CHAPTER 114.0
Running, for Muriel and Nowen, was the constant option. Their own rest would be while riding the trains back towards the entrance of the docking bay. The first train, which was the last train they rode to get to the interior compartment of the Device, took them back to exactly where they had previously got on it. Stepping off proved to be non-adventurous, but no sooner than they did the train nearly took their legs off with closing doors. An alarm went off, and they could hear all sorts of noise echoing throughout the unmanned corridors.
“Don’t think we tripped anything,” mused Nowen cautiously, scanning their surroundings with rifle raised. “Not this late in the game.”

Muriel let her mind dwell on her instincts; the Force told her a little. The kiosk station, however, burst suddenly with noise that at times blurted out Republic Basic speech. The two went to the terminal, knowing it was easy access before, and played with the Vhinphyckian-labeled controls.

“Volume,” said Nowen when the noise got loud.

“Static control,” said Muriel when it fizzled out. They took turns with every button they fiddled with to get the kiosk to work, certain they were dealing with a transmitter or at least a communication system linked to the Device’s transmitter. They made observations based on their knowledge of the Republic’s technology. “Locator fixation. Dickscreen Compensator, has to be. Deviation base. Oops, sorry: variable tuner.”

After some back and forth on the controls they found a constant voice, lost it, found it, lost it, and finally found it again. It was clearly a Republic transmission. That was good news to them. The bad news was simple enough:

“-large, planetary object on a collision course with Coruscant! Repeat, this is Echo Station Three Tee A: our tracking stations are back online and have detected a large, planetary object on a collision course with Coruscant! We detected it when it ran through a ore container! It’s over a hundred kilometers in diameter, at least! Estimated time of arrival is seven hours! Come in, Coruscant, this is….”

“You think we can contact them?” suggested Nowen. “Figure this thing out, get a hold of them?”
“I would if we had control of this thing,” said Muriel flatly. “We don’t, and we know the Republic has nothing to stop it. Besides, any transmission from us they’ll trace it back here. They won’t believe us.”

Nowen checked his timer and whistled. “We timed it pretty good. It’s about seven hours to go before the bomb goes off.”

“Let’s hope the chain reaction doesn’t take too long to take it out.” Muriel stopped and chewed on her lower lip. “What if this thing blows up too close to Coruscant?”

Nowen hadn’t thought of that. The mass of the Device was solid rock traveling through a hyperspace medium to get to Coruscant. Something so massive would need time and distance to slow down. Blowing up the Device too close could cause little scattering to the debris created by the explosion, and the large pieces of the Device could crash right into the surface.

He sighed wearily and said, “We can’t track back and waste time and ammo to switch it off or retime it. Can’t take that chance, Muriel. We’re just going to have to live with our efforts.”

To that Muriel conceded his point. It was exhausting just to get to where they had to go to set up the explosive. Not only were they physically spent but their supplies were down. If their Saberhide armor was functioning they had more weapons, but currently Nowen had his blaster rifle and one battery pack left; Muriel had all three of her battery packs and her lightsaber. Any prolonged skirmish, however, would do them in no matter how resourceful they were with supplies.
Just as they were about to leave the kiosk station the lighting became redder in hue.  Both got ready for anything, still taking to heart all of Nach’s warnings about red lights. “Our luck,” spat Nowen.
“It wouldn’t be ‘our luck’ if it was good luck,” cracked Muriel. The noise from the other side of the train tracks lead them to see beastchildren drones spilling out. “Ohhhhhhh snap!”

Their armor wrist computers came on….
“Wait a parsec,” said Nowen when he noted the power up mode on his left wrist.

The short message reader on their screens: Trans Ceived….

“The Republic’s turned back on!” reminded Muriel. She had forgotten, with all the days past, that meant their personal equipment was going to come back online.
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Both held their ground at ready as the beastchildren cleared the tracks and their Saberhide began to lock in place for full enclosure. They both gave their helmets a tap and a face shield enveloped the rest of their faces. Nowen took his Guardian blaster out from his back pack and quickly slapped it in its recharging cell under his left armpit. Muriel tossed her blaster rifle and went exclusively to her lightsaber. 
Nowen kneeled down and opened fire. As he fired Muriel recklessly cut in front of him to get to his flank and just swung her lightsaber though the charging horde. One managed to bite on her arm, but its teeth shattered immediately on the indestructible substance; unlike before, she didn’t feel the pressure of the bite and easily flung the critter off to kill it. A group managed to get through Nowen’s shots and tackled them, but only they did was hamper his ability to shoot. Muriel ran over and cleared the pile off of him. Nowen was up and  pulled his strip knives off of his torso and just whipped his arms into motions as Muriel guarded him in a circle; the ultra sharp, thin blades hardened once away from the torso and cut cleanly into the beastchildren when they got too close. A few grabbed Muriel but he got them off of her, and after a few minutes they cleared enough of them to move on.
As they ran through the destroyed room they had bombed previously a question was answered for them. Acid probes were still working in the area, or perhaps had came from somewhere else, and they attacked them with their acidic suicidal splashes. The acid did nothing to the Saberhide as they made it to the other side.
“We can take some short cuts if need be!” exclaimed Nowen when they came to a stop on the other side; they were communicating through their helmet’s comm system, which worked in close proximity. They checked their sensor systems: limited but still useful. “They can’t stop us.”
“Don’t get too cocky,” pointed out Muriel as they stopped and rest. Numbers could still oppose a problem for the both of them: a lot of enemies could still slow them down, perhaps even kill them by snapping their necks; a lot of miles laid between them and their ship if it was still working, and for Muriel if Dizzy was still alive: both facts were more time consuming than their running and resting. There were still traps and only Nach knew what else that could slow them down or just completely stop them.
“Juna did it,” Muriel realized after a minute into their break. She didn’t have a doubt about it; in her heart, she knew this wasn’t Darth Rune toying with them. That was all she was certain about. Still, knowing Juna achieved any objective made the red head proud of her. She had just as much to do with Juna becoming the warrior she was as Enothchild did.
“Yeah,” realized Nowen. “Good job.” He wished he could smile at her, but with their masks down that was not possible. The sentiment was achieved though: Guardians couldn’t help to feel for the brethren when their charges do so well. Saving the galaxy was not a little thing, even if everyone was unaware of it.
“I’m sure Mathaniel had his hand in it too,” assured Muriel.

“I’m just his pal; nothing to do with the kid, really.”

Muriel threw him a look between her visual sweeps of the nearby corridor. “You added something to his mix, Nowen. Don’t think you didn’t.” She hesitated, then added, “I’m sure he’s helped you out, too.”
Nowen understood her hesitation; Muriel knew about his wife and the circumstances surrounding her death. He nodded. “He did, but all his people did.” He then cut himself too short. Before Muriel could probe him, he said, “Uh…she’s cute.”

“Oh?” Muriel threw a look back at him. “Vhinech?”
“Yeah, Human type.”

“No, I thought you and Destiny were the item.”

Now he threw a look at her. “Only when she shaves her legs.” Muriel couldn’t help to laugh; the talking, and the laughter, really eased the acid going off in their respected stomachs. Since nothing else was happening, a little levity had to occur or they went nuts. “Nah, nah, she’s a school teacher. One of the leaders of the community. Her name is Nandia. I…I really like her.”

“You’ll see her again,” said Muriel after a few moments of silence.

“I would like to,” he offered back. Nowen then was sick of himself for just saying that. He corrected himself after a few seconds. “I will see her again. I’m going to see her again, if it means I got to dig my damn way out of here.” He nodded to himself and rechecked his Guardian blaster. It was charged and serious enough to take large chunks of body on its setting.
“Ready troop,” offered Muriel after fifteen minutes of rest. She had put her lightsaber in the hip spot designed in her new armor to charge it up. She took it out and gave the weapon a twirl.
“Ready boss,” was Nowen’s reply. He checked the pathfinder and lead her to the next corridor. She activated her lightsaber, unafraid of hurting Nowen in the run; it was not called Saberhide for nothing; her lightsaber would never penetrate the armor.
The two made it the running ramps when they encountered a new beastchildren resistance; a dozen of them. Muriel had the rear guard and killed whatever Nowen missed with his Guardian blaster. They moved for the ramp and ran up them when Muriel sensed danger….

The ramp going up dropped down deeply; another trap. Muriel leapt for the next tier of the ramp system, but Nowen slid right down the suddenly changing slope. The slope continued beyond the ramp’s length, into an unknown factor Nowen forced himself to face. He rolled into a crouch and frantically shot; as expected, he landed right in a pit with four manchildren. He popped two and severely hurt them, but all four kept pressing….
And the slope was retracting. He didn’t see a way out….

Muriel appeared, sliding down the ramp, taking the head off of Dark Prophet in passing; the head flipped and lodged itself in between the ramp and the opening; they had a chance to climb back out by leaping from the top of the lower ramp to the retracting ramp. But they had to kill some problems first.

Muriel double-handed at everything in front of her; Nowen steadied his aim with both hands; both worked together furiously to do enough damage to the Dark Prophets. They did not take a chance with even one of the monsters getting a hand on them. When they were damaged enough, the two raced up the lower ramp, jumped, and scrambled quickly to get through the thin opening. They managed at the last moment to slip through before the Prophet head was crushed by the jam.
The two ignored the ramps and went through the lower chamber, cutting across it, finding a series of short ladders that took them upwards as they hoped. However they arrived on the level and did not recognize any of it. At first they thought it was the trickery of the red lighting. They took down their masks and realized the engineered structure had changed. Both immediately upped the power to their armor’s sensor package and with left hand with sensors imbedded in their gauntlets they surveyed the immediate area.

“We can’t be off course,” cursed Muriel.

Nowen guessed, “We’re not. We’re only five meters off the pathfinder’s backtrack lane.” He pointed towards a solid wall. “I think this place is changing.”

“As a trap?”

“No, for the invasion. It’s like locking foils in attack formation. You set it up ahead of time. With those Vhinphyc clones back there you can’t crash this thing into Coruscant for a landing. The place is probably filled with landing vehicles.”
Muriel scanned the wall; it was thicker than she was tall. “We got to work around this. Come on.”

The initially did find some way around the wall, but it took them away from the plotted path they started out with. They doubled back, found a stairwell they original passed because it went down and took it. It lead them just under their intended path, but they continued on it hoping it would take them right back. They thought turning back until they saw rail tracks heading in the general direction of the outer section of the device.
“Well?” asked Nowen, both stopping for a break. “What do you think?”
“Dangerous.” Muriel shook her head; she was absolutely not going to walk the rail. “Let’s go.” And the two made for the rail -- even though she had set her mind not to go on the rail practicality gave her choice. When they reached it and step on the narrow strip they scanned the direction they wanted to go. There was no indication of another opening.
“Too dangerous,” reiterated Muriel. And then the two just ran down the rail. Again, practicalities just gave them no other choices. The jogged their way into the opening in the wall and continued to jog the tracks; they had lost time previously trying to find their way back on the path.

The run, paced well by Muriel’s healthier legs, was dauntingly apparent; Nowen’s injured knee slowed them the longer they ran. The opening they entered was not a station where the rail cars stopped; it was just a structure opening. The rest of the line the two traveled in was enclosed on all sides, barely lit by the natron particles. Still they were losing time on the path they came on and couldn’t trust it was the same as they came in. The rail lines were straight, and they headed out and headed in.
As the time passed they had to stop eventually to rest up. Even with the Saberhide designed to fit their active feet perfectly and they were in good shape the two Guardians were not long distance runners. Nowen’s knee was locking up with every punishing step; they both knew that if they continued he would blow it out. Their rest was long, but it ended when the heard the growing nose of a cart system coming.
“Well isn’t this a cliché,” marked Muriel as she stood up. They couldn’t see it yet, but even Nowen could feel it getting close; it was coming from the outside, moving inward towards the core. She noted Nowen’s limp. “We’ll never outrun it.”
“Derail it,” was Nowen’s answer, and he readied his weapon. Instead Muriel grabbed his raised arm. “What?”

“We must get on this transport.”
Nowen lifted his face mask up and said, “Are you nuts? Those things don’t stop here! It’s going the wrong way anyways!”
“We must get on this transport, or we’ll never reach the surface fast enough.” She stowed her weapons and urged him to get his guard back down over his face. Muriel stood right behind Nowen. “Trust me. If I screw up, we won’t feel much.”
Nowen gave her a look. “We’re jumping it!”
The roar of the rail carts was deafening now; there was no where to go. There was the possibility of testing the physical limits of the Saberhide armor, but neither was stout enough to cause the carts to stop or stupid enough to try it. Ideally, Muriel’s idea dawned on Nowen and it was no less dumber. She wrapped her arms around his midsection and focused as hard as she could on the Force. All the Force did was tell her what she all ready knew. She forced herself to find some calm and look beyond the chaos that was very close to impacting them. There was no certainty whatsoever she could do what she planned on; only their body armor was guaranteed to survive the impact while their bodies that represented the soft center of their ‘hard candy shells’ would likely implode.
Faint flashing caught Nowen’s attention and he yelled, “Muriel, here it comes.”

They still did not know if it was open carts or a train or something else, but it was now or forever. Muriel gripped Nowen tighter, gritted her, and told herself to simply jump in the cart. She told herself over and over again; when the cart was close enough, jump in the cart. She imagined it being the simplest thing to do; with the time so near, jump in the cart.
The Force flowed violently into her legs and she involuntarily leapt. Both she and Nowen nearly hit the ceiling above. The fell, and they fell right into open air riding carts, just like the carts they rode in before with Nach. The landing jolted them both and Muriel was nearly pitched over the side. Nowen grabbed her foot at the last second and dragged her back in.
“Holy shit,” stuttered Muriel, both out of breath more. After a few more moments they both regained their composure. “Holy shit, we made it!” The enormity of it almost made her pass out; she pulled off something that an experienced Enothchild and even Juna had done. And it was womp rat’s crazy!
‘You think we can get this thing to head back to the surface?” questioned Nowen.

It was apparent the carts were heading the wrong way. However Muriel felt the carts would eventually take them back to the hanger, or close enough to it. “I think we let it ride out. Besides, we got lucky back there at that transceiver.”

She then realized after looking behind them that they had landed in the last cart. “We got lucky just now.” Nowen followed her eyes and nodded in agreement. “I’m pretty sure we’re going to have stops heading back and heading out. But this thing is fast.” 

The proof of her last statement being true revealed itself as the opening they used to get on the tracks hours ago began to appear. No sooner had the sides of the rail were becoming defined in their visual scanners swarms of beastchildren leapt for the carts on either side of the rail. The two Guardians did not know if the beastchildren had tracked them there, or were programmed to jump the rail; the former became likely as only a handful made the jump on the cart while the others came bloody short. One caught the back cart Muriel and Nowen were sitting in.
Nowen fired point blank in the drone’s face. He and Muriel activated their helmets to shield their faces as the rest of the drones realized two well protected meals were sharing a ride with them. They entered into the tight conforming tunnel, but the drones began to move for them with all caution tossed into the cart-driven winds. 
Nowen sized up his aim and began to unleash repetitive fire, making sure to hit the front line drones still clinging to the carts. This created a bit of problem for he and Muriel especially since the bodies flew towards them. They were in the rear of a fast moving vehicle; physics dictated they would catch up with the bodies, alive and dead, when the bodies released their holds on the carts. Both tucked when the bodies bounced unpredictably across the top of the carts. The drones were not deterred.
“Watch the sides!” screamed Muriel over the noise of wind whipping by them. The carts may had used magnetic resonance to keep the carts on the rail, however a drastic interruption by a falling body between rail and coupler could still cause a derailment. Some of the drones crawled towards them too close to the sides.
Understanding the stakes, Nowen kept his focus on more upright targets. Muriel readied her lightsaber and took to her left side. Some of the drones were edging more to the sides, learning quickly of the perils of coming at the food directly. Both Guardians began their counterattack in force. One drone would fall, and another. Muriel was quick to cut them away as the bodies came at them. 
Nowen kept his fire precise, doing all he could to keep the drones from falling badly for them by bunching them closer to the middle, and upon shooting them they caromed off the top of the carts and into the tunnel walls. Muriel hacked away with brutal simplicity as the drones fell towards them and got too close. The drones became foolishly ravenous and leapt for them. The bodies were missiles traveling at a high rate of speed; Nowen and Muriel had to duck, not wanting to chance any of the bodies hitting them right and snapping their necks, or worse….
Muriel was up to chop away again. Overzealous drones in the rear of the pack jumped and crashed into the front group. Most of the front group lost their handholds. Some bounced off the sides of the tunnel, others the sides of the cart. The carts rocked, nearly tossing the Guardians out. The rocking forced Muriel to stiffen up, and it made her target for flying bodies. She was knocked out of the cart and grabbed the top of the seat with her free hand.
Nowen turned and grabbed for her. Muriel found her purchase and stowed her weapon quickly on her hip to use her other hand. She looked behind Nowen and told him, “SHOOT!”

Nowen spun around but had to drop his blaster to the floor of the cart to catch the drone that made it to his position. The beastchild foolishly tried to bite Nowen’s armored arm off, snapping teeth, but it did not stop fighting. Nowen struck it with quick elbow strikes. He had a firm hold of its neck, ready to toss it over him, but held off; Muriel was struggling to hold on, right in the line of the throw.
Pulling with her stomach, Muriel finally dragged her feet against the flow of air and got her feet latched under open footholds. A drone lunged for her…

Muriel ducked and let the creature sail to his death. She pulled herself up to find Nowen finally getting his foe turned around; he had him pinned down in the seat. The other beastchildren were starting to swarm towards Nowen….

Firing after pulling out her Guardian blaster, Muriel bought Nowen much needed time against his small, but very strong and ravenous foe. The number of enemies was less, which made it harder for Muriel; she couldn’t shoot one beastchild to knock another beastchild off. She still fought to stay on the cart, making her aim very unsteady.
Nowen finally tricked his foe by letting the beastchild wrap itself around his body. He stood up and got Muriel’s attention. At close range, Muriel was able to shoot the beastchild dead in the back. Nowen tossed the little monster off, grabbed his weapon, and plucked off the rest of the beastchildren quickly. Finally, he got Muriel back in the cart.
The carts slowed and came to a stop at a station. At the deceleration the two readied themselves. Nothing came for them and carts went on their way.
Appreciating the break, Muriel and Nowen settled down. They were drained considerably and it was catching up to them. Muriel found herself really tired; she guessed the baby was the unintentional culprit. Then again neither of them had faced such a pressing physical hardship.
Another stop on their line featured no problems. A quick check of Nowen’s pathfinder showed them to be closer to the core than to the surface. They turned into a long curve….

“Wake up.”

Muriel was shaken awake. Nowen repeated again with his mask off, “Wake up!”

With a start, Muriel tried to take everything in she could. He said, “We fell asleep.”

“Oh no, we didn’t….” she began to ask. She felt the carts decelerating.

“I don’t know,” offered Nowen. He looked at his timer, grimacing as he tried to flex his bad leg. “Two hours to go, though, if we’re on the loop back.”

“The Pathfinder?” She was more bewildered from falling asleep during a mission than just freshly waking up. She just couldn’t believe they did that.
Just as he was about to check it, a manchild leapt over the carts approaching it and took Nowen out of the cart. Both Dark Prophet and Guardian tumbled hard behind the cart. The Pathfinder broke on impact.
Muriel was up immediately, and then she swung behind her on a hunch; another monster was leaping; she cut it in half with her lightsaber, letting its momentum separate the pieces around her. The cart was still slowing down and she could see the station was still hundreds of yards away. She wasn’t sure if it would stop at the station once she got off it. Then she remembered Nowen; the debate was over; she jumped out of the cart and started running back for her friend; she wasn’t leaving anyone else behind. If the cart stopped as before at stations she knew she had two minutes at best before it left.
Nowen was a little loopy from the landing; his armor, has always, did its job, but it still didn’t prevent his brain from swimming in his skull. He did recover enough to realize that his foe was snapping its left arm back in place and was coming towards him. He went to roll up, but his left knee just did not want to work. He folded down just as he pulled his blaster from under he left arm.
The beastchild roared and swiped at Nowen. The claws did not penetrate the armor, but the force of the blow knocked the Guardian into the side wall. Whatever room Nowen had at all in the armor he still managed to bounce inside of it a few times before he went unconscious. Like any warrior the Guardians feared unconsciousness even with such indestructible armor on.
Muriel caught what happened, stopped, and got her blaster out. She fired at the horned beast stalking Nowen’s still form to get its attention. It worked; it turned and charged. However…

Even before Muriel could put her blaster away the beastchild covered the long distance much quicker than any of the others of his kind prior. She got caught up stowing her shooting weapon and activating her lightsaber because of it, and took a goring horn to the chest. The horn did not penetrate, but it did not need to in order to do damage. She flew off her feet and lost control of both her weapons. Landing she was stunned, winded, and she felt a tear in her chest muscles.

The beastchild knocked off the ruined tip of his left horn. It came at Muriel with a stomp but she rolled and had to keep rolling; it kept stomping until it pawed at her like a purr on a rodent to get her to stop. It absent-mindedly raked a one-two clawing combination across her armor midsection. Muriel tried to take advantage, but then she was stomped on the chest. This beastchild was a bit smarter than the rest; it lived long enough to learn quickly, and it realized that though he couldn’t get to the meaty center of the candy unless he stomped it out of the available openings. It stomped again and again. Muriel felt every impact getting worse as the pressure of the blows began to impact her chest.
The monster stumbled suddenly and nearly stepped on Muriel’s head. It walked continuously forward until it bumped into the wall of the tunnel. It tried to keep walking through the wall. Muriel managed to turn herself around to see the sizeable hole in the back of the beastchild’s head. She peered behind her to find Nowen in a lying prone shooting position.

“When will they learn,” joked Nowen, “that fighting us is like having a hole in their heads?” He tried to stand up again but his leg just would not have it. “Smeck it!”
“Hold…on.” Muriel struggled to breathe and felt every bruise that was forming on her chest when she slowly pushed up to her feet. She had lost track of time as she fetched her lightsaber -- ignoring her blaster -- and stowed it; one look up the tracks and she could see the carts were still there, waiting. She also noted the broken Pathfinder; total loss.
Nowen noted her approach and he shook his; she had a lot of distance to walk to get to him. “No, my knee’s had it! Go!”

“Bullshit!” Muriel grabbed him and with a screeching grunt she draped Nowen over both her shoulders and attempted a wounded retreat. Her legs buckled under the weight. She thought maybe it was the lack of good breathing; she could feel swelling under her armor. She unlocked her armor and the soft pieces rolled into the hard pieces; the hard pieces did not press as much, particularly her top torso piece. She breathed easier, not much but it was not as hard to breathe in. She tried again and got herself moving with her Nowen load.
Their eyes were focused on the cart as Muriel quickly walked with Nowen’s head hanging over her right shoulder. They never seemed to get closer. At times they thought it was slowly departing. The tension ratcheted up with every demanding step Muriel had to take. Her legs never felt as if they recovered at all after their stupid act of sleeping, though her chest bruising was not helping, and unfortunately she realized that her pregnancy wasn’t either. The baby was drawing blood and nutrients in order to grow, which zapped whatever reserves Muriel had left in her body. She thought about a giving herself a shot of adrenaline earlier, but she feared possible damage to the unborn life inside of her. After the beating taken, she knew the baby was still safe -- ‘safe’ a figurative term since in order for the baby to be safe, Muriel had to get herself off the Device.
“Almost there,” panted Muriel. She willed herself on, even as her mind told her to stop.

“We’re going to make it!” Nowen urged her on. “We’re going to make it!”

“Almost there.”

“Come on, Troop! Push it, pour it on!”

“Almost there.”

Almost there was subjective to the eye. One hundred meters was almost there. Seventy-five meters was almost there. Fifty meters was almost there. At twenty-five meters the goal was achievable and that mentally assured Muriel that her efforts weren’t for naught.

The carts started to move; silently at first, but as the high speed engagement system began to move it the noise was unmistakable. The shock hit Muriel and she put on desperate speed. She pushed and pumped her legs, begging the Force would kick in and help her.
“GO MURIEL! GO! GO!” Nowen began to see the futility of it. She kept pace with it for the next dozen meters, but she would never cover the remaining fifteen meters of space between them. “DROP ME AND GO!”
“NO!” Muriel barked out.

She tripped and fell as fatigued ruined her coordination and balance.

Both struck the tracks hard and took a good bounce. Still, they managed to get themselves up; only to see the carts disappear. The moment quieted them both. The chilling reality settled right in.
Muriel went to all fours and couldn’t stop herself from crying. In absolute frustration as well she threw her helmet away. It was her fault; she fell asleep, she wasn’t strong enough, she was too old, she was more a woman than a warrior, she was no Force user….
Sensing Muriel’s upheaval was easy for Nowen. He dragged over to Muriel and put his hands on her shoulders. Though it was clear they were done for he had to offer something to her. He said, “Oggie would have been proud of you today.”

Muriel wiped the small dribble of snot from her nose. She took his words for kindness and accepted them so. The mentioning of Ogwa Newhausen gave her some respite from failure. She added, though, “I wish he was here, and then maybe he can carry you out of here and give me a rest.”

“He would have you carry me still,” insisted Nowen. “He would have been a better cheerleader than me.” He pulled off his own helmet and gave it a throw. Under the circumstances it seemed fruitless.
Nowen continued that line of thought. “What were we thinking?”

Muriel shook her head after a sniffle, sat up on her knees. “We could tip toe in, shout our way out in typical Order of Guardians’ fashion.”
“Yeah, stupid us.” He fought to his feet and hopped over to the station floor that was up slightly higher than the rails. “We grunts will never get it. We’ll never figure it out.”

“God, let’s hope not,” said Muriel empathically, not dismissing her words not once. She got to her feet, and cursed the fact that she could walk with very little wear to her legs compared to only a few seconds ago. “’Peace is only a caffe break between conflicts’.”
Nowen smiled at the learned saying from Oggie. In the view of their mentor he was always right, and all time he showed how right he was. When Muriel began her training with Oggie he predicted a war would occur before she was twenty -- at eighteen, the Vhinech launched an attack against the Republic and Trade Federation and the conflict lasted ten years. When Nowen began his training so late in his life Oggie told him of many other things, one of which was he wouldn’t be surprised if the Guardians were hired for a police action -- guarding the Vhinech at New Paradasia qualified. It was true some of his predictions had not come true, such as the Trade Federation invading and conquering Naboo over something reasonably predictable and politically correctable, but the two had learned to be patient and wait: in the end, no longer how long it took, Oggie was right.

In that Nowen suddenly realized, for the first time, New Paradasia would work; the Vhinphyc-birth problem was going to be a hassle unless Naressa Rapier did indeed have the cure; still, regardless of Naressa, Oggie was not going to call a retreat because of it. It wasn’t so much that Oggie wanted to protect his grandchildren, he just knew that the Vhinech given a chance could exist as a civilized society. Nowen knew those reasons beforehand; he just believed them now.
“’Never doubt the opinion of a watcher of grass’.” Nowen tossed that saying at Muriel to get a brief smile from her, though there was a lot of truth in that statement that really had nothing to do with watching lawn grass grow. “He had to have a Jedi ancestor.”
“He did.” Muriel rolled herself on the platform and went to help Nowen up on the platform. Nowen was surprised by her admission. “He never told you?”

“He never told anyone,” was Nowen’s response. All the other times the other Guardians talked amongst themselves with their experience with Oggie the subject had never come up. Given the friendships Oggie had with them, where he practically told them everything, this was news. “When did he tell you?”

Muriel helped Nowen up onto the platform. Finished, she sat beside him and said, “I think within the first few days after I was given to the Order. He told me about my midi-chlorian count being high enough for Knighthood, and then he just blurted it out. He didn’t say who was his ancestor or anything.”

“So, did he…” began Nowen.

Understanding his unfinished question, Muriel quickly shook her head and said, “Oh no. No, Oggie was as Forceless as a spoon. Count was too low for him to feel the Force.” Sighing, the red head looked around and muttered, “Not that my count was high enough to save us or I possessed enough knowledge to save us.”
“There’s nothing wrong with the effort, Muriel.”

She shook her head, stood up, and walked around. “Yeah, but effort means nothing if the desired result is never achieved.” She went to the nearest opening in the wall. “Like Oggie used to say, there’s no such thing as a moral vic-.” and stopped. “A long corridor.”
“What’s that?”

Muriel hobbled her way back to the tracks to get her helmet. “A long corridor, like the one we came through when we arrived here!” When she said that, Nowen pulled himself across the floor and looked; it was indeed the narrow, enclosed walkway, similar at least to the one he, Nach, and Muriel had to take to get inside the Device’s inner layers. The distance to the opposite side, however, was figuratively forever; realistically it was five miles, but after a distance visibility was nil. Muriel came to his side with her helmet on to correct the problem.

Though the electrobinoculars they carried were good they were enhanced by the built-in targeting optics in their Guardian helmet’s face shield. Working together they gained more distance and could see through atmospheric clutter in a variety of spectrum fields. Nowen did not use his a few months ago when looking for Wobble because he had to conserve battery power for an expected long trip.
Muriel activated her face guard, and when it oozed over her face she then slapped the far-sight enhancing device to her eye ports. After a quick two second uplink, she zoomed out and let both her helmet and the electrobinoculars work independently to clear the atmospheric clutter between their end and the far end. The often changing spectral view of colors and off whites made it a mandatory requirement that Muriel did not even try to move.
“Statue,” she commanded her wrist computer. Muriel’s armor relocked and then her whole body stiffened to the point where she could not move a centimeter. She was a polymorphic carbonite statue; unable to move until she mumbled the command to loosen the molecular strands locked in a deep harden state of rest. In this form it was much better than using the digital stabilizers built in the binoculars that were affected by unseen red-shifts.
Nowen hobbled over and leaned against Muriel; she still did not budge from the transference of weight. “Anything?”

“Not yet,” mumbled Muriel through a mouth pressed nearly closed by the mask. The end of the corridor came into view. Beyond the haze she saw nothing else; she had to wait for the optics to capture light from the other end to broadcast an image for her. She had some doubt that the inner rock of the Device would allow her to if it was similar to the blinding properties of the outer rock.
“I say we take the chance,” said Nowen with new found enthusiasm. “Our luck couldn’t suck any worse than it is right now if we’re wrong.”

Something appeared momentarily in front of the other end of the corridor. Its features were undistinguished at first. Just as the processors for a live view were nearly finished defining what it was the subject moved away.

“Capture and process. Defreeze and unlock.” Muriel’s commands were followed; she was released from Statue mode and the armor unlocked. She then sat silently as the computers began putting together a still-life image of what was captured through the optics.

“Something?” asked Nowen.

“Could be one of those acid probes,” said Muriel. Since the shape wasn’t defined at first and the spectrums were running all over the place she couldn’t be certain. A corridor full of traps and enemies was the last thing she really wanted to face. “Come on, come on.”
After a sudden shift of green the image cleared and real life colorization took hold. Muriel let out a gasp. The image was of Dizzy Arnes, ears taped up heavily, sporting his heavy blaster while taking a peek down the unending corridor for bad guys, or perhaps friends.

“We’re moving!” Muriel tossed her helmet and the electrobinoculars aside and grabbed Nowen and put him in across her shoulders. Just seeing her Sullustan Husband, alive after they had saw Alluetia’s ship getting trashed, gave her new hope and new strength. Nowen actually wanted an explanation, but Muriel was too busy to give him one as she took him into the corridor in a quick walk.
Her explanation was given in yelling intervals. “DIZZY!” Grunting and breathing hard, not thinking at all about the great distance she had to cover, not thinking about alerting the hunters stalking them, she yelled again after distance and stored air, “DIZZY!” Her legs were burning again and her toes went numb, but Muriel just pushed herself, growled, and kept moving her legs; if she stopped, she and Nowen were not going to make it. “DIZZY!”
Though it was a long distance, and even Muriel hadn’t really realized it, the tight confines of the corridor kept the sound waves of her shouts from dispersing into a wide pattern. She was in a narrow echo chamber, and the sound had only two places to go: back the way Muriel and Nowen had came and where Muriel and Nowen were heading. It was out of sheer joy and harrowing desperation that Muriel had began to yell; saying Dizzy’s name kept her motivated to move.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 114.1

Eventually, after a minute, Dizzy restlessly returned to the nearest corridor the Hailstorm’s Hauler was parked by. It was not the same corridor as the one Team Cofka had gone into; that was two hundred meters to the right of the ship. He and Alluetia just deemed it a little too dangerous to be parked right in front of that one. The compromise was placing the ship, once they got it back on its landing gear, between the two entrances and far enough away from the wall. All Team Cofka had to do was look from their corridor and see it.
After completing the repairs on the Hauler Dizzy was so hyper-tensive he had to walk it off. It wasn’t the shitty patch job they had done on the ship that was making his hearts pound with such unforgiving vigor. He wasn’t certain, but he was sure they were close enough to Coruscant now, and if anything the Device had not opened up to allow escape, at least he wanted to be with Muriel. He did not want to die alone; he was certain they were all goners eventually the longer they stayed on the cursed Device. Alluetia was good company, but Alluetia wasn’t his Wife. He wanted his Red to be there at the end, whatever that end was going to be. He only hoped Juna and Enothchild had succeeded and if not he hoped they went down together, fighting to the end.
Another peek down the corridor told Dizzy another sad story: nothing was coming. There was no good news in that. The only thing he would take from looking down the corridor was seeing his friends, and more importantly Muriel, coming down the tunnel. His Sullustan eyes were good for low lighting conditions, but there was a misconception about their ability to see far away; just because they had large eyes did not make them telescopic. Dizzy’s eyes, when he was younger, were slightly better than a Humans, but that did not make him a bird.
His taped up ears picked up something just as he turned away from the tunnel. As he went back, a quiet THUMP drew his attention towards the outer shell. There was another quiet THUMP a half minute later. Almost in cadence, another quiet THUMP vibrated from the rock.
“Coruscant outer defense,” guessed Dizzy. “Either that or we’re hitting every single space taxi between us and there.” The idea wasn’t that farfetched: Coruscant actually had way too many of them things, driven by aliens with questionable credentials and even more questionable experience, such as air parking. He thought he heard something else entirely…
The crackle of comlink brought his attention back to Alluetia. He looked towards the Hauler’s sealed cockpit. “What’s up, Loosh?”

“I’m havin’ problems keepin’ this thing in warm up mode,” stressed Alluetia. “It wants to go to shut down if I don’t reeve up the reactor through the motivator.”
“You do that and you’ll blow the compilers,” stressed Dizzy.

“I know that, but I don’t want to shut the engines off.”

Dizzy thought for a moment and then said, “It isn’t a lack of power, it’s just the available power is too much for what we have to run. Go manual and engage the complier control. Just hold the damn thing down. It will run the excess energy through to the back up batteries. When we get airborne we won’t have the problem anymore.”
“Won’t that fry the compiler?”

“We may not get off this rock to land on a planet again and you’re worried about the switchover?”

“Good point.” Alluetia went silent as Dizzy kept the channel open but his transmitter off.
“I know I’m always right,” mumbled Dizzy. Frustrated by the itching, he loosened the bandages covering his ears and pulled out the wads of gauze used to stop the bleeding. Alluetia was a way overzealous in treating his wounds. The removal of all the blockage from his ear canals rose the volume level of his surrounding environment immensely. 

“Geez,” Dizzy sighed in relief, taping his wounded ears back up while trying to get used to normal volumes of sound again. He played with his right ear lobe with his pinky finger. “Here I thought those frickin’ demon brats had made me deaf.”
Another round of THUMPS drew Dizzy’s attention towards the outer shell. The cadence was the same as before. He wondered how the Republic, after coming back on, could detect the Device. Then he just assumed that something so large would be running into any free floating objects giving it away. The thought did not sit well with him as it occurred to him that the THUMPING could very easily be any star ships still stranded in the wake of the Shut Down: the Device crashing right into ships, causing them to explode. 
The vessel traffic at the outer-most edge of the Central System of the Republic was an uncontrolled experiment in spaceship accidents. Since the Vhinech War was declared over a year ago the Republic no longer required ships to enter the system in an orderly fashion; the approach vectors of control were reeled back to a million miles above planet surface. Enough ships in the way, working or not, would reveal the Device when they crashed into it; a bad way to find out something was coming to kill billions of people. Then again Nach was correct that the Device would be too vast for the Republic to stop and its bloodthirsty personnel were too many. The Republic had a slim to none chance when fully operational; Dizzy pictured Coruscant’s high powered defenses were still trying to power up to at least standby mode after being Shut Down for so long.
Dizzy peered down the corridor for a long time with the hope that his friends were only a handful of steps away. There was still nothing in the long gloom of the tunnel that his eyes could detect, causing him to sigh. A few more THUMPS got his attention; one of the THUMPS was very loud. Obviously they had just ran into a large ship.
He heard someone.
Dizzy turned his head all around, looking in both directions with his blaster raised. He said in his comlink, “Alluetia, what’s your sensor readings?”

After a moment, she said, “Nothing around us, in the line of sight. You got somethin’?”

He shook his head. “Probably nothing.” He keyed off his comlink. And then he heard someone again. Dizzy turned his head about again at the corridor. He strained to listen; someone again made a noise. “Stand by, Loosh, we might have trouble coming.” He approached the corridor….
“Don’t you dare go down that corridor!” shouted Alluetia. “Don’t leave me alone!”

“Shhhh, quiet,” said Dizzy, and for a moment he shut his comlink completely off. He stuck his head in the corridor, and after a long time he heard nothing more. He went to take his head away….
Dizzy snapped his head back when he heard Muriel. He holstered his weapon and without telling Alluetia anything he began to run down the corridor. The further he went down, the more he realized he was too damn old to be running. He also realized that he hadn’t heard things; it was Muriel that was calling his name. He switched from running to walking quickly when he began to also realize that her shouts were progressively, but slowly, getting louder. The stretches of moving were long and he thought he would never catch up, but hearing Muriel’s voice crack while getting louder and louder the more he moved in spurred Dizzy not to turn around.
“Damn it, please, where are you? MURIEL!” Dizzy just couldn’t believe, in a straight line tunnel that was lit enough he couldn’t see her or anyone else. “MURIEL!”

“DIZZY!”

“MURIEL, I’M COMING HONEY!” Dizzy switched between a jog and a walk. After a considerable distance and time and some more back and forth shouting his large eyes caught movement ahead, making out Muriel dropping to her knees with Nowen on her shoulders.

“DIZZY!” yelled Nowen for Muriel. He had to force himself off of Muriel; the red head refused to let him go even though she was physically spent. Her last panting breath spent yelling for Dizzy caused her to stop, and as she predicted she couldn’t move her feet anymore when she stopped moving. “DIZZY! COME ON, MAN, COME ON! WE’RE ALIVE!”

Picking up Dizzy’s quickened movement from far away Nowen got his breath again and nearly went hoarse. “DIZZY, RIGHT HERE! HURRY UP, HURRY UP, GO, GO, GO!” He fought his way up and used the wall to help him stand and hop. “COME ON, MURIEL NEEDS YOU!”

Muriel was on all fours for a long time, dealing with the pain of carrying Nowen so quickly for such a long distance. The last one hundred yards were brutal as she slowed to a staggering step at a time. Her functions one by one began to gain strength, some things like her voice were returning to normal, but she couldn’t ask for anything more than that. The moment she tried to pick Nowen back up, just to stand, she was going to lose her resting function. Her feet, her knees, her back, and her neck just told her enough were enough no matter who it was that was calling her name.
“Muriel!” Dizzy saw her and put some speed on. He had finally arrived, winded, and nearly crashed over her in the rush. His impact caused to sit up; the pain didn’t last when she saw him. Words were no longer enough, but seeing her Husband gave her the strength to hug him back when Dizzy hugged her. She gained the strength to cry in relief and did so.
“It’s all right, Red,” assured Dizzy. “I got you, Kid. I got you. You don’t need to fight anymore. I’m right here.” He gave her cheek a long kiss and he pulled her tight to him again.
Nowen gave them about ten exhales from his mouth before he took a look at his timer. He bent at the waist and said to the Arnes’ “We have to go. Less than an hour left before this damn thing blows.”

Nowen’s words did not penetrate, but a noise from the docking bay did. They all looked in that direction; of course it was too far to see what was wrong. It was a continuous rumbling sound.
“The outer shell’s got to be opening,” said Nowen. At first he feared the worst that the landing area would decompress. Then he realized….

Muriel looked behind them as Nowen turned his focus back towards the inner section of the Device. Dizzy looked as well. Nowen said with dead calm, “Get on your feet and start walking.” He pulled out his blaster and increased the energy value of the discharge; more destructive power, but it consumed more energy and there was a longer recharge time between shots.
He looked at the two and repeated, “Get on your feet and start walking.”

Dizzy helped Muriel up and got his own blaster out. He did exactly as Nowen told him, not bothering to ask the typical question when he noted that Nowen was facing the wrong way for escape. He and Muriel backed up, step by step, eyeing the gloom as they backed their way towards the landing field.
Nowen programmed his Guardian blaster to detonate when unauthorized persons came into close proximity to it. He turned and began hopping, and he yelled, “Move your ass!”

Dizzy and Muriel got turned and walked quickly; Muriel needed Dizzy’s help she was so sore at the moment. The Sullustan would peek over his shoulder to see Nowen lagging behind but still hopping on his good leg while using the wall to help him. Dizzy focused ahead again, telling himself over and over and over that the landing field was only a few minutes away.

After a long time, Dizzy turned his attention back behind him and noted that Nowen was still following them but he was so far behind. Sighing, Dizzy dipped and threw Muriel over his shoulder in a Damsel Carry. She asked, “Dizzy?”
“Shut up, Red, I’m busy!” That was it for Dizzy; he couldn’t talk anymore. The physical effort got to him faster than it did for someone in Muriel’s physical condition; it was like last year when he had to carry Juna, only he was a year older and had to push himself to go faster. Muriel may have been shorter than Juna, but weighed a little heavier than Juna because of she had a little more lean muscle on her frame, and Juna did not have five pounds of Saberhide armor and other forms of combat gear strapped on either.
After a while Dizzy noticeably slowed and he sat Muriel down. By that time Muriel was well enough to walk on her own, and the landing field was in their sights. Gasping for air, Dizzy said, “Keep going, Muriel. Don’t stop.” He turned and walked back for Nowen with a cramp in his leg.

“Dizzy, wait!” She didn’t know why she wanted to stop him; she just didn’t have enough to help anyone.

By the time Dizzy got back to Nowen he found the Guardian still hopping. Nowen said to him. “What are you doing, you idiot!”

“Being an idiot!” yelled Dizzy. “Get your damn arm around my shoulders!” Just as he secured Nowen’s grip, the sound of the explosion from the Guardian blaster got their full notice.

“It won’t stop them!” Nowen instilled in his friend. “Just go!”

Dizzy gritted his teeth set and said, “I’m not leaving you.” When he took Muriel away it dawned on him them that Nach was not with them. He forced Nowen to walk. “One more word and I’ll knock you the hell out.”
Nowen didn’t argue with Dizzy anymore as they together hobbled along. No way was Dizzy going to knock him out, and no way was Dizzy going to be able to carry the much heavier, much bulkier Human across his old, narrow shoulders. Not even over a short distance, and a short distance to go their travel was not. They were going at the same pace as when Dizzy carried Muriel. They didn’t dare look back.
After a while Muriel was on her feet and then she saw the men coming. She had heard the explosion and had thought the worst, but she stayed and her hopes were founded. She did her best to look behind them, but they blocked her field of view. She decided to meet them.
“Throw your other arm around me,” stressed Muriel when she reached them. Dizzy’s was sickly pale and sweating terribly from the overexertion, but when his Wife showed up he gained some energy. She took a quick look behind them and saw nothing; the Force offered no clues, but then again the whole area around them was a danger zone. 

“Go limp, Nowen.” Nowen knew what she was driving at and did so. The two were able to drag him quicker than allowing him to hop around leaning against one of them. In time they emerged from the tunnel, and their suspicions were correct that the outer rock wall was opening. Select areas around the landing field were opening and strange emitters emerged. None of them had a real clue to what they were, but none of them wanted to stand around to find out; not when the Hailstorm’s Hauler was well in their field of view.
“We made it,” struggled Dizzy after a gulp. “Come on.”

As they continued to pull Nowen his wrist computer chimed. They stopped to look. The time had expired.

Nothing.

There was a low boom sound, somewhere.

They inexcusably held their ground.
Dizzy mumbled, “That’s it?”

“Chain reaction,” stressed Muriel. “Nach said there would have to be one.”
“Get on the ship,” said Nowen. The trio began moving again.

From Dizzy’s comlink, Alluetia began, “Dizzy-!”

Dizzy grabbed the comlink quickly and said, “I know, Loosh, but I had to get them!”

Both Guardians had alarms go off on their sensors….

“No you idiot, step on it! They’re right on top of you! Oh shit, drop! DROP!”

The trio fell to the rocky ground some twenty meters away from the Hauler’s ramp. Five large manchildren sailed over them; some jumping into one another; one of them nearly clawed the trio in passing. The group began to rise….
Muriel was up but spinning with her lightsaber, cutting another large attacker in the air behind them in half. She pivoted on her other foot and cut the arm off of one of the first attackers; the other four looked for other ways to attack, and like the one that had attacked Nowen and Muriel on the rail these ones were far too wise; they did not charge right in when Muriel demonstrated her ability to cut them apart. She wasn’t thinking: her heart just told her cut and swing and slash and cut and swing and slash and keep doing it over and over again…
From the ground Dizzy pulled out his blaster and began to fire in a panic behind them towards the corridor; beastchildren poured out of the hole, practically being ran over by much larger manchildren. Nowen had only his stabbing weapons left and pulled them off his body armor. However all three could not afford a close quarters attack by so many enemies; they wouldn’t survive it.
They were saved the by the chain reaction. The Device in it’s entirely shook from core to surface upon a massive eruption of it power source. Lava-like plasma erupted through the openings in the walls, chasing after the engineered enemies in vaporizing haste. The Device vibrated and lurched; earthquakes gripped it, causing cracks in the structure, tossing living things about not cooked by the plasma.
The monsters blocking the trio’s way were scattered first by the shaking and then by Alluetia’s tactics: she got the Hauler airborne and moved the vessel towards her friends; she had no choice, the ship kept wanting to stall no matter what Dizzy told her to do.
Muriel shut down her weapon and stowed it, and then got the men to crawl under the dipping ship. They grabbed the repaired landing ramp as it passed by and got onboard. Dizzy was up first and got it closed before any of the enemies outside could get in. Before the monsters could understand what was happening they were overrun by the glowing, volatile ooze.
Collectively the group stumbled quickly for the cockpit and found Alluetia fighting the controls of the ship. It began to pitch badly, hop, and almost rolled on them before Alluetia fired the reaction control thrusters. She shouted over her shoulder, “I don’t know what it is! We’re green on the control systems! It’s not a tractor beam!”

Dizzy finally got in the copilot’s chair -- it was a work just as bad as helping Nowen -- and read the readouts. He said, “The thing’s magnetic field’s in flux! Its gravity’s all screwed up!”

The pitched to the side again and Nowen used his bad leg to stop himself; like unintelligent moves do, it made his screwed up knee worse. Muriel grabbed him and both had to wrestle their way to their chairs. Alluetia tried to get the ship turned around, but the ship spun like a horizontal top. The ship nearly shut down. They came to a controlled stop, but then the ship began to slow dip.
“Repulsorlifts blinking out!” stammered Alluetia. She smacked switches desperately. “I can’t convert it over to the ion drive!”

Dizzy sat back and barked, “That’s it, I quit!” It just seemed improbable for them to escape, even with space so clearly before them. Below them the death was ominous as there was no place to land anymore. The Device was going to explode at any second.
Just as the Hailstorm’s Hauler lost power, the entire ship screamed towards the exit. Everybody was shocked by the sudden change in direction and held on for dear life in their seats. They continued to dip down towards the surface, but they were not slowing down. They didn’t believe they were being tractor beamed out, and it wasn’t the explosion blowing them out either. They did not complain even after the ship entered space and left the Device behind them. Before them they continued to travel in one direction because of momentum by the minor ore world Champis; one of the outer planets of the Coruscant System.
Behind them, the Device began to melt under its own power. Its malfunction sent it in a different direction contradictory to its original course. When it finally broke apart and exploded, the pieces would miss Coruscant. Several Republic Navy ships in service were able to miss the explosion while the other vessels in proximity were unfortunate. One of those vessels was not the Hailstorm’s Hauler. Champis was between the ship and the Device when the Vhanba Core finally ceased to be.

Systems slowly came back online. Alluetia said, “They were….just stressed, that’s all. That’s why they weren’t working.” She played with the controls to ensure they were working, and check to see if they could go to hyperspace. “Just overworked.”
“Like us,” said Nowen.
There was a moment to consider that, and the others just began to laugh a little. Dizzy spun around in his chair and blindly leapt for a hug. “You did it honey!”

“Thanks,” said Nowen. 
Dizzy leapt out of the Human male’s arms; he had thought Muriel was sitting behind him like before, but in the turmoil the Guardians ended up in different seats. Nowen joked with fluttering eyelids, “I couldn’t have done it without your love.”
Muriel reached over and pulled Dizzy over to her side behind Alluetia and gave him a long, thoughtful, well deserved kiss. Meanwhile Nowen just tended to his leg, having the armor set it and hold the leg still like a cast would. He let out a bit of a sigh and said, “That was tough.”
“The big guy?” asked Alluetia after she took a moment to turn around in her seat. Dizzy and Muriel stopped kissing; the Sullustan regarding his Wife for a moment even though he knew the answer. Alluetia really did know the answer, but still she had to hear it.
“Nach died saving us all,” stressed Nowen with a slight head shake.
“He died with his people,” mumbled Muriel. Dizzy and Alluetia was confused by the statement; it was a long trip to Naboo, so there was plenty of time to explain it; of course there was more she had to explain when it came to her and Dizzy. There was so much more that she was unaware of.
But it was over.

At least the threat of Darth Rune was over.
