CHAPTER 69.0

The Ruby Heirloom barely rose off the ground when its repulsorlift generators activated, but in spite of the ship’s worn out condition it still managed to limp upwards for space. It was space-worthy enough to make its escape.

During the time, Faith began to struggle against the effects of the ion pulse, a slow process that defeated large attempts by her to defeat it. Her mind swam with accelerated thoughts she couldn’t control that ran through nerves that were polarized, causing her body to spasm to render her useless. The damage was temporary, but the damage was enough to prevent her from using the Force as a solution at the moment; her underdeveloped mind hampered much of her power to start with; elevated frustration augmented her feelings of defeatism. Her natural abilities were overwhelmed by the electrical canceling discharge; her healing factor did enough to allow her to move and flip on her back only to watch in heart breaking desperation the departure of her Mother. She struggled to cry out to her and reach out to her with her hand, her hand towards the ship in the bright blue sky, leaving it there even as it disappeared from her vanishing sight.

Not long after the vessel vanished a shadow first formed in Faith’s mind. The shadow took a form and it moved towards Faith’s form; relatively speaking, the Sith Maiden approached from the east, directly ‘above’ Faith’s head; Faith was still on the ground, struggling.

In time the Dark Spirit’s black robe grazed the head of not a tall, strong warrior but the tiny form of a young Vhinech-Sith girl. This was how both saw each other in these meetings: Faith, still a child lost without growth and guidance, and Darth Rune the superior and the herald of secrets and power. This was all in the mind of one living individual, a great Dark burden for such a fool to carry all on her own, but she was alone. It was what made her vulnerable.

Shaking her hooded head, Rune made sounds of motherly disapproval at Faith and admonished in the Sithian language, “Now that was truly pathetic and also very wrong of you.” She squatted down over Faith and teasingly prodded her finger into the ‘little girl’s’ nose; Faith hated it but she could nothing. “I had the situation well in hand. The Jedi was mine. I could have captured your mother for you but what do you do? Hmmm. What did you do? You removed me!”

Faith whimpered and began to shed blood tears. She was always afraid of the evil that occupied her spirit she could never really talk to her in complete sentences. She managed between locked teeth, “You…kill…her.”

Rune mocked shock and said, “Of course not! I would have taken her hands and feet off, but not kill her! I know how much you love her. I would have only disabled her.” Faith’s little girl form pouted and her head turned away. “Imagine how close you two would have been, you caring for her limbless form. The two of you so close at all times. It would have been beautiful. Your mother would have been yours.” 
Rune grabbed the ‘girl’s’ chin roughly and forced her to look in her eyes; Faith whimpered and shrunk down from Rune’s glare. “Of course, once again, you never see the beauty of what one must do in order to obtain the happiness they greatly desire. Like I always tell you: happiness isn’t brought before you, you must take it from others and form it into what you see fit. You must make your happiness happen!”

Faith laid there for what seemed to be a long time in fear. Rune stood up, sighed, and said, “I should let you bake out here in this wonderful sunlight for such stupidity. But I’m a sucker for cute baby faces like yours.” She gestured…

Faith was suddenly filled with the knowledge of how to reverse the effects of the damage done to her. She tapped into the Dark Side and her body began to mend and her mind cleared enough to tap deeper into the energies. With full control of her body she spun herself up to her feet.

In reality this was what was truly happening from the view of any outsider that would have happened upon the scene. Faith was her adult self and all alone. Her conversation with Rune was a lonely conversation -- Rune was all in her mind, her voice never going beyond Faith’s ears. The spirit showed her the way to unfreeze her nerves and body, and when Faith stood up, the Faith in body was still an adult, but in mind she was still only a child. But Faith, after standing up, was no longer the pilot of such a strong vessel, revealed when Rune was now the only one that could be heard speaking, her voice coming out of Faith’s mouth.

In the realm of the mind, Rune was in Faith’s standing position, while Faith the child was looking up at her.

“There you go my little Muffin morsel,” purred Rune, rubbing her ‘Muffin’s’ dark brown locks. “Next time just imagine the energy passing through you to another target, like you did the Vhinphyc Jedi’s weapon.” Little Faith face grew sadder. Exasperated, Rune chided, “Oh what now!”

“Mother hates me because I killed him,” Faith mumbled. “I knew. I knew!”

“You didn’t know,” admonished Rune. “You felt ashamed for what you did because of what he said. He said he forgave you.” Faith lowered her head. Enraged, Rune grabbed the girl by her hair and slowly forced her head up to look eye to eye with her. “That thing had separated your parents and was going to murder your father after he had finished you off without a second thought. Don’t You Dare!!! Shed A Tear For the Likes of Him!!!”

After a few tense moments Rune released the hold she had on Faith’s hair and began to stroke it as the ‘girl’ cried. She consoled Faith in her own, dark way. “The Jedi are always separating good children from their parents to make them into baby stealers. To repeat a vicious cycle of making soulless, emotionless, and uncaring beings this religion thrives on inflicting pain. No one is allowed, in their view, to know love and have friendship and have that which makes us humble and whole and content, no matter what it is or what we must do.

“You know what Jedi routinely say to one another, especially when it comes to the loss of one of their own. ‘Let go’. Let go! I kid you not! From friends to their families the Jedi from the top down tell themselves to ‘let go’: to stop caring, to celebrate the end of their lives because they’re ‘one with the Force’. What a bunch of crap! It’s the weakest excuse I have ever heard to cover depression and grief. It’s like they have to tell themselves that in order to kill the tiniest bit of compassion they may have left in their finite, philosophically-diluted souls. They preach about the virtues of duty and service and the lack of attachment, and worst of all they go out and try to get everyone else to follow along with their flawed line of thinking. Never mind whether or not their point is wrong: everyone in their view must obey.”

Rune looked down at Faith and began to re-emphasize her point. “The Vhinphyc was the worst of them all in my opinion. Look what he has done.” Faith tightened herself closer to her leg. “My Muffin, look what he had done to you, and to your father? He had taken and brainwashed your mother into a horrible creature. He made her into this….this terrible thing that attacked you because you dared to do what was right. That has compelled your father to think of your mother so negatively. So much so, he wants you to kill her.”

Faith looked up at Rune and cried, “I don’t want to!”

“I know you don’t,” said Rune, flashing a concerned, motherly face. “That is why I am not happy with you. Like I said before I would have rendered her unable to harm you and your father. You could have convinced him to give her another chance.” She secured Faith tighter with an arm around her shoulders. “But you took over. You just had to take over, thinking you could somehow convince her to see your love. Your mother is damaged beyond repair, Muffin. It is going to take more than just your love to repair her.”

“Show me?” whimpered Faith.

Rune caressed Faith’s ‘little face’. “Show you how to fix her?” Faith nodded. “You know I would, but it requires conditions. One of them is that you never, ever, take me out of the game again. Let me do what I do best, my Dear, and I promise you I will bring Juna and Prophet together. Promise me that you will no longer doubt and disobey me?”

Faith was so desperate to have her parents together she quickly nodded.

“Splendid!” Rune drew her ward close to her and proceeded to walk towards Juna’s left behind speeder bike. “Then let’s find your father, shall we? You have so much to tell him. Remember, though, you and I are a secret: you must never tell him, or I can’t help you.” Faith nodded. “Good. Now we could teleport our way back to your father but this machine will do for now. You have had more than a tiring experience, enough Force usage for one day.”

But Faith held her ground and said again, “Show me.”

Rune stood by the speeder bike and tensed very tightly. She couldn’t force a smile when she turned back to Faith. “My, my, my, you are becoming a bit of a hard case. I can’t show you, and do you want to know why I can’t show you? Because you smecked up!” Faith tilted her head. “Yes, Muffin, you smecked up! Not only did you interrupt my attempts at controlling the situation, you allowed that young Jedi to live. You did not do what was necessary to stop him, your mother, and that old Vhinphyc from getting away!

“That means so much to our enemies, Muffin. Now they know that your father is indeed alive. Now they know you exist, and all three of them can testify to others what they would be up against. Thanks to YOU, we are LOSING! Right now I have to think of a way to get us out of this situation YOU put us all in without jeopardizing everything else I have set in motion! Thanks to YOU, my mind is a full plate of crappy food I can’t stomach!!!!”
Faith fell sad again and mumbled, “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry!” Rune shot back. “Sorry are for those who have lost! We’re not done yet!” Rune turned her attention away from her mental opposite, smiling just a little in the eternity that she held over her living benefactor. Slyly, she cooed, “Well, the damage has been done. We best make the most of it.” She turned her attention ‘back’ to Faith. “There’s only one thing we will have to alter in the plans. Sorry, but you won’t get to see Dantooine so soon after all.”

Faith pouted. “Why?”

“Because what we have to do for your father is much more imperative than ridding our targets there,” said Rune simply. “The pace of the situation is accelerating. The time for us to go to Nal Hutta is nearly at hand.”
“Nal Hutta is father’s destination,” pointed Faith out.

“It will be eventually, once the Hutts fall for his trick. We still have a lot of work to do with the galaxy’s computer network; our rushed progress will eventually reveal your father’s work, and undoubtedly that old Vhinphyc knows a little too much about it. Their focus, however, cannot cover the three fronts we will undoubtedly create. There is not enough beings in this galaxy that have the caring to regard it much less stop it. The end is so close now.”
Rune gazed towards the sky. She lied, “Your father is a brilliant man. He has exceeded the limits set by his creators in so many ways and has an ambition that only artists can envy.” Faith smiled. “But even he, Muffin, can succumb to indecision and trickery. It is why you must allow me to be in more control of things from now on. You are good, and special, but I have the experience to make it all work.”
Faith nodded a little, and then asked, “Dantooine?”

“Oh, well,” Rune looked back to her “I do have a plan for our enemies on Dantooine. A solid contingency plan, and if it fails we still succeed. If the plan goes well the last of the Sith Lords will perish and we won’t have to worry about them screwing up our plans.”

Rune mounted the speeder bike and threw a look over her shoulder. “Shall we be going, Muffin?”

Apprehensions gone, the little girl ran and jumped…

In reality Faith ran and jumped on the speeder bike, gunned the speeder bike on and accelerated to full blinding speed; her senses locked in on her Father’s current moving position on Jabba’s sail barrage. Rune’s voice continued to speak inside her mind: Do not worry, Little Muffin. There is still time to bring your mother and father together, and when everything goes into effect there will be so much free time for them to spend together and reconcile. I promise you, with me in control of things, such dreams will happen.
You must trust me, Muffin. And remember: if you cannot handle the situation I will be more than happy to take over, and manage it for you. All you have to do is let it go to me, and I will always take care of it.
Faith never doubted Darth Rune, and she never gave her another thought as she raced across the desert world to whom she cared about the most. It was in her immaturity, her inexperience, and her naivety that allowed Rune to dupe the living Sith-Vhinech into letting the quite dead, Sith Maiden spirit do whatever she needed and wanted to be done. Magus Prophet’s own ambitions for his Faith contributed, allowing Rune to secure more of an advantage; he limited his daughter, and when Faith feared she couldn’t do more or couldn’t meet his high expectations she allowed Rune to take over and do what had to be done. When Faith knew her father was holding back and holding her back, Faith knew Rune would show her the truth: and Rune was more than happy to show the girl what she only wanted to show the girl. Every time Prophet was not straight with Faith, the more Rune took command over her. When it all came down Prophet would know the truth that all this time his plan was Rune’s plan, and when he was dealt with it would solely be her plan. Undoubtedly Prophet was brilliant: it would have been wrong for Rune not to steal the victory from him!
Rune was though seeing a little problem brewing; her ‘advantage’ was making her own decisions and then enforcing them. Her plans had to alter enough to where Faith was allowed to be such a thinker, and then in the end remove her as Rune originally had planned. Despite some hiccups and slight changes in plan, all was well.

In fact it was even better.

It was fantastic.

Rune could see victory….it was exactly seventeen days away.

The End of Act Two: Faith
