters had avalanched down from the mountains and broke through the wall. This, the thirtieth patch job as they called it, was by and far the most daunting. Juna spent most of her time hauling rocks to the location from a far away mountain with a rented heavy land speeder, using the Force to load the rocks quickly, while Enothchild worked on the hole. This was their second and last day on the project, so they decided to finish and enjoy the rest of the warm, spring day with a picnic.

Juna spent the last hour of the job preparing the picnic for it was not a simple ground lay fair. Both she and Enothchild had appetites, and such hard work only enlarged the appetites more; so much more she had to go back home to get most of the feast from the oven, which with more and more practice she was becoming better -- although, honest with herself at least, she was bad; Enothchild did not admit it, he just ate everything she made regardless how poor in quality it was. Juna, though, knew how bad she was at cooking and baking by her own mouth, and the gas Enothchild unleashed afterwards would foul up all the atmospheric scrubbers on a battle cruiser.

Upon her return to the work site with food and had changed into a nice spring dress and hat, Juna began to immediately implement the picnic. She laid the blanket on the side of the hill overlooking the valley. From where she was she could see Enothchild clearly working and working up a sweat against the dark green background of the land. She placed the edibles out, taking her time as she kept eyeing her Husband and his efforts. She couldn’t ignore it, for Enothchild had his shirt off; the day was bright and unseasonable warm, heating him undoubtedly. His skin was a warm pinkish white, and it glistened brightly from the drying sheen of sweat on it. His efforts pumped his blood and ballooned his muscular form, defining his body, the starvation lines betraying themselves with strain and movement. He reached down in half squat to grab and lift a large stone that required two hands to hold it, his back towards her, exposing what she had not seen since last night. He tightened up when he stood erect with the rock, and all was…
Wet? 
Wet??
Juna finally realized that she wet; she was so transfixed on Enothchild’s body that she had absentmindedly been pouring cold tea from a large container into a large mug and had let it overflow for quite some time. Much of her freshly changed clothing was all stained wet with tea.
“Ah damn it!” Juna set container and mug down and shook what tea she could from her dress skirting. Unfortunately the brand spanking new dress was ruined. “That shows me. Nice job, Rapier.”
Enothchild spoke, and Juna realized that he was on his way from his labors to see what was wrong. “What happened?”

“I…felt like pouring tea on myself,” was all Juna could get out while in such a flushed mood. A tiny light caught her attention and prompted her to look at Enothchild; the sunlight was gleaming off the wedding ring on the necklace that hugged his big neck. But she held her eyes on him because of the Mark of the Flames on his face that still bothered her; the bruise still did not go away, showed no signs of ever wanting to heal.

Enothchild did not appear to notice her worry or stare. He just chuckled, “Well tea is meant to cool you off on the inside, not out.” His tunic in hand, he rolled it over him and just like that his upper body was covered. “You want to go back home and change? I’ll wait.”
“No, we can just get this over with,” she sulked.

They sat down opposite of one another and away from the spot where the tea stained the blanket, letting the sun dry it out. Juna did her best to have the skirting of the dress lay out to let the sun dry it too, but it so much wanted to cling to her legs. She gave up on tugging and focused on eating and drinking. To her satisfaction the food tasted average and Enothchild was eating a lot of it. Then again he was a Vhinphyc and Vhinphycs could eat rotten food sprinkled with battery acid. In turn Vhinphycs put out smells that were not remotely pleasant. To his credit and for being raised by a Human woman he always called his mother, Enothchild kept himself clean whenever possible so not to offend anyone.
But Juna today was not so offended by his masculine scent. She knew he smelled, but it never really bothered her even when they first met so many years ago. Not that she wanted him to go more than a day without a shower, but today was an exception. She was drawn to him more than for emotional reasons, although on some level the physical reasons were attached to the emotions. She had felt like this many times before, but mostly during her dreams; other times the levels of such yearning were tempered by her hesitation. It made her do instinctive maintenance things women commonly did in the presence of an attractive male: she moved closer to him, made herself more visible by laying in front of him, she brushed her hair back with light fingers, sometimes she brushed parts of her body, or ‘accidentally’ brushed him, and exposed little bits of herself -- in this case her legs; she lifted her stained skirting just a little. Anything to draw his attention, attract notice.

When Enothchild looked at her, and eyed her, Juna would suddenly blush. She felt he had to sense her intentions, be it the Force or not, but instead of blushing in embarrassment she was blushing because he appeared to be silently approving of her behavior. After all she wanted him to be happy, and to be happy with her. They really didn’t say too much as they ate, but there really wasn’t much to say.
Finished they put everything aside and did not go right away. Juna was thrilled about that, for it appeared Enothchild just wanted to lie out in the spring sun and enjoy it all with her. He laid on his back, and suddenly Juna drew herself to him and spent the most of her time laying with him touching him; she couldn’t help to, and she didn’t want to stop. He did not return the favor, but she did not want him to; this was her time to explore him; if he tried, she would slap him and tell him no.

The thought of slapping him made Juna stop and take another look at his left cheek; easy to see as she laid next to him on his left. Her wandering left hand moved towards the bruising and she caressed the cheek with affectionate sorrow. Enothchild’s eyes had been closed but were now open. He looked to her and grabbed her hand, obviously aware of the meaning of this specific touch.
“You all right?” he asked rhetorically.

Juna faked a smile, but she couldn’t lie to him. “I don’t like that bruise on your face I gave you. Something like that should’ve been healed a long time ago.”
Enothchild kissed her tender hand. “It doesn’t hurt. It doesn’t bother me.”

“It bothers me,” she said pointedly. Juna sat up more on her right side, most of her weight on her right hip. “I gave that to you because I hated you.” Never mind the fact that she couldn’t explain why such a thing continued to exist on her Love’s face after more than a year. “I don’t hate you. I love you.” She moved her held hand and his hand back to the Mark. “Why won’t it go away with my loving touch?”

Enothchild sat up. He faced her, shrugged his shoulders, and said, “Sometimes old wounds are never meant to heal.” Juna could not let it go, and she could see in his eyes that he had surmised as much. He got comfortable before he began. “Your…mother says that this is a death curse. A Mark of the Flames she called it.”
Juna found herself having doubts about her fears with Naressa having been brought up. “Let me get this straight: I cursed you with a slap, and it’s called the Mark of the Flames, and Mama knows all of this….how?” She really didn’t believe it; or rather she didn’t want to believe it. “Please tell me there’s more.”

Enothchild’s reluctance to continue was evident because of Juna’s reaction. The day was ruined, so there was no point not going on. “She said this is a burn from your vengeful fire. That it would figuratively burn me until I had suffered enough.”

He hesitated; Juna caught it. “What else?”

“Apparently my suffering ends when you kill me.”

To that Juna was appalled by such a complete bunch of superstitious, hokey nonsense, and this from Juna who respected pirate and smuggler wise tales and luck-inducing behavior! 
Naressa Rapier was many things to Juna before and after she disowned her, but never was she one to buy into such subject matter that could not be challenged every time by rational thinking. Naressa had let Juna celebrate holidays that all children enjoyed that featured iconic creatures that never existed even when she revealed to her the truth that such creatures did not exist; Juna learned at an early age that such things did not exist, but it did not take away from the pleasure of celebration.

Juna also had to remind herself of her own silly superstitions as a pilot. Granted she took them seriously, but even she knew that rationale came into play every time. Just because she had to do a unnecessary victory roll in orbit prior to landing any ship she flew did not make her a believer of superstitions; she respected traditions, and not once did she really believe that if she didn’t do such a maneuver she would crash a ship. 

Or did Juna not believe it because it was her Mother making such claims. Because it was Naressa pointing it out Juna disowned the notions just as much as she disowned her Mother. Convenient that Naressa would say that the curse ended when Juna’s own hand destroys the man she loves. It sounded too much like a last ditch ploy on Naressa’s part to wrestle Enothchild from her. Well it wasn’t going to work!

To end all caveats, she promised herself that the next time she flew and was coming into orbit she wasn’t going to do the roll!
If she fell out of the sky because she didn’t do it, than so be it!

It was that last bit of thinking, though, that made her think again, that such things like curses were possible. Forgetting the witchery of it, Juna focused on the possible cause of leaving such a mark on Enothchild’s fact. The Force did react strangely there, feeling cool to her touch. It left the possibility that she had used the Force to curse him.

The idea disturbed Juna.

Juna nervously laughed the silly notions off, and in denial said light heartedly, “Well, the way I make meals I’ll have you dead of either food poisoning or high cholesterol in about forty years so Mama won’t be wrong.”
Enothchild shook his head and laughed a little too. But Juna knew he could sense her apprehension. She couldn’t hide it. He caressed her scared face and said, “This really does concern you. You shouldn’t hide your fears.”
“Yeah, yeah it bothers me,” was Juna’s snappy response. “It bugs me that…that it isn’t going away. I inflicted that on you…and I don’t know why it stays and I can’t…bare the idea that you have to die in order for it to be gone; that I must kill you to end your suffering. That’s absurd!”

Enothchild just flexed his eyebrows. “I have my doubts about such things, but there were times as I was looking for you where things strangely went wrong. I was involved in situations that shouldn’t have been, like entities becoming overly aggressive towards me without provocation and little warning.”
She couldn’t quite believe her ears. “You? Of all the beings in the universe?”

“What?”

“You’re forgoing logic and blaming people’s unexplained actions against you on me smacking you?”

Enothchild did see her point, but he raised one of his own. “You fret over a bruise you left and cannot explain why it’s there, yet despite it you can’t remotely accept the idea the connection between it and the behavior of people around me?”
Juna closed her mouth shortly after she opened it to say something, which was actually nothing at all. The silence didn’t last as her need to close it up took over. “Forget it. I shouldn’t have brought it up. It’s asinine.”
“Your concern for me is asinine?”

She sighed. “No, it’s just something like this…”
Enothchild understood it right away. “It makes you feel freakish.” Juna nodded. “I’ll drop it if you drop it. Ignore the mark. Look at me.” She did, and she looked into his eyes, although her eye kept wanting to peak at the Mark of the Flames. “You are not a freak, Juna. Things happen and happen for reasons good and bad. But I think so long as you are with me we won’t have to worry about this at all, if you’re inclined to let it bother you, that is.”
Before she could stop him from being overly philosophical like the Jedi Master that he was, Enothchild took Juna gently by the hand and together they stood up. He gestured towards the recently fixed wall. “Our relationship has been like this wall. It is strong, but it has holes in it created by significantly powerful events. It changed the landscape, scarred it forever whether or not we see it. Below the surface of the ground is the true, known history of what happened back then, and from that if we’re allowed to dig deep enough we may see the future. Perhaps this part of the wall is doomed to always collapse.
“What we can know for certain is what we all ready know. The wall is patched, strong again. Can it withstand a power against it?”
Enothchild looked down at her and at no time appeared apologetic in his ranting -- not that she was complaining. He said, “We do know that an avalanche did ruin this wall. An avalanche will again. And we will fix it again. Just as we have fixed ourselves, our relationship. Twice we have slighted ourselves; you when you lied about going to Vhanba; myself for getting involved with your mother. Two holes in the wall, powerful hits that crumbled and severed are link to one another. Unlike the wall you and I think and feel, and after tumult we patch our wall and the wall is stronger. Every time we rebuild it takes a greater amount of force to topple our wall again.”
He held up her hand that bore her wedding band, and then he pulled his ring out from under the top of his shirt. Enothchild said, “We are both wiser about the past. We’re scared very deeply, foretelling our story. We have come out of it stronger; now, so much so.” He tapped his ring with his free hand, drawing a smile from Juna. “Only death shall end our love, but it will never be by your hand. But even if I die our wall of love will not crumble.”
Juna asked, “And if I die?”

It caught Enothchild a little off step. It was a rational question based on reality, the reality that if all was peaceful in their lives he would outlive Juna. Nadja’s death had nearly ruined him, and even when he learned that he had no guilt involved in her passing Enothchild still held a candle that burned his hands.

Enothchild said, “And if you die, I shall be lonely. But it will not be the end of our love. It would be…a pause. When I follow you, we will continue where we left off.”

Something about that was touching and beautiful, making Juna tear up. She asked, “And where will that be exactly?” She watched him think but it was of no burden. Enothchild seemed to have an idea where before he even gave it a thought. He looked off, as if he could see it now. Juna desperately wanted to see it, but even by touching his hand she could not see what his mind could. 
Enothchild said with quiet awe, “White mountains, high into the tallest heights of the heavens, where from their peaks you can touch every star. Clean rivers of spring to soak and cleanse your tired body. Green fields as far as the eyes can see that touch and tickle the hands as we walk through them. A chorus of laughing children that could be heard for miles and miles that remind you of your best times during childhood, when we were last truly innocent. All of it seen from steps of ivory and high above a tower that shines a light to lead all home.”
“Home?”

“Yes. It is where we are first conceived as a thought. We leave it, and in the end when we have lived a full life we look for it; a light that cuts through the darkness where we can see it, and when we see it we know.”

Juna watched him smile, but she had to ask. “Know…what?”

“We know we must go to it.” Enothchild looked back to her again and gave her head a caress. “You will be waiting for me there, as well as my father, my mothers, all who I have loved, and Nadja. There is no worry; there will be enough love for everyone.” He drew her into a big, one arm hug. “A celebration awaits us there, of dance of music and of an everlasting glory.” He smiled at her and implied quickly, “But not so soon. Not yet.”
Juna felt so much better and wrapped her arms around Enothchild as much as she could. He told her, “You will never kill me, Juna. And our wall is too strong now against the dark tides.”

With his assurances filling her, Juna found herself realizing that her fears were all unwarranted, brought on by the idea that such things like the Mark of the Flames….the Bruise was just an excuse by her to not fully appreciate the fact that she was finally at peace. She had married Enothchild and was living the dream; apparently there was a part of her that did not believe it, or did not want to believe it.
In reality it was Juna’s senses telling her that all was not well in the galaxy. She chose to ignore them by not examining them, opting instead to cuddle her Husband and asked, “How do you know?”
“I’m sorry,” said Enothchild.

“I said how do you know about the mountains and the light tower and our friends being there.”

Pulling her away momentarily to look at her, he said, “I just know.” Juna still wasn’t satisfied with the answer and could not hide it in her eyes. Enothchild explained, falling back to something he had told her so many times before for such a long time. “Our true destinies, even ones foreseen in the Force, are determined by the choices we make. I have said that so many times I would have thought it sunk in for you.”
“Call me stubborn,” smirked Juna.

Enothchild continued. “I have to believe that what I am doing is right, and in the end the sum of the choices will not only leave the galaxy in a better state of affairs but, perhaps selfishly, I will be rewarded with a humble, new beginning. Our choices, Juna, lead us to an end that we want. That is why we must all do our very best to do what’s right, so we have a firm control over our destiny, and then, when the Force takes us, where we want to go.”
Juna understood it quite clearly now. It gave her some peace to understand where he was coming from with his idea. It was all about peace: after a long life of service to save and protect people at the expense of self sacrifice in the end there had to be something more there than just becoming One with the Force. It truly had to come to an end, to a rest, to a peace.
The best she could describe it in short terms was, “Your lifestyle determines your deathstyle.”

“That’s actually a very telling way to put it,” said a surprised Vhinphyc. “No truer words have been spoken.”

Hugging him again, Juna said, “Then let’s copyright it and make a profit, Mister Philosophy.” She felt so much better that she had such an enlightening discussion with Enothchild. There was so much to it, very powerful in spirit. Though she still had nervous doubts about their future she was beginning to believe in Enothchild’s peaceful place. She could imagine such a place just as he could. Of course going to it was not in the top cards in the poker deck. She would not worry: they had a long future to look forward to.
Her undoing was nearing its climax.

