CHAPTER 60.0
It wasn’t the emergency that Enothchild had expected given how frantic the tiny old woman was when she tirelessly chased him down while he shopped for supplies in Parchedwood Square. She, like so many over the months, had discovered they had a Jedi Master amongst them once the county clerk received a request of property status change from their beloved Lady Angelleia: a Jedi and a former Queen of Naboo, the people were so lucky, now lived with them. Juna kept her face covered in the public eye, and in time her coverings identified her more than her face would have if it were not; a lot of Nubians -- strangely -- couldn’t recognize any of their past rulers without their Royal Face on. They were aware of what had happened to Juna, learning of her injuries shortly after she was returned to Naboo from King Veruna, and so they gave her space and told her hello briefly; some tried not given her sympathetic looks, only because they were proud of her.
Though they did respect their privacy -- thank the Force -- the entire planet of Mesuera was going too far out of their way to impress themselves. They erected markers outside the property by the road and had repainted the storage garage with Juna’s Royal Crest, and they did a few other little things to make them a part of the freshly married couple’s lives. Many knew of the ‘official’ story -- that is the story that only revealed small details of the truth -- about Enothchild Sarch valiantly protecting Juna before and during her rule, but even with his name added to the deed of properties very few, if one, knew they were married. They just thought it was touching that he would stay by her side: rather romantic in so many women’s views and they held them every time they saw Enothchild and Juna together.
There were a few interruptions but this was the first that appeared to be serious. Mainly the interruptions were from those who sought the Lady Angelleia’s counsel, covering the broad spectrum of topics Juna was well versed in. She respectfully listened and then respectively declined to give consideration, and rare was it that she gave them advice. It wasn’t that Juna didn’t give a damn anymore; it was just that whatever she gave them they would ask for more in some form of fashion, and where would it stop. In this Enothchild was nothing more than the tagalong, but it wasn’t lost on the good people of Mesuera. Somehow they just felt all the safer and more at peace with the Jedi Master, as if their peaceful world was somehow not peaceful enough. Just to maintain the status quo and importantly keep those who might take a crack at them at bay, Enothchild never mentioned to anyone he was no longer a member of the Jedi Order.
Just as he assumed that perhaps he was being called upon to stop a fight amongst men or was called upon by the elderly woman to get her purse back from a thief, Enothchild was lead to a tall box elder oak tree. It stood guard with the other of its kind around the fountain in Parchedwood Square, the center of town. This tree featured a little boy crying at its base. It occurred to Enothchild that perhaps the boy was lost, but the old woman had to take a few breaths in before she could speak. He encouraged her to rest.

Taking his time to kneel for the sake of his bad leg, Enothchild put a kind hand on the boy’s shoulder. The boy uncovered his eyes and was initially awestruck by the large Vhinphyc. Still the boy cried more than screamed and run away. Enothchild smiled a little and asked, “What’s wrong, little boy? Are you lost? Scared?” The last he barely sensed so the question was slightly rhetorical. He sent a wave of reassurance towards the child through the Force. “You can tell me, its okay.”

Gulping and blowing snot out of his nose, and then wiping his nose on his oversized sleeve, the boy meowed, “Meme is in the tree and won’t come down. She’s stuck!”

“Meme is your sister?” Enothchild looked up in the tree. The leaves were full and grown now and it limited his sight.

“No,” the boy quietly whined and began to cry again.

The elderly woman finally collected herself and said, “Master Jedi…Meme is my grandson Canel’s pet purr.” Enothchild’s reaction to that caught her by surprise. “Eh…is something wrong?”
When Enothchild heard the news he grew nervous. Purrs were the typical domesticated pet the majority of the galaxy owned and ranked about third or forth behind property, droids, and ships respectively in property ownership. They were small mammals that came in various fur colors, had two tails, six legs, and though domesticated and trainable they possessed dispositions that often challenged their masters. They were hunters and nocturnally active; great for controlling small pests such as mice.
If Enothchild had a caveat when it came to life forms not named Magus Prophet --that is that he wished that such life never existed -- it would be the purr species. He loathed purrs because they loved his horns. Though his horns were bantha-like chemically they more associated themselves to an aphrodisiac that purrs could smell and drive them insane. There were no nerves in his horns, but the idea of creatures nibbling on them, licking them, or worse jumping on his head and reacting sometimes like its mating season just did not play with him. 
In retrospect, Nadja once had a purr called Mister Bigglesworth that -- in Enothchild’s Jedi Mastered opinion -- plotted to kill him in order to chew on his horns. The small little freak constantly was in his way trying to trip him, or jump on his face, or it waited until he fell asleep, crept and slithered on the bed, and then began chewing on his horns. Sometimes Mister Bigglesworth had pushed his luck and only Nadja saved him from a lightsaber death; often it was Enothchild’s compassion when he had that purr in his clutches that stopped him from showing Mister Bigglesworth what it was like to be a shockball, but it only took his compassion in order to save its hide to plot against him again.
If he was so inclined Enothchild would have turned to the boy, give him some money, and tell him to buy a new pet -- definitely anything other than a purr; “Nerfs only need a yard, take care of themselves, and you could make money off the manure” would have been his advice to him. He about did, but the grandmother prevented such a thing. It was absolutely silly, just not to Enothchild. Purrs and Vhinphycs just did not mix. “Ah…eh…no.”

Enothchild strained to stand back up and pretended that his felled expression was his bad leg. The woman didn’t buy it; Enothchild wasn’t a good liar. “No, I just thought that…maybe you overexerted yourself for something more……” The pause was too long; she began to give him a side long look. He worked his hands around and finally said, “Dire.”
“Master Jedi, I know you would prefer a galactic crisis over a purr stuck in a tree but this is…how dire it gets here.” The old woman was not happy. “Now please help my grandson.”

“I will help,” said Enothchild with a tone that did suggest that he did prefer a galactic crisis; where were the Sith when a Jedi needed them? He was going to help, he meant it, but it never came out in that sure and certain tone he always had when speaking of rescuing Juna or stopping Prophet. He couldn’t help himself; when he turned to look at the tree he frowned and about let out an exasperated sigh; both were noticed. Then again what did the child and woman have left to do?

Enothchild used the Force at first to ascertain where the purr was exactly in the tree. Unfortunately there were a lot of moving life forms, and unlike sentient creatures the Force signatures of animals, bugs, and other forms of life were not individually unique; instincts drove them more than thought and emotion, and if emotion was involved it was often dark emotions not tampered with any thought, hence the emotions too were instinctive. It meant he had to do it the hard way, and thus he began to climb the tree. The tree was proud in size and could manage his bulk. It then occurred to child and woman that if Enothchild fell from the tree said bulk would crush anything it landed on, so wisely they backed away to the perimeter of the lower limbs.

Enothchild reached the first crotch of the tree and looked about. No sign of the mysterious Meme, he sighed and continued to climb. Eventually he became visible to the rest of Parchwood and people began to watch him; crowds would form soon near the tree. Some of the small birds protested his ascent by flying near his head.
Reaching the shrinking base high in the air, Enothchild looked around again and saw no purr. He began to carefully ascend up the narrow shaft, weary of its condition through the Force to handle his weight. Sighing aloud, he looked up, “Here I come you little shit. You cursed things always have to go the top of the fricking tree. Are you happy with the bottom limbs? Are you content with the middle? Noooooo. You’re enjoying this. You’re meowing your ass off. I know you are. You’re sitting up there, cracking jokes with the tree mice, pointing at me, laughing, saying ‘look at the freak, he thinks he’s a -‘.”

A twig snapped above him. 
Enothchild looked up. 
Paws latched onto his face, followed by a long, wailing screeching from Meme the purr. 
The sudden attack caught Enothchild in mid grasping, and with lost footing and handling the Vhinphyc proceeded to fall. He just did not fell, he fell and though unplanned he managed to -- figuratively, but in his opinion it was literally -- hit every single branch of various size on the way down, dragging and pulling and flipping him around. The crowd gasped, and then it made pain sounds when something spectacular occurred -- for example they heard something that sounded like his spleen popping -- although it did not, the sound was eerily effective and drew the appropriate response. 
Enothchild said some things, but they were cut off every time he hit a really big tree trunk branch; he never completed the sentences, but mothers covered children’s ears in the event he did complete the sentence; ‘son of a’ and ‘mother’ and ‘holy’ were often repeated and cut short. They didn’t quite get all that he was saying, but they heard some rather colorful remarks nonetheless such as ‘jingleheimerschmidt!’ and ‘lallaplooza!’ and ‘butterfinger!’
At last, and it seemed like a minute, Enothchild flipped out of the bottom branches and landed perfectly on his back -- if landing on one’s back was perfect. The purr bounced off his face on impact and seemingly landed perfectly in the waiting arms of the child. There was a gasp on impact from him and the crowd, but the crowd only saw the suddenly happy child and began to clap with enthusiasm.

“Meme!” The child squeezed the squirming purr hard. It only fought the grasp because it wanted more of the delicacy that was Enothchild’s horns. Its eyes locked on to them and it made growl sounds. However the boy’s durasteel clamp on its body prevented a renewal of attacks. Lying down still and eyeballing it, Enothchild wished it would attack again: for the first time in his life he was going to make a child hate him legitimately by drop kicking the purr into geo-stationary orbit if it left its owner’s grasp. “Thank you!” was all he said, and without another word both child and grandmother departed, and the crowd soon followed.
Apparently the reputation of a Jedi’s indestructibility having preceded him, Enothchild laid there by his lonesome as the crowd left him to assess the damage. He just said, “You’re welcome. Ugh.” He felt like one big bruise and irritable scratch. His left leg didn’t bother him anymore for there was other pain throughout his body, particularly his back. He just mused, “Don’t mind me…I’ll just lay here…and bleed internally for a while.” Little twigs and branches and leaves had followed him down and some more slowly landed on him in his wake.
Before he could move a hand broke past Enothchild’s slight stupor; a woman’s hand, reaching out to help him; it was coming from ‘above’ him, technically behind him. Enothchild tilted his head back a little and there stood Muriel with Dizzy right next to her.

“Why are we always picking your ass up?” joked the red head.

Enothchild took the hand but he managed to roll to his knees and get back on his feet. He was going to give Muriel a hug but she initiated the contact. A trained killer and a sophisticated woman by standard she let loose a tiny, girlish squeak, obviously happy not just to see him but because they knew he married Juna. Dizzy, though tired and worn looking, managed a smile at his big friend; Enothchild’s hands were full, and given what had happened to them recently any joy Muriel had and was exhibiting was a good thing.

Muriel gushed, “I’m so happy! You two got married!” She pulled away and playfully slapped his face. “And you didn’t invite us! Shame on you both!!”
“Well, it was just as sudden as you two showing up here,” said Enothchild, finally shaking Dizzy’s hand. “I didn’t think Juna told you we were here.”

“When you weren’t at Rapier Manor,” chimed in Dizzy, “we got a hold of Juna’s accountant. Muriel figured she squirreled you away to one of her properties. Sure enough, your tax status changed here on this small world from vacation home to permanent address.” The Sullustan pointed at the tree. “And so…eh….do you get paid by the hour for doing stunts like that?”

“If I keep it to one broken bone fall a day,” remarked Enothchild. He looked them both over; Muriel was admiring his small ring on his necklace. He fingered it and said, “Corny, eh?”
“You’ll grow down to it,” said Muriel with a dry wink.

There was a silence with smiles, but Enothchild got around to what he thought why they were here. “Juna…heard about Alderaan only yesterday. I know its weeks late, but we were so…” He stopped because he felt like a total, worthless, shallow being. “Did you get her message?”

“When we emerged from light speed.” Muriel sighed a bit but shook her head. “There’s nothing that can be done about that now. I pled out…” She waved her hands -- not to wipe the slate clean but as if to use a Jedi Mind Trick to convince Enothchild to forget it. “It’s over.”

Enothchild caressed her cheek and said sadly, “I’m so sorry for you both.” His mouth working around, he then said, “I should go to Alderaan. I know people-.”

“Don’t you dare,” Muriel stressed to him, putting finality behind it. Sighing, she added, “One of the conditions of my plea was not to make a big stink out of this. I won’t, and I don’t want you or Juna to do anything about it. Besides, we’re not just here because of that or the marriage.”

Enothchild thought briefly. “You said the accountant told you where we were.” They nodded collectively. He stood up taller and asked, “What’s wrong?”

“Sarch, Ros thinks Naressa slaughtered Pirus Krendel and a bunch of others on Hapes,” said Dizzy. Enothchild’s frown conveyed the opinion the other two all ready knew he would have. “Yeah, stupid I know. Ros and Casper made the plea deal for Muriel with the condition that we verify Naressa’s known alibis.”
Hands to his hips in disbelief, Enothchild looked between the couple and said, “Ros did that. Did you tell them everything?”

“Yes.” Then Muriel added with emphasis. “Everything.”

Once he read into it Enothchild was a bit displeased with Muriel and Dizzy, and then it passed. They told Ros and Casper the truth, and even though he had wished it had come from his own mouth Enothchild knew he couldn’t go back to correct it; go back to the day he decided to leave the Jedi Order, wait for Ros’ return, and explain his reasons for leaving along with every little intangible the Arnes’ might have told him.

“And now Naressa is gone,” said Dizzy. “Nobody knows where she is. She returned to Naboo and was questioned by Ros. After he and Casper left she split.”

“By the sounds of it mostly everyone is looking for her.” Muriel shook her head. “They are not going to keep this quiet any longer. We’re hoping that you may know where she is.”

“I don’t,” said Enothchild with a head shake. “But I will get to the bottom of this. I came into town to pick up our home transceiver and few other things. Let’s get it and I’ll contact Ros right away.”
Enothchild lead the two around the tree to head back to the store that had the device. They got as far as the end of the lower branches when he came to a stop. Dizzy and Muriel nearly walked into him, but they saw who stopped him.

Standing in the street with Casper at his side Ros said, “There’s no need for a comm chat. I prefer face to face communications.”

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

CHAPTER 60.1

While Enothchild was away in town, Juna spent most of her alone time trying to do her best went it came to domesticated work. It was not that she didn’t know how to do, nor was she ever one of those wealthy people that lazily had the hired help do everything. Occasionally she was caught by Bendian and Naressa in her youth helping Greta and the rest tend to the mansion, dusting and polishing and arranging and putting things away; she did most of her housecleaning work in her room and in the Grand Library. Greta always welcomed the help, even though she agreed with Juna’s parents that it wasn’t Juna’s place to constantly do the work other people were hired to do. It made Juna fidgety: she really wasn’t one to let others do things for her, especially when she alone should do it. Besides, she was a housewife now: housewives were supposed to take care of their humble home.
Unfortunately, like cooking, Juna was finding that all the practice she had as a child didn’t translate well into adulthood. It didn’t help that their home was a vacation lodge; a constant attractor of dust even before considering the fact the home was mostly underground. When she passed a once thought cleaned location she found it dusty. With all the repetitiveness she thought she was suffering from obsessive compulsive disorder. Eventually she tidied everything she could and went back to work on a little project of hers.

Juna went outside to bask in the sunshine, in her hands wrapped in cloth and taken from the spare room were parts and pieces of a nearly completed lightsaber. It was just something to do, to go along with all the ‘exercising’ they were doing. She didn’t dare call it training, though even from Coruscant it looked like Enothchild was instructing Juna on the Jedi Arts. Constructively such ‘training’ lacked a lot of seriousness and philosophical teachings: basically they struck sticks together; flipping and other things were optional. Enothchild would call it sparring, and dared not make it an instruction since she alone had fought Magus Prophet; who was he to further instruct her. 

She just called it flirting. Just…playful flirting: and like playful flirting it did not go any further than that.
Nonetheless Juna began constructing her weapon just to prove that she could do it and give her something to do. Of course how she knew to construct the weapon eluded her; it didn’t feel like she gained the knowledge by contact from Enothchild, Yoda, or any other Jedi she had contact with; they helped nonetheless, making the process faster.
To be unique from any other weapon of its kind Juna found what appeared to be a large hood ornament that once belonged on an old Nuance JJ Scram 5000 Turbo speeder; coincidentally there was such a model of speeder that was a part of her Father’s collection, a model of speeder no longer in existence that had belonged to her Grandfather originally, and it was missing a hood ornament. The ornament was cut and shaped into the head of a fanged, opened mouth lizard: presumably it represented a krayt dragon, or at least that was the retired business’ intention. It was similar to the head of the krayt dragon tattoo on Juna’s back so they were close. Because of how it all related to everything in her life Juna was going to use it as the lightsaber’s hilt, and she utilized its hollowness within and it’s open mouth; originally it was so light could pulse out from it during the night; now the light blade would emit out of the mouth like constant fire and make the glass eyeballs in the head glow. Vain, but it would be pretty damn cool once she put a power supply in.

She was finishing the harmonics layer of the weapon and waiting for her Husband -- she loved that word, Husband -- to return with the new transceiver and the emitter crystals she ordered for her lightsaber; red, to represent fire and quite frankly red was an attention grabber. Juna’s work was prolonged by prodding feelings of familiarity, and at one point she swore she saw Enothchild falling painfully out of a tree; over time it became a little harder to work as the feelings grew, though she couldn’t place them. She heard the engines of their land speeder, and so Juna set her project down and stood up. 
The speeder appeared over the horizon, and that was when she discovered that Enothchild was not alone. She could see Muriel, and Dizzy, and it brought a small smile to her face. She then noticed a second speeder was coming; when it pulled to a stop and turned to the side she spotted Ros and Casper, and with the last two a wave of emotions and thoughts struck her. Suddenly, she began to tug her long hair around to cover her face slightly. She realized that her sensing range, even with people she knew so well, had horribly shrunk; before having her head caved in by Magus Prophet she could sense her friends entering the system. It made her wonder again what more she had lost.
Dizzy and Muriel immediately greeted Juna with a deep, long, loving hug that made Juna weep. She hadn’t seen them for far, far too long and so much had happened since then. Muriel cried too, and her reasons for being on the planet were forgotten as she, Dizzy, and Juna retreated into the home. All three tried to talk at the same time, and somehow the conversation was understandable. Juna told them of her exploits of the past several months and they assured her that she needed not apologize. 
During the conversations and tour of the house that brought Juna into a blissful euphoria she felt something was more wrong than what was known about Dizzy’s and Muriel’s problems on Alderaan. Muriel felt cool to Juna’s touch, and despite her sincere smiles and laughs and assurances there was a growing stain within the red head; a spreading dark liquor, intoxicating as well as staining the honorable cloth of Muriel Thahada Arnes, and Juna knew that dark side brew all too well.

It dawned on Juna that Enothchild was busy outside, talking to Ros and Casper as he unpacked the transceiver. It was a rather quite conversation, but she felt it had nothing to do with personal matters because Casper hung around; that meant it was business. When Dizzy and Muriel got around to what they thought was delicate subject matter, Juna went outside and invited the three Jedi inside to go over why all were present. They came in, and immediately the tension in the air was choking.

It was too quiet at first as Juna boiled tea; the talk was so small it was microscopic. She figured, and figured right, that the apprehension had to do more with her than with the real subject; she didn’t help the problem every time she shied away from Ros’ and Casper’s sympathetic eyes. Casper the most, the Padawan Learner was so sad that he couldn’t prevent the history that now riddled her face meaningless. Juna felt bad for him, he had endured more than the Jedi Training and the training and the life of a Jedi was all ready too hard. She wanted to tell him it was all alright, but the kettle whistle blew, and when it did Ros finally opened up and told everyone in the room what he and Casper all ready knew. For the first time it was learned that the Jedi had put a tracking device on the Millennium Falcon in the hopes that Dizzy and Muriel would lead them to Naressa; Dizzy wasn’t all too happy about this admission; Muriel said nothing; Juna understood why the guardians of the peace had done it and could not be mad at them.
Ros took tea but even when he finished his presentation and had Casper show the evidence collected to date he did not drink it. The skeptical couple Arnes at times did not look skeptical, especially when they showed the blurred visual taken from Pirus Krendel’s eyes of Naressa Rapier about ready to end his life. Juna stood by Enothchild’s seated form the whole time, feeling his emotions not once shifting as his mind relied on logic and deduction. Juna, on the other hand, felt differently: she felt numb to the situation. Too and completely and uncaringly numb.
Enothchild crossed his arms and said, “So at best you believe she has done at least Hapes based on the word of Lars Breck and evidence gathering that has been shown to be tainted in the past. On the word of Lars Breck?”
“That and the fact that no one here can vouch for her whereabouts after Commenor,” said Ros with equal retort bluster. “When I talked to her on Naboo she crossed verified her own alibi for Duro, and now hearing from everyone else then we can exclude her to some degree from Duro.”

Enothchild held up a finger and said, “The fedarok leather is what prevents you from excluding her entirely.”

“And the fact that Krendel’s eyes showed that she has a lightsaber,” added Casper. “Cviaudi, the second victim, was killed by a lightsaber stroke.”
“And the first, Hifubbae, was cannibalized,” noted Enothchild back.

“Or it looks that way.”

Juna was under the impression that Casper wanted to prove Enothchild wrong in his opinion, which made no sense to her. Still, she remained silent: after all, of the three, Enothchild was the master of investigations and not just a master of the Force. “Unlike you, Casper, I saw Hifubbae’s body in full color before this mysterious rotting of his corpse erased his existence. Hifubbae was eaten and thrown around like a rag doll. I would say Magus Prophet was more responsible for Duro than Naressa was.”

Ros leaned in and said, “If he is alive.” He gestured around them. “I mean we saw him fall. We all did.”
“We saw him in pieces before that,” said Enothchild, jogging their memories. He had told Juna all the events that they knew of while on board the Orpheus and so know what he meant; at that particular time she was long into her Force coma. “Even though I have to admit if he did survive Sanctuary he is far more dangerous than we could have ever believed before.” He brought up a finger and said, “Perhaps the fedarok leather came off of Naressa’s robe.”
“It did,” began Casper, “when she was inside of the building. In the victim’s back bedroom, her robe caught on his secret safe. The safe was virtually cleaned out of whatever Hifubbae kept in there.” Feeling confident in correcting the Vhinphyc, he explained, “The material just didn’t ‘blow through the open door’.”
The put Enothchild back in his seat in a slight stupor and Juna knew why. Naressa had never gone inside the home when she was with Enothchild, Dizzy, and Muriel, and the leather was a tough material to tear so freely.
Dizzy, still the most optimistic of anyone in the house, sighed loudly and interrupted in. “For the last time, Junior, she didn’t do this! She was with us the whole time on Duro. And before that she was on Bothawui. Didn’t you contact that guy…”

“Bevelis Iey'yla,” reminded Muriel.

“Yeah!”

Ros looked at Dizzy with some regret and said, “There is no record of Naressa being on Bothawui. We have them checked the docking bay manifests and the Ruby Heirloom is nowhere to be found on them. And shortly after the time that she had supposedly had gone there a great many important Bothans committed suicide over their financial losses. Iey’yla shot himself the day after you had all gone to Duro.”

Dizzy looked like someone kicked him in the gut. Enothchild snapped his fingers and said, “We have the Heirloom back in town. Check the flight logs.”

“You know as well as I do that data recorders and flight logs can be altered, Enothchild,” reminded Ros, and this time there was some agitation in the Twi’lek’s voice. “That’s why we want to cross correlated flight data with tower logs.”

“Unless she arrived there under an assumed name,” said Muriel with a bright face of realization. “When we went to Strumder, she checked into a reserved room as Bulma Shaperpline. She has high security protocols in place, agreements with a bunch of hotels and other places where all she has to do is give them an agreed upon name and everything is set and she’s protected.”

Ros and Casper exchanged long looks and the Padawan Learner looked the most defeated of the two. Enothchild explained it to everyone else that didn’t quite get why the Jedi looking for Naressa looked so bewildered. “That means she could be anyone, anywhere, and we don’t know it.” It dawned on Muriel, but Enothchild continued anyways. “For all we know she could have been on Bothawui under one of those aliases. The ship could have been registered as something else entirely.”

“And now,” said Casper, “she could be using the very same system to get around scott free.” He thought for a second and said, “She may have those code names still on the ship!” Enothchild shook his head. The Human frowned and said, “You won’t let us look? I thought you said-.”

“You can inspect every inch of the Heirloom both in hardware and software, but you won’t find anything that you are looking for. Just as Ros said: data can be erased or altered.” Enothchild explained it to Casper in better detail, and short. “I know Naressa: she isn’t stupid.”

“Obviously.”

“You don’t get it,” stressed Enothchild, directing it towards Casper but getting a reaction from Ros. Juna watched Ros suddenly give his former master a rather slow glare of disapproval. She was confused by the look at first, but then it occurred to her that Ros must have learned that Enothchild and her Mother had a relationship. Using her own experience, Juna understood that Ros was upset that the Vhinphyc that was like a father to him had besmirched the good memory of his mother figure Nadja Moranna by seeing and sleeping with another woman; a Sith woman at that! Was there ever a worse Jedi sin than sleeping with the Enemy? Such a thing befell Dor-Li Nimh and changed the Jedi Order forever -- what Juna did not know was how true such a thought was. But what she did know and understood was that no violation was worse than the appearance of a beloved parent casting aside their oath to their fallen mate to be in the arms of someone else. In that, Juna felt sorry for Ros.
Enothchild continued, ignoring Ros altogether. “I know Naressa very well. She’s an intelligent survivor, a being with a mindset strict on her environment and constantly aware of its changing landscape, who takes steps when necessary to avoid danger. Such creatures make rare mistakes. Something like leaving code lists behind for others to stumble upon isn’t Naressa at all. Especially when it comes to data and computers: she just didn’t inherit Rapier Technologies.”
“Which makes her all the more dangerous,” responded Casper with a long sigh. He counted off all the dangers on his fingers. “She has monies, knowledge, and a lot of favors owed to her and that’s before considering her dark power. Her resources are tremendous!”

“All I’m saying is that the little things don’t escape Naressa’s notice,” said Enothchild. “She would never leave fedarok behind.”

“Especially because it’s expensive,” said Muriel with tired weight. Juna could tell Muriel was no longer really on the side of Naressa being innocent; her point was going to be forced. “Naressa was mindful about flaunting her wealth. You think she would kill someone and in the process ruin a priceless robe?”

“How about the fact that she would wear such a rare thing that can be traced back to her in the first place,” Enothchild said in following up. He frowned. “And I do not understand why you think she would mess around with children’s crayolas.”

Muriel frowned at the thought too. “Yeah really: Naressa may have her rare moments of acting a bit silly, but she stresses on being proper and mature all the time it becomes anal.”
“She isn’t stupid,” said Enothchild to draw everything back. “The fedarok and the crayolas on Hapes would be traceable. It’s too obvious.”
Ros leaned back in his chair that was right across from Enothchild and crossed his arms. He said, “So she’s the only infallible being in the galaxy?”
“I’m not saying that at all.”

“But you are,” said Ros in retort. “She left me with the impression that she was capable of screwing up.” He raised a hand to stop any responses from Dizzy and continued. “How many cases have we done with smart, living innocent people were the perpetrators of the crime? I lost count after a hundred and that was before I took the Trials. Come on, Enothchild, I’ve been in this long enough to know that no crime and no person are perfect.”

Juna couldn’t argue against either Enothchild’s or Ros’ points. Naressa was often mercilessly meticulous about things, be it planning the dinner parties and social functions she and Bendian hosted every year at Rapier Manor or making sure a line of computer code didn’t have a ultra-random hiccup every million and one cycles a second through it. On the other hand no being, not even Naressa, could escape making at least one mistake. What made Naressa different was that she never made the same mistake again once she caught it. Then again, in Juna’s view, that too was wrong. Naressa had slighted her daughter big time more than once, and Juna would have thought her Mother would be wise enough not to make the mistake again. She did by sleeping with Enothchild; ergo Naressa Rapier was as clumsy as a drunken Gungan like the rest of the universe.
Enothchild leaned towards the table and said to Ros, “I’ve know her longer than you have and have studied her psychology.” He paused and finally conceded, “Is she capable of doing these particular crimes, especially Hapes? Yes. Did she do any of it? No.”
“And you are not basing this on personal reasons,” accused Casper.

Dizzy looked just about ready to slap the young man in Juna’s view, but Ros actually gave Dizzy a glare; Ros was backing his Padawan a hundred percent. Enothchild gave Casper a healthy dose of dislike. “I’m basing this on the same criteria and rationale you are using, Padawan.” He looked back to Ros. “Naressa has too much to lose by killing Krendel, particularly like this. I’ve told you before she desires peace and wants nothing to do with the Jedi Order in a harmful way. She’s afraid of us.”

“Really,” said Ros in sarcastic disbelief.

“Yes,” said Enothchild. “She’s afraid of us and what she might have to do to protect herself.” He looked at Juna. “And all whom she loves.” He wanted Juna to say something, but Juna only smiled and said nothing. He looked disappointed and continued. “She has killed to save our lives. But murder? It’s beneath her. In the first place why the murders on Duro, or murder that is? Hifubbae was an information broker that was going to tell us where Juna was. So you’re implying that she went ahead of us to Duro with the Heirloom, found the information or didn’t find it after happening upon Hifubbae’s partially digested remains, saw the second victim, and instead of capturing him she killed him?”

Leaving that idea behind, Enothchild brought focus to the second victim of Duro, saying, “Ros, I swear to you, she does not have a lightsaber!”
Just as the debate seemed to swing in favor of Naressa’s innocence, Ros had Casper pull out his data pad and bring up the image from Pirus Krendel’s eyes again. Casper laid it on the table and Ros gestured towards it. “Apparently between Commenor and Hapes she acquired one. Or did you teach her just as you are teaching Juna?”
Juna felt Enothchild tense and actually put a little weight on his shoulder to keep him from standing up. He said to Ros, “I haven’t shown anyone anymore than necessary to achieve peace in their mind. Both Naressa and Juna are intelligent and capable women and if you fail to see that than you long have forgotten that I trained you.”

Even Dizzy understood that. He butted in and said, “Whoa, whoa, whoa now you two take a nap. Seriously, you guys can disagree but don’t start nut slapping each other.”
The tension was heavy until the Sullustan said that. Juna found herself talking for the first time. “Nut slapping?” Everyone took a moment to reflect on the saying and attempted to put it in context. Juna did so as well…and failed. “Nut slapping?” She did get the idea what Dizzy meant by saying it; it was a bar saying, right up there with the classic like ‘pissing match’. But still… “Nut slapping?!?”

Muriel eyed her husband and asked, “What the hell is that?”
Dizzy looked amongst all the eyes set on him. He gestured about and said, “I dunno….it just came out that way.” He tried to explain, but when he couldn’t bring it out he just said, “I’m going to shut up now.”

Juna honestly had to admire Dizzy’s good timing with bad sayings; in effective it separated Enothchild and Ros from continuing a discussion that was about to get personally too heated. It forced them to train all their focus back on the matter at hand, where it should be.
“Perhaps,” began Ros again, calmly, “she had nothing to with Duro, in anyway, even if fedarok is there. But Hapes, she has no alibi.”

Juna took a moment to look at the captured image of her Mother; a blurry figure of black, of white skin, of yellow eyes and red weapon. In the time she felt it all familiar to her and she reached deep within herself for the answer. There, in the vagueness of her memories, she remembered seeing Naressa in her Dark Purity form, alive and well and crouched in front of her. Juna had said something to her, and then it all went black. Juna found herself tilting more and more in favor of Ros and Casper.

Meanwhile, Enothchild said, “She did not do this.”

“Why?” was Ros’ simple response. He gestured to the image and elaborated on the details of the crime scene once again. “Because she incapable of doing it? She’s the only one, Enothchild! I was there at Sanctuary, remember? I saw and felt her wraith, and I saw and felt it all over again on Hapes. In every stone, every dead body, every speck of dirt and drop of water she left her mark. If not her” Ros looked right at Juna “then she did it. But we know she didn’t. She was with you.” He pointed right at the data pad. “This is Naressa Rapier, murdering Pirus Krendel. Why not accept that fact?”
There was a long silence, followed by Enothchild standing up to get away from the table. Juna went to follow him, but her Husband gently put a hand against her behind him to prevent her following him; he wanted to think alone. She watched him drift into the shadows for a few moments and put his hands to his hips, and she could feel him struggling to find the answers, or rather the answers he wanted to hear.
To that end, and to this get together, Juna found herself hating her Mother again. Because of this, or not because she had anything to do with this but she ran anyways, Naressa had put Enothchild in a bind where he had to chose between her innocence and his Ros. Which of them did he care for the most? Whose side was he on? Because of her actions and motivations Naressa had painted Enothchild into a corner of isolation that asks of him to betray the woman he once loved deeply and his Wife’s Mother. Her Mother’s harmful touch never stopped harming, regardless of time and distance. Juna couldn’t stand it.

Turning to the table, Juna let herself drift into the light. She said, “My Mama’s done a terrible thing, and she’s very capable of doing it.” She got a look of disbelief from Dizzy; even Muriel looked at Juna with a slight chill. She returned them both a look. “What? You think I’m betraying my family for saying such things? It’s the truth.”

Muriel tried to say something, but she couldn’t get any words out. Dizzy, for once, was at a complete loss of words.

“I mean other than me who has the motive to kill Krendel and all these people?” Juna looked at the image again, and then she turned her attention towards Ros. “I wanted to murder Krendel. When I confronted him in Theed, when I learned that he had plotted with Prophet to ruin me, I began to choke him with the Force. I stopped and held back as much as I could because……murdering him was not in my power. Because I can does not mean I should. My Mama taught me that.
“She taught me a lot of things like that because she said she didn’t want me to be like her. I didn’t quite know what exactly it was, but I knew in my heart that it had to be terrible things. And I watched her do great and terrible things, and I grew to understand what it was. Darkness. Darkness.”

Juna sat down in the chair Enothchild once occupied for her feet felt light. She could not stand because she could feel Enothchild looking at her. He had been listening, and he did not necessarily enjoyed what she was saying; the further disownment of her Mother. She said, “Both of my parents were not exactly good people.” She held up a hand to prevent Ros from preventing her from going on. “It’s all right, they knew it. My Papa and my Mama both wanted me to be better than them in every way. They went all out to make me a far different being than them. They didn’t want a clone or a spitting image of themselves: they wanted a truly unique individual because if there was one good thing they could ever be proud of it was going to be their daughter. Moral. Ethical. Understanding and open minded. Truthful. And law abiding.” 

Juna snickered a bit on the last point. She said, “Didn’t do so well on law abiding recently, but why I did it was no better an excuse than why others do it. But law abiding isn’t just obeying the law it’s owning up to what you have done wrong. Law abiding is being in fear of what justice will be done if you do wrong. My Mama…she had no fear of anything.”
Juna reached over and shut the data pad off. She then pushed it with her hand towards Casper’s standing form. She said, “My Mama will understand when I say that justice must be done upon her.”
Muriel gasped, but Juna held up her hand again and shook her head. Juna looked to Ros and said, “If she’s innocent, fearless, why does she run away?” She looked to Dizzy and Muriel. “She has money and lawyers and supposedly faith in the justice system. She can fight this, but she chose to run away. If she did nothing wrong why did she run?”

Tearing up, Juna held back her tears and said to Ros, “I don’t know where she is, but I promise you, you will have whatever help from me that it takes to bring her in peacefully. Financial records, holdings, transcripts….anything, just ask for it.”

Ros sighed and said, “I can’t imagine how tough this is for you. But you have my word: no harm will ever come to her. That’s…that’s all we want. We just want her to come in and face this, that’s all.”

Juna felt Enothchild’s hands slowly drift upon her shoulders and he gave them a squeeze. He was assuring her that he was not mad at her, but there was a lot lacking in it that troubled her. He cleared his throat and said, “Can I speak to you alone, Ros?” He did not wait for an answer: Enothchild didn’t say a thing to Juna as the big warrior limped out of the house and left the door open. Ros got up and took his leave.
Meanwhile both Dizzy and Muriel slowly sat down across from Juna. Juna was unaware of their movements until Dizzy said, “I can’t believe you said that.”

Suddenly Juna let out a short laugh. She sniffed back tears again and couldn’t even look at Dizzy. She was ashamed to. “Well, she always said I was her little bundle of surprise.”

Juna became aware of Casper coming around the table and taking a knee beside her on her left. “My Lady” he began “I’m sorry that you have to bare all of this. Your willingness to help is more than admirable. I swear I’ll bring your mother in to face justice in peace. So long as she doesn’t harm me, I won’t harm her.”

Dizzy wanted to say something but Muriel grabbed his hand hard. There was nothing he could say or do, and if he did it wouldn’t be right. He knew it.

Juna grabbed Casper’s hand and squeezed it with measuring assurance. She said, “Don’t do this because you feel you couldn’t prevent what Prophet had done to me.” She looked at him with her good eye only, her head remained unmoved. “And don’t let a promise get you killed. You’re a good man, Casper Knightshade. A very good man shouldn’t sacrifice his life for a promise he can’t keep.”

There was small talk amongst them for a little while longer, but privately Juna was becoming a little more aware of what was going on outside.

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

CHAPTER 60.2

Finally outside, free of the others and many yards away and in the open field under a sunset sky, Enothchild stopped and turned towards Ros. He inhaled deeply and had all his thoughts sorted out, and exhaled to begin the conversation.
“Go ahead and ask all the questions you want,” said Enothchild. He gestured towards his former apprentice. “No Code. Just man to man.”
Ros wasted no more time. “Why did you leave the Order and not tell me? And don’t give me that bullshit that you left of the good of the Jedi. You left because of them.”

“Yes,” said Enothchild with a nod. “I left for the good of the Order because of Naressa and Juna. I had permanently damaged the relationship between a mother and child. I’ve spent all this time, these past few months, trying to bring them back together. Being a Jedi would have prevented this attempt at healing the relationship. In the process I lost Naressa and found Juna.”
“I know that wasn’t all you have lost,” said Ros, stating his knowledge position quite clearly in Enothchild’s small ears. “Losing something you thought you could never have will weaken any man. Not being aware of it, hidden from you: I’m surprised that even you can still stand there and defend her.”

Enothchild expected that Ros would learn of his unborn girl, and he guessed that Dizzy probably told him. What he did not expect was the suggestion that Naressa had kept the pregnancy a secret. Never, never would he have believed the day that Ros Ofcheck would sound too much like his Padawan, or worse Qualeggoes. He found himself not looking at Ros, and he wouldn’t for a few long seconds. “She.” Ros perked up, so Enothchild clarified. “’Not being aware of she’. Naressa and I were going to have a daughter.”

“Oh,” said Ros quietly.
There was a long, long silence between them. Enothchild asked the inevitable question. “Did you tell them?”

“The Council? No.” Ros told the truth. “I mean, what do I exactly tell them. The impossible has happened?”

Enothchild accepted Ros’ explanation. He then asked, “Casper?”

“I…convinced him that…there were enough motives in this case; one more isn’t going to help it or hurt it.” Ros crossed his arms. “Although it’s motive enough to make even a man like you make exceptions to what you believe. Against Krendel” he leaned in “maybe against her.”

“Ros, I’ve long forgiven Naressa for the loss of our Daughter. She only wanted to surprise me upon my return to Naboo.”
“And Juna.”

“Yes, and unfortunately that wasn’t one of Naressa’s best ideas. She meant no malice by keeping the pregnancy a secret.” Enothchild brought his eyes back up to look at Ros. He reached up and let his finger prod his wedding ring. “Naressa and I were never meant to be lovers. Our happiness together is in deep friendship, linked by a common bond. Juna is my Wife and my life now. And until today I was in peace and happiness with her. However you’re not happy with that or with any of my decisions.”
Ros sighed wearily and rubbed a knot that formed at the base of his left lekku. “Sometimes I don’t get you, master.” He sighed again, following it with hands thrown in the air in dispelled notion. “I thought we were close enough as brothers, as more, to be able to communicate. Under the circumstances that I’ve been fighting against until recently I just couldn’t understand why you would give up everything Nadja taught you.”

“I haven’t given up on being a Jedi,” assured Enothchild. “Just because I left the Order does not mean I changed who I am. As I said before, told you many times, that being a Jedi is just an extension of your true self. I just couldn’t extend myself anymore when there were ones I cared about that needed me.”

Ros strolled towards him and said, “What about me? Or Nue? Plo? We needed you. We still need you. It isn’t just duty that keeps us going.”

Enothchild could understand Ros’ point. To hell with the galaxy, to hell with the Senate, and screw the Jedi Council; let’s be Nadja Moranna’s Jedi Knights; lets go out there and fight the good fight like in the days of old. Drift apart perhaps, but never so completely like now; not when everyone was still alive. Nadja had passed, but the others would follow her Enothchild, let him assume the mantle of leadership. 

As much as Enothchild appreciated such sentiment there was clearly a glaring retort to all of that; it had all changed when Nadja died. Pern became a traitor and was killed. Plo became a responsible member of the Council. Nue was getting too old. Ros was training his Padawan. Enothchild had done all that he could do. As time wore on things changed and evolved, and sadly the passing of friends and friendships occurred. The past was what it was: the past; something great and terrible to remember, never meant to be repeated or replayed.
“I know you all do,” said Enothchild. “But I find this watch over the Sith Maidens to be the most important of callings. I feel I am their keeper, and by earning their trust and companionship, and by safe guarding them and their secrets, I do the galaxy in large a great and unselfish service.” He leaned his head to one side. “And in return I find love and a joy I haven’t had since Nadja was alive. This is love and duty.”

“Love and duty???” Ros’ head-tails twitched in displeasure. He looked thoughtfully out towards the darkening skies of the north, trying to find measurable, truthful composure. “Nue was right; we should have been there for you after Nadja had died.”

Enothchild tossed the idea around in his head for a few moments. He then asked, “What would that have changed?”

“Everything,” said Ros, turning to face him. “Maybe nothing. Some. Who knows, but your friends were not there for you when she passed. I thought I had no problems with your isolation, but now I’ve spent nearly the last two years watching you side with darkness, making excuses for them, and I regret not coming to you sooner.” He gestured around, trying to find a better way to say more. “It’s like Nadja doesn’t matter to you anymore. I……I don’t understand what the Sith Maidens can offer you in Nadja’s place.”
“Though they offer their love, neither of them sought to take Nadja’s place in my heart, Ros,” said Enothchild with no conflict, all calm. He understood much more of the problem: Nadja came to him and gave her approval, but not to the others. “Nadja gave me her blessings in my decisions, before she died and long after. And both Naressa and Juna had welcomed me in their life to watch over them; they invited me to.

“Maybe you think I should have talked to you before I made these decisions and get your approval” Ros snapped a look at Enothchild “but I thought you were man enough to accept what I believe to be my lone fate.”
Enothchild approached Ros to reduce the distance between them literally and figuratively. He said, “You’re a good son, and a good friend. I’m proud of that, and proud that you’re going to become a Master of the Force. With all that considered, I cannot see why you disapprove of my choices.”
Ros sighed and let his head drop. He said, “Because I wonder how tainted these decisions of yours are” he bravely looked up “after telling you what has happened. My hope in coming here was not just to confront you, but to find Naressa, or at least have you tell us where she is. I had hoped she come here, and I there was a part of me that hoped…she would attack Casper and I and from that point on deal with her the only way we know how to deal with the dark side.”

It was as Enothchild surmised and he said nothing. Ros turned away and walked away a few feet in brief shame. It was replaced by duty and purpose. “I believed her. I totally believed every word she said.” He turned back to him with stern focus, and in a strange way even with the subject Enothchild felt a little proud of Ros. “She fooled me in believing in her over my own apprentice! All this time I thought Casper was misguided, but out of all of us here he’s kept his focus. I can forget her and Duro, but no way am I forgetting her and Hapes, and certainly I’m not forgetting that she lied, did what she did between Casper and I, and turned you into her defender.”
“That’s quite enough of that,” said Enothchild loudly. “I know her, maybe not as much as I would really like to, but I know her enough to make up my mind that she had absolutely nothing to do with Hapes! With none of this!”

“This is what a Sith does!” Ros stepped closer to the Vhinphyc and begged with his hands, begged him to listen to reason. “They rationalize and infiltrate and divide for their own personal gain. I’m afraid she’s done it!”

“She has never” Enothchild raised a big finger in Ros’ long face “asked me to lie for her and look the other way.”

“You’re too close! It’s tainted your reasoning!”

“Then why bother coming to me then, Ros!” Enothchild threw his hands up in disgust and exasperated. “Why care! If you believe what you believe then I’m not coming back now am I? You talk about taking her word over Casper’s and realizing the truth too late. Well correct me if I’m wrong, but you’re taking Lars Breck’s word over mine?!?!?!”

There was a settlement of silence. Ros did not back down. “Breck…pointed us to something significant in this whole deal. The Enlightenments were compromised. Every single one that mentions the Dark Hope has been destroyed.”
For a few moments Enothchild had to catch his breath. He had a blinking fit that he couldn’t stop long after that. “How?”

“Whoever had done it had full access to security codes, was able to go in and out undetected, and then with patience and precision they removed the words from the parchments without breaking the seals or trigger alarms. I didn’t mention it before because I had thought that what we had would be enough to convince you where we stand on this.” Ros shook his head. “Someone did that, and Breck knew who did it and caused a diversion to cover her escape; he described Juna’s mother right down to the lint buttons. Breck’s diversion occurred around the time Naressa Rapier was supposed to be on Bothawui. Strumder is a straight shot to Duro and Coruscant, and she had enough time to complete that navigational circuit.”
Ros held out his hands in begging. “She lies, she disappears, and coincidentally someone breaks into the Jedi Temple and only ruins specific parts of our most sacred document related to Juna Rapier? Who else can it be, Enothchild! You have told me before that she would do anything to protect Juna. And finally if she did nothing wrong why is she running?”

“I don’t know,” said Enothchild, and for a few fleeting moments he totally understood Casper and understood Ros’ conversion and he felt the Ugly Stick of Common Sense swatting him over the head. His thoughts focused on the new information and let it swirl around, and he was becoming more convinced that Naressa had done something horribly, horribly wrong.

But it still made no sense to Enothchild! It just did not add up! It felt all wrong!
“I come to you, and now because I need you to see the truth and I need your help.” Ros pointed at the house. “Both you and your new wife have been held under her dark spell long enough. Force only knows what she is doing right now; why run away if she did nothing wrong? Come with me, and if we find her you can convince Naressa to give up.” He sighed and said calmly, “If you don’t I understand, but I want no animus between us anymore. Naressa is the source of the animus. I hope you realize that now.”
Enothchild could see all of Ros’ points and said, “I don’t want any animus between us either.” He reached out and put friendly hands on both of Ros’ shoulders. “I never intended to have you be mad at me. I thought you would understand, and I was wrong.” He let go of Ros’ shoulders and let his feelings guide him. “But even if I told you what I needed to do whatever argument you were going to give me would have never changed my mind. My life is Juna, not the Jedi.”

After all the thoughts and all that Ros said, Enothchild grinned and said, “Your argument is valid. Your points have merit. Clearly it shows that Naressa is a person of interest, and if I were you I would suspect her. Certainly the Council would as well.” His grin fell. “I know her and I know she did not do this.” Ros sighed quietly, but Enothchild just continued. “Is my view tainted by personal feelings? Yes, but who’s not tainted by such things. There is always something in terms of bias involved in a thought process; emotion and personal attachment are just two of them. I’m certain you are being affected by such things now in your view of Naressa.”
Ros wanted to deny it, but Enothchild wasn’t going to let him. The philosophical thought wagons would just keep circling around and around. “I admit it; it’s possible the same argument can be applied to me as it has been on you. I feel she’s gotten to you, and she lied to me. So yes, this has become personal. I had her, and I let her talk me into letting her go.”

“I can’t say anything to that; not even sorry. It’s not my place to tell you how to feel. That’s for you to do.” Enothchild looked to the house and replayed what Juna had said in there. During the conversation outside he realized that if Naressa was never captured, or cleared of these crimes, then there was no chance for reconciliation. The Jedi Order will not allow a law breaking dark side entity to have free range over a weakened Republic; their growing concern will reach a point that the death of Naressa Rapier will be the first, and finally the only option. He couldn’t let that happen, not when Juna still hated her mother. The Rapier women had to be united.
With a determined heart, Enothchild looked back at Ros and said, “I will go with you and help you bring Naressa in, but I do this because I want to clear her name.” Ros began to look at him with a slight frown of suspicion. Enothchild couldn’t blame him; he figured Enothchild would want to see justice done; Enothchild did, but justice wasn’t about finding someone guilty. “I agree that she doesn’t need to be running if she hasn’t done anything, but I still feel that she is innocent and deserves a fair chance at exoneration. Perhaps she fears she won’t get that chance. Perhaps she fears it will befall on Juna as well. With me to take her in those fears will subside, I’m sure of it.”
“And if she doesn’t come quietly what then?”

Enothchild smirked a little. “Then you will be right, and at least we won’t be alive long enough to be at odds ever again.” He put a good hand back on Ros’ right shoulder. “Will you take me on my conditions?”

“I will, gladly,” said Ros with a smile. He looked to the house. “What of Juna?”

“I have to tell her.” And this was the hard part and Enothchild knew it. He would walk back to the home, their home, and he was tugged by the sorrow of leaving his home for perhaps a good, long while. He had long ago declared done with such things, and yet here he was going out, doing it. He hated to do it, and he could blame Naressa for it, but Naressa needed his help desperately before all of the might of the Republic was bore down on her.

He feared Naressa’s rebuttal most of all to any threat against her. Even with her great power she could easily be overwhelmed, but if such things happened it would eventually find their way to Juna. Enothchild was surprised that the expected Sith paranoia had not engulfed the Senate yet, especially during a major election cycle. It would though the longer Naressa is out there, roaming free.
Once he and Ros was inside Enothchild explained that to Juna the best he could, and asked her to stay home. Like before, and to his dislike, she said nothing and did nothing. She only sat in the gloom with Dizzy and Muriel while he grabbed his Jedi robe, his lightsaber, and took his leave with Casper and Ros.

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

CHAPTER 60.3

“Well this just all chaps my ass!”

Dizzy’s displeasure practically chased the Jedi out of the house. While the Sullustan paced about and complained about the whole situation, Muriel took a seat right beside a now alone Juna and quietly consoled her; Juna still had showed no real emotion, even after Enothchild had informed her that he was doing this alone.

“Can’t go, can’t go,” repeated Dizzy, repeating what both Ros and Enothchild had told him. Dizzy had offered to go but he was flatly denied. “I can go wherever I want! If that means going to look for Naressa I will! I don’t need them! I got my methods!”

“Dizzy, sit down you’re not helping,” stressed Muriel, rubbing Juna’s back with her right hand. “This…this isn’t really our business anymore.”

Dizzy pointed at the door. “Our friend is out there going after our friend. That’s none of our business?” Muriel was going to remind him of everything that had been talked about tonight, but he stopped her with frantic hands. “Okay, okay, I know. It looks bad for her. Even Bantha Head is convinced. Still, I just don’t believe this shit!” He gave Juna a look, as if seeing her for the first time. He leaned over the table and looked at her. “Hey” and Juna looked “and you. I can’t believe you sold her out.”
Juna blinked for a few moments, caught off guard by Dizzy’s animosity towards her, which was a first in their long standing friendship. She frowned slightly and said, “I haven’t sold her out.”

“Bullshit! You don’t do that to family I don’t care what they do!” Dizzy stood up and gestured towards Muriel. “There’s exceptions, like Mir Thahada. That guy had to go down. But you’re tossing Naressa to the authorities over Krendel and a bunch of Tra Fed hacks. Both of them wouldn’t hose you down if you were on fire. What the smeck is wrong with you?”

Standing up quickly and locking a hard glare on Dizzy, and Dizzy not backing off, Juna said, “You got some nerve! You think I’m totally blind! Dizzy, all you’re doing is trying to still convince yourself that she hasn’t done anything wrong!” That settled the old pirate back on his heels a bit. “You going off on this rant, towards me, is a cloak screen. I can see in your heart: you know she did this and she’s wrong. You just don’t want to officially join the club so you just banter and yell about, hoping if you do it loud enough all of this will vanish. It isn’t going to go away, Dizzy, she murdered thirty-seven people. Maybe not innocent, maybe deserving of it, but she did it! She’s game enough to do, she’s game enough to owe up to it in my opinion. So please, spare me the sacrament! My husband just walked out the door after promising me that he wouldn’t do shit like this again! So yeah: I blame her for that too!!”
Juna sat right back down in a huff and breathed repeatedly through her nose; never had she ever been so pissed off at Dizzy. The Sullustan flubbed his lips, laughed a little, and shook a finger at her. He turned and went to their chill box and opened it, looking for something cold and intoxicating to drink; he knew Juna didn’t drink, but Enothchild enjoyed brews and ales on occasion. When he found it, he opened the container and said before drinking it, “Well now you have him all to yourself.”

“What?” questioned Muriel, beating Juna to the question. Even the red head didn’t quite understand where he was going with this.

Dizzy took a drink, swallowed loudly, and returned to the table. “I said Juna has him all to herself. That’s what you want, right? I mean you married the guy, and that’s super. You won! You got your man, and I can’t be any more happier for the both of you. But to use this thing to completely rub your own mother out of your life equation because you think she’ll steal him back from you is lower than Hutt scum.”

Juna let her mouth drop, hurt by the point. Muriel stuck up for her. “Dizzy, Juna’s not doing this to get back at Naressa!”

Eyes wide, Dizzy said, “What? Are you implying that she isn’t? Are you even suggesting that no woman is capable of doing it?” He flubbed his large lips. “With Naressa behind bars there’s no way she’s ever going to steal Enothchild away from you again.”
“I don’t believe you just said that,” said a stunned Juna. She began to frown.
“Well I am a bundle of surprise,” mocked Dizzy back, repeating what Juna had said earlier in the night. He went to drink his brew, but the can flew out of his hand and right into Juna’s left hand loudly.
“I don’t recall asking for your opinion,” said Juna grimly. She then turned the container upside down and emptied its contents on her new floor; she didn’t care about the mess. “And I don’t recall you asking if you can have this.” Empty, she let her mind slowly crush the container and she threw it aside. “And I am doing exactly what she would want me to do, Dizzy. The right thing.”
Dizzy held up his hands, stood up, and said, “If that’s what you want to call it, fine. But let me ask you this: if this isn’t what it’s all about then why worry about Enothchild going out there to get her at all?”
Juna sat there for a few seconds to think about it. Having such a debate with Dizzy was awkward, and she didn’t know whether it was because he was right or because she was debating him. It frustrated the hell out of her. Enothchild leaving when he promised not to go gallivanting around the galaxy to save the day was pissing her off. The whole thing was a stabbing pain in her good eye and she had enough.

“You know what, Dizzy, you’re right,” Juna said flippantly. She stood up and went to downstairs to her room. She spoke loud enough for the married couple to hear her. “I want my mother in prison because she’s going to steal my husband! I’m going back to Naboo, and if the authorities haven’t uncovered anything yet I’m going to make sure they find what they need to crucify her!”

Muriel came downstairs lightly and nearly bumped into Juna as the former Queen of Naboo began to throw some things together for traveling. She said, “Juna, he…really didn’t mean how that came out.”

“I sure as hell did!” Dizzy yelled from his position upstairs; his sensitive ears picked up the conversation just fine.

“You don’t have to stick up for him,” said Juna in a huff. “Dizzy always speaks his mind truthfully. That’s why I love him.” She threw in one last piece of clothing in her small travel container and hovered over it for a long time before shutting it. “When the news hits a lot of fodder is going to hit the cooling unit. Rapier Technologies can’t handle the storm without one of its primary owners being there; Kira Bettinghama is a good trustee absenter but she won’t instill confidence. The investors are all ready weak kneed. They can afford to break their kneecaps jumping off our soon-to-be burning bandwagon.” 

Juna sniffed and looked at Muriel. “Did my mother think of the people she was going to hurt by doing what she had done? On Hapes? Our people on Naboo and everyone else associated with Rapier Tech? You know and I know this will become known and the fallout will be lethal.” She sighed dejectedly. “If I’m lucky, when it all clears, I’ll have just the clothes on my back.”
“Now wait a minute, Juna,” said Muriel with a raised voice but with an eased hand on Juna’s arm. “You don’t have to go to Naboo. You can coordinate from here. You got that transceiver now.”
“Didn’t you say the King’s men were going through my home?”

“They are, but the lawyers are keeping a sharp eye on them. Besides if Veruna tries to data mine Rapier secrets he’s going to be in shock.” Muriel rubbed Juna’s shoulder, trying to assure the young woman. “I can’t advocate anymore, but I can represent you on Naboo. Whatever you need to do you can do it here. This, Juna, is your home.” She thought for a second and asked, “What if Naressa comes here, looking for you?”

Juna understood where Muriel was getting at with the last sentence. She was certain Enothchild had sent Naressa a message that they were now married. She may come to Mesuera. Everything may end at the beginning, here on this small world far away from the authorities.

Sighing, Juna said, “Okay. I’ll make arrangements for you to be my official spokeswoman liaison.” Juna sighed again and said, “I’m sorry that I have you doing this. You shouldn’t be doing it. I mean it’s too soon after what happened to you on Alderaan.”
“I rather be doing something than nothing at all,” said Muriel. “I can’t use my hands to kill or lawyer or teach so…it’s better than nothing right now. I really, really need to do something, even if it’s this.”
After a few moments of quiet thought, Juna asked, “Is everything all right with you?”

“Not really,” said Muriel, but she quickly followed up. “But I’m okay. I can do this, even if Dizzy don’t like it.” She shook her head. “God, this is a mad, you know?”

Juna could only concede to Muriel’s opinion; talking anymore about it would only further the debate; it made no sense to when everyone that had a position was adamant in their beliefs. In short time the arrangements that could be made on Mesuera were completed. After Juna gave them a lift back to Parchedwood, Dizzy and Muriel were quickly on their way in the Millennium Falcon back to Naboo. Juna was all alone in her home.
