CHAPTER 26.0
System 99376534.
To the Republic that was the appropriate, official name for the distant, unknown system in the Unknown Regions.
To Naressa Rapier it was the end of a very long, absorbing journey. Or if she believed her Great Grandmother it was the end of the beginning. Not long after she dropped the Aeol Methda out of light speed she felt a significant disturbance in the Force that measured equally in both unsettling and puzzling categories. So much so she went so far as to use the ship’s limited sensor capabilities to help her determine what she was actually looking at and what she was feeling from the planet, the system, and everything else.

Before her from the small cockpit Naressa could see the planet, the third such planet of the ten available in the very young system but the only one that supported life. It supported a wide variety of life forms; none of them tribally sentient, hence no form of civilization. It possessed little in the way of detectable ores and possessed normal geographical characteristics that were unique only because they were a part of this world; the typical tall mountains, the ranges, the dry desert and the polar ice caps. With one moon that complimented it planet 99376534-C was just another ordinary planet on its face. Through the Force the planet -- on it and near it -- was anything but ordinary.

Careful in her piloting, Naressa kept her senses trained on a localized, gravitational event located just beyond the world’s primary gravitational influence; some half a million kilometers from the moon’s orbital path. Such a singularity would be ‘hot’ even on her ship’s pitiful hyperspace sensors, regardless at the rate of gamma ray decay or x-ray eruption and whether it pulled on objects or pushed against them. This, however, defied all the conventional and special laws and theories of physics; it was not meant to be there, and she felt that it wasn’t always there, but it occupied that point in space and at the same time in contradiction it was there as if it were meant to be there, and had been there for ages. In the latter it made mechanical sensors useless.
The Force, on the other hand, didn’t fair much better in determining what it was. All Naressa got back was her own thoughts: it wasn’t supposed to exist, but since it was here, now, it had always been here. It possessed no true depth, but an ‘assertion’ that space existed somewhere beyond the limits of its length and width. Personal impressions in describing such a unique and never before experienced scientific event may had seen moronic, but at best it was the least she could do to explain it to herself. One possibility: it was the end of a black hole. However there was no decay, no matter, and no sense that compression and exertion from such travel was in evidence. On the other hand there had been not one single discovery of a black hole’s end; only the theory given the evolution of quantum principal and its behavior in a stellar vacuum that matter and energy that goes into a black hole eventually reaches an end, combines, and continues in other forms that are not totally unique. Also such end would have nearly the same gravitational influence as its beginning, and through the Force as well; like all energy, the Force would bend and flex near such a phenomenon. Instead the Force passed freely, going into it as well as coming out of it. Where the Force went to, and where it was coming from, was the mystery that made Naressa be cautious around it; the affect was a blinding property that hindered even her senses, even her all seeing eyes. She piloted the Aeol Methda towards the world, where the mystery of the spatial event only deepened.
The world itself was fine on its face, and much of it through the Force told Naressa that it was normal. There was, when her ship was in orbit and had begun to pass over the southern most non-artic continent, an exception to the harmony; in a very small area, and various parts of the continent not far from it, the Force appeared to not exist. She surmised that it was possible that the energy was there, but on a different plane; the Force, like all other energies, had different ranges of frequency for living things existed within it with their own, unique frequency related to both the Universal and Living Force; it was essentially how living things had an affect on the Force and vice versa, transceivers as it were exchanging a common energy among the different facets of it. The ysalamari were a clear example of this; they existed in the Force on a negative plane, ergo the reason why their presence could negate the standard Force user who knew only how to use the common aspect of the Force, in the positive plane. Dark Purity Sith Maidens were another example, not only existing on another Force plane but with the ability to switch between the different energies, in to which that was how it was possible for Naressa to use the Dark Side on a ysalamari-plagued Orpheus last year. To specify it more profoundly, Sith Maidens operated on the Spiritual Force plane.
Yet from high above Naressa couldn’t tell what was at work here; whether or not the spatial event had anything to do with it was just one of a million possibilities running through her vastly educated mind. Like all observations a closer inspection would reveal much, much more detail and offer a definitive solution.

Where to start was answered when the Dark Side seemed to point out something near a series of mountains. Naressa put the Aeol Methda in a parking orbit above the location, the ship’s nose pointing towards it. Through her gifted eyes she watched the very minute, far away spot grow brighter in color as the rest of the surrounding area was darker and cooler; it was the Dark Side showing her a discrepancy, something that had occurred a long time ago that had altered the landscape. It wasn’t localized; there was a continuous, repeated pattern that appeared to be prior to the more distinctive pattern that caught her eye to begin with. There was something down there.
Using the sensors on the ship, the readouts were sketchy but profound: there was an heavy particle alloy composite at the end of the trail. “A ship,” Naressa said to herself, and now it made sense; the patterns she noticed were impact points of a crashing ship. More to the point there was a concentration of no known Force properties there, so undoubtedly she could find a link there. She had a feeling -- a growing, disconcerting one that -- that it was related to her current quest.
To play it safe, Naressa piloted the Aeol Methda towards the planet’s southern magnetic pole and parked it in very low orbit, using both the planet’s own mass and magnetosphere to cloak the ship from other’s notice. Although there was no one else around that she could detect she wasn’t taking any chances. She changed clothing, choosing the appropriate attire for exploration, and added only her newly constructed lightsaber as the only necessity she would need, figuring that she wasn’t going to be there for very long packing for a long hike made no sense. 
With cloak and hood raised, Naressa teleported herself down to the surface…
Of the very cold artic continent and then….

To a boreal forest that was nippy….

To a small island that was mild in temperature…

Finally, before her only a few miles was the mountain range she had seen from orbit; to the south, approximately a mile or so, was the crash site. She opted for this approach based on the same reasons she had for hiding her ship, although the distance between her and her ship was great enough that the risk of teleporting straight back to Aeol Methda would be a gamble. Being by herself it was a gamble worth taking tactically if it came down to it.
Naressa began her trek through the lush, yellow and orange autumn forest, getting a little wet from the knee-high ferns from a earlier rain storm. For the time being Naressa kept her power down to minimize her presence, in the event that those in the crash were somehow still there; she had her doubts, especially when it appeared that Magus Prophet was not only alive but may have had something to do with this crash. 
Of course it was all conjecture.
Naressa reached her destination just as the sun was setting, giving the scene of a moss grown over, partially buried, rusted and busted hollowed out section of what was once a starship a more eerie acquiesce. It had been here for a long time judging by the growth on it and around, but what was relatively new to the scene, what stood out of place, was the mini-power core case laying on its side just before the large, maw opening of the torn apart vessel. 
Carefully she proceeded towards it, looking around carefully, still unwilling to use her abilities until she was certain no one was still around. Reaching it, Naressa turned the case over, examining it, and discovered two things. For one, it was a Miztce 485 portable power unit, a model of power cell that came out a little over a year ago and used for a wide variety of applications, such as camping or small scientific expeditions. For another there was a dried-in handprint.
A Bothan handprint. In Bothan blood.

“Well, that’s not a good sign,” whispered Naressa quietly. She put the case down and used her powers to scan the surrounding area from her knelt down position. There was a wealth of history here that she could sense; a considerable amount that would take time to examine it all. At the same time the lack-of-Force phenomenon was still prevalent here, affecting her scans somewhat; essentially it was best describe as gaps in the Force, or missing pieces in the timeline. There was, strangely, hints that the affect was fading, or had been fading, but by no means did it reveal anything that the affect had been masking.

Resided to the fact that she had a lot to examine and explore, and sensing no immediate threats, and detecting no sign of the Bothan that left the bloody hand print or anyone else, Naressa carefully stood up and proceeded towards the ship. She noted the trampled down nature of the ground just outside the entrance; here, the lack of Force was very strong. She ran through the various energies she was aware of, and when those didn’t work she meditate a little and sought an answer by projecting her energies. What she found after a few moments was that it wasn’t a lack of Force but a whole new frequency in the Spiritual Force plane; one she never knew existed, and one she could barely read. She used her powers with the new frequency, discovering that although she was getting a better read on everything the range was very poor; metaphorically it was like she could only see, smell, and hear anything no more than a foot away from her. 

Carefully, Naressa continued on, switching with difficulty between the new frequency and her most reliable one in exploring the decrepit wreck. Without the ship whole she couldn’t make any determination of where it was from without a look at it’s computer core; if anything that could tell her more about how the ship survived the crash. She could use her ability to read it’s Force impressions, but she decided to wait.
The next compartment had smaller holes in the walls that pierced the hull, but none of them were as big as the entrance. It had caught Naressa’s eye because through one of the holes she could see what appeared to be animal skins in the dark. She moved closer to the hole, looked out, and saw dozens of such hairy hides of various colors, all thick, strung up, pulled taunt between poles made of tree wood, in the process of being tanned. A rotting smell overrode her nose when the wind blew into her face, revealing a very large and long time dead animal carcass hanging from a nearby tree; months old, the stag had been chewed on by passing critters and scavengers, leaving little left save for bones and meat so rotten it wasn’t even fit for carrion consumption. The carcass was held up by a bent piece of jagged metal presumably from the ship; the metal had been hammered through the tree which it was on, part of it bent to keep the metal from going through the hole.

Moving on through the dank, dark, cool corridor, Naressa came across a few more compartments that hadn’t really been used but whatever was once in them had been plundered; for survival perhaps. She passed a few compartments that were still sealed, although without power the doors could be opened easily. She sensed that she was in the part of the ship that was buried into part of the mountain base now, for no more light filtered through any of the damage. The smell of the next, large compartment having been lived in crinkled her nose a bit, telling her long before she used her Dark Vision to examine the place. It was a rather spacious compartment, at first assumed to be the bridge until realizing that no signs of monitors or equipment had occupied the flooring once in the middle or near the middle. The walls were littered with blown out or cracked blanks screens that would have illuminated images or graphics. Outlining the perimeter was the repeat of the same story save for the doors: a bank of equipment, monitors, hoses, apparatuses, sensor suites located directly above each individual stall, and a emergency life support capsule. It appeared to be the ship’s sick bay, long ago modified for habitable purposes.

A crude, childish picture!

Naressa did a double take and looked at the lower end of the wall, and sure enough there it was an immature, imaginative hieroglyphic done in what appeared to be in coal. She went over, bent at her knees, and examined it with the glow from her yellow eyes providing scenic illumination: it was at best an attempt at drawing a seven petal flower with a bright, shiny sun. Amused, she placed her hand on it, closed her eyes…
And nothing.

Naressa changed her focus, switching over to the new Spiritual Force frequency. Barely in her own eyes she could see the drawing being done so very, very long ago; well over a hundred years ago judging by the sounds of the whimsical, happy little Sithian song the child was humming. She, the child, was a little girl. A very happy, very curious creature filled with unaligned emotional desires, content on making this drawing THE very best drawing she had ever done!

Removing her hand, Naressa was hit with a reminder, of why she was here, on this planet. The new Spiritual Force frequency was not new; she had felt it before. Months ago, for the first time on Tatooine, after she had bartered with the Tusken Raiders. The little Sithian girl, the one that cried out for her mother, had done this drawing.
Astonished, Naressa stood up and flooded the compartment with her senses for more clues and evidence because that wasn’t an echo of the past that had reached her ears through the Winds of the Force on Tatooine. There were, she found, more children’s drawings, done by the same girl, none improving, using a different shade of coloring to depict her characters as the years went by; probably because she used up the previous color. The various drawings were of different, child-like themes, drawn at various different times that were dozens or more years in age: sunrises and flowers and water and one horned creatures with only five legs and fish that could not only fly but talk backwards while skipping on rocks; all and all, THE very best drawings she had ever done! 
One by one Naressa read off the short lived impressions of them, sensing no growth, no development mentally as the years and the decades and at least one century ticked on by. There was a growing feeling that the little girl may have been Sithian, but she had never been elsewhere in her life. There was a sense of familiarity in the pictures, that all of them were supposedly a depiction of her home world environment: this environment.
Reaching the north door of the sick bay after ‘feeling’ through more than dozens of small, crossing each other drawings, Naressa spotted a tiny little hand print next to the door frame, low to the ground. It was faint, and it was followed by another, slightly bigger but still tiny hand print above it that was equally faint. There was a third, and a forth, and so on until it got about to Naressa’s waist. She touched the top most hand print, and she felt the girl blackening her hand with a coal-water mixture, and then she would extend her arm out at shoulder height and press her palm against the wall; something she did every once in while as she grew…
“Progress marks,” Naressa mused softly. This was like a parent standing their child up against a door jam or seldom used strip of wall and marked the progress of their child’s growth by marking off their height. The last hand print of the girl’s was old, suggesting of course that the child made it years ago. “But that can’t be. She’s alive.” Naressa was certain of that, and wanted to prove it by examining the frame for more handprints…

Near the very top of the very tall door frame was a very fainted, but very, very large right hand print that made Naressa’s blood go cold; the palm of it could cover her entire face and part her head, and the long, meaty fingers could finish the encasement of anyone’s head; above each finger were sizeable holes as wide as the ends of the fingers. The hand print was applied with such force it left a detailed dent impression into the hardened metal.
Using the Dark Side to levitate herself to where the hand print and her eyelevel were equal, Naressa reached out with her hand carefully, preparing herself ahead of time for any psyche backlash that might occur before she placed her ghostly white hand upon the ancient metal…

…

……

………

With a confident, hard thrust he put placed his large, gray, heavily scared hand against the wall section, ensuring that the paint concoction he had mixed together would apply and stick. He flexed his fingers to remove his sharpened nails that gouged themselves into the steel, momentarily admiring what he had done, examining the print between his burned digits.

Turning his attention far downward, a tiny long haired little waif of a girl looked back at him earnestly, innocent and puzzled. She held up a minute little hand, the palm covered in the same black coal paint mixture as his was. She was so excited to do this she had a hard time controlling herself, evident with all the fingerprint smudges on her face and now with her need to plant her hand on his animal hide pant repeatedly. Her doe-full-of-hope dark brown eyes were filled with unmatched glee.
With control over himself and with patience that wasn’t being tested, Magus Prophet let the simple joy of the moment elicit a smile on his face. He reached down with the same hand….
Naressa nearly landed on her bottom after she took her hand off Prophet’s left behind hand print, forgetting for a moment while in shock that she was floating off the ground. It was the conclusions blazing through her mind so blindingly that made her loose concentration, and how so easily they fit in every single explanation. The weight of it all was in a head to head competition with the skin crawling creepy fact that Prophet was in possession of a little girl. There was confusion in this; the echoes of the memory suggested that the impression was left behind more than a century ago.
“That…can’t be,” Naressa breathed aloud. She backed up, nearly tripped, and finally stumbled to a back peddling stop against the lone, emergency life support capsule left in the sick bay. “Impossible.”
That will keep you alive until I can get you to a doctor………

With a gasp and a sprang in her step, Naressa leapt away from the capsule. The place became deathly quiet, for she did not make a sound not even breathing. For a rather childish moment, she had thought she had relived a moment in her own memories. A time when Enothchild had spoken to her when she was critically ill from the depression she had suffered for a long time. His words did not project comfort; clear they were that he had disproved of her actions and motivations for what she had done in the past……

Naressa shook her head, instantly scrambling her thoughts and putting them back in their proper order of context. What happened was the cross-sharing of Force impressions: thoughts that shared something similar in contextual subject matter, usually connected by individuals that took part in both instances. In affect her memories of what actually happened were replaced by the Force impressions left behind here; this happened when a Sith Maiden lost focus. Enothchild had never put her in this capsule, or any life support capsule; her depression sapped her life and soul, but never to the brink of death. He was never truly cross with her. She was never in such dire straits with him involved; she was in such a predicament last year and had gone to Korriban, where her Grandmother nursed her back to health.
On the dust covered capsule were her handprints.
Unsettling suspicion growing and fueled by the paranoia parts of the Dark Side of the Force, Naressa eyed the capsule. She brushed and rubbed her hands together, anxious anticipation adding considerable pressure to her gripping as she wrestled with the idea of touching the capsule, and touching the inside of the capsule. She had a bad feeling about this ship; a specter of last year thought destroyed along with Sanctuary. Then again, Prophet was supposed to be just as dead, and his presence was all over the ship; his handiwork evident everywhere she had looked.
Nervously taking in and letting go a relaxed breath in transition, Naressa forced the lid of the capsule open; easy for there was no power to engage the magnetic seal, but hard for age had not been kind to the hinges. A foul stench still escaped from it, odors of long ago trapped in the rotted material of the bed inside; bacterial decay having its way; it was foul worse than Shaklebare. Worse than that was the imbedded impressions she could all ready sense without having to touch that part of the capsule; it was thick and heavy with history, and it seemingly made sure it clung to the stench so she would have no choice but to breathe in the nuisances.
Naressa couldn’t shut off any of her senses now, and there was no turning back on the answers. She focused, felt, and read; focusing on Enothchild’s left behind impression as a starting point…

After he had spent a good share of time placing the Vhinphyc Elite Aggressor known has Helle'anglotov'vesil Evagan'wiwsk'shavage'anute into the emergency life support capsule, Enothchild said to her, “That will keep you alive until I can get you to a doctor and perhaps reverse the affects. Unlike you I seek justice on a more moral level, and unlike you it is not for me to decide if your life should end. Besides that I’m not going to overlook the fact that there may be a hundred of you still out there.” 
Naressa could feel his emotions and thoughts during the one sided conversation, and it was the Enothchild she knew all too well. He had done the damage that had put Helle into a deep coma. He contemplated about shutting off the life support systems and just let her slip away, but he didn’t want to wish that on her.

So.
Enothchild had removed himself from the capsule. The new thought impressions were coming from within the capsule. It was Helle’s impressions; Helle’s thoughts.

So…………………………………..ah. S…………Soooooooooooooooooooooah.

Naressa could ‘see’ the female Vhinphyc now; eyes closed, body battered from her attempt at killing Enothchild after she had tried to trick him. What she was reading wasn’t thought, or that it was thought but so incoherent it wasn’t classifiable as even being on the subconscious level. Helle had lost both blood and air to her brain, and her internal injuries were such that not even her Vhinphyckian physiology could repair, no matter how long she lived after this. The disassociation between body and mind made it impossible for Naressa to determine the exact state of her injuries. However the capsule was functional at the time; apparently working on a emergency back up power for it did it’s job keeping her clean and nourished.
With Enothchild gone, all there was in the past was Helle, stuck in a capsule all alone, on board her ship. This ship, the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado, that should have been destroyed along with the planet Sanctuary.
Once again the interesting note that what had occurred with the capsule Naressa felt that it did happen last year, and yet at the same time it did not happen last year. Opening herself up a little to the Dark Side, paying attention to the whispers in the Winds she heard a conflicting story: it had happened as she knew it, and it had happened two hundred years ago.

Before she could question the paradoxical logic she felt a distant stirring in the Dark Side; attached to the capsule was a all too familiar presence of Magus Prophet. She remembered the vision from the doorway, and the visions of the little Sithian girl who drew pictures on the walls. That there was another paradox; she questioned the possibility, like before with Enothchild, that she was crossing up impressions. The answers were forthcoming, and only a psychometric reading away.
Focusing on the Prophet impression….
It had been a struggle for him; one long crawl with only one regenerated arm over miles of terrain, pulling and dragging a tremendous mass of mostly unusable flesh and bone and evil, losing pieces of the remains of his flesh in the tangle weeds and rock and dust. He had made it, his spirit and body still strong after taking such a beating that should had killed him. But if this was luck, with nearly all of his flesh burnt off by a Force Fire, his pain receptors constantly firing to remind him of his failure in case his foggy, boiled mind had forgotten the memory, then Magus Prophet wished such luck on someone else.
Luck had it was, Prophet had managed to find himself at what he thought was the end of his days; on board his ship, gravely injured, soon to be extinct. A fate he had deserved for he had broken his promise: he had hurt his Juna. The consequences at long faded into his memory and fate had made sure he paid, and every single time he fought fate in the forms of Dace Palpatine, his Sithian apprentice, the Black Rose, and finally all those who were Juna’s allies fate struck back hard ten fold. Die was fate’s message. Fate demanded he fall, and fallen he had.
There was a smell that had awakened him; his nose the only organic sensor array that was operational after the Force induced fire had consumed most of his soft tissues; had burned out his eyes. He did not remember how, but all Prophet knew was that he found himself on a ship, leaving the Orpheus…

Now he was here. He presumed Sanctuary, but Prophet wasn’t certain. He didn’t recall landing the ship, or flying it for that matter. When he had awaken he discovered that he could see again. He did not like what he saw; of himself, of the remains of the ship that smoked, burned, and smoldered, burning things around him. He felt the need, the instinct to survive although his sane, rational will desired death. It was his curse now, the beast within. The beast that he was. It craved and craved and never, ever stopped. He would not die on his back, not while his dark heart beat strong. Not while his Juna still lived; a feeling he knew in his heart.
Compelled Prophet had dragged himself northward, across the blackened, scorched earth for no special reason. After days and nights he found himself in the only intact section of the remains of the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado; ironically the frontal aft section that had been wedged between the engineering section and the command deck was the weakest part of the battleship interceptor in terms of armor strength and shielding. Yet, like him, it had somehow survived the crash, whereas everything and everyone else had not.
Prophet had not known it at the time, but he had reached the capsule that had contained Helle and died with his body resting against the base face down; his death status was short lived. Like on the Orpheus before, after Juna had killed him with her weapon, after Darth Sidious killed him with his, and after the Black Rose -- Prophet was always insistent on referring to Naressa as the Black Rose -- had done him in with her three quick slices, and after his malicious touch upon his Juna’s skin had burned him badly and after Sarch had thrown him to his doom and after the ship he had somehow got himself on crashed, dark, unnamed, and unanswerable energies found within would surface to his skin. In turn it drew the Dark Side to his mortal form to supply even more energy; energy not meant to be touched by any mortal. From there, the energies would bond and draw upon a third energy that was imbedded upon his flesh and deep within his unholy spirit; an apparent curse he had inherited from his ancient, biological father; the dark ruler of Vhanba, the one called Overlord. Whispers of an ancient evil spoke the names of those both forms of evil had taken, erasing such collected soul from Prophet with burning, blistering affect. When finished, his morbid corpse drew breath once again.

All this time, Helle was a quiet audience of one, absolutely unaware that her greatest enemy was recovering on the other side of the capsule’s transparent lid; whereas she existed with no awareness or chance of a real recovery.

When he had regained consciousness days later Prophet was still in a great deal of pain, weakened by the process of returning to life and healing; and healed he really did not. His once reddish skin hue was gravel gray, and covered in burn scars some where white and some were a smudgy black. He could see it himself with new eyes. The eyes looked beyond the flesh of his body, motivated by his insatiable hunger for meat; any meat would do. The same eyes spotted the helpless flesh of Helle, metaphorically packaged in front of him for freshness purposes. Adrenaline pumping, Prophet forced himself to his feet, grabbed the lid, and broke the magnetic seal with ease. He grabbed Helle’s right arm and opened his large, fanged mouth wide, unhinging his mouth from the upper jaws; his teeth seemingly growing longer as his gums retracted back…
A scuttling noise caught Prophet’s attention, turning him around to find a pot bellied herbivore starring at him, sniffing and trying to determine if he was friend or foe.

To Prophet, it was live and kicking food! His favorite!...........

Time passed in Naressa’s third person realm, watching the non-important blur by in a haze and mist, only to slow and find some focus and reveal the thoughts of those involved in this real life play. Prophet was before Helle again, only this time he was clothed in freshly skinned animal hides; he didn’t tan them, leaving bloody stains on his exposed parts of his body. His left arm did not grow back, and nor would it for it had been removed during the burning process he went through back on the Orpheus. He was strong again after having gorged on many prey, but in his mind and body he was still feeling incredible physical pain; the Force burns were never going to heal; the pain continuously induced continuously by the Force, so his own sensitivity worked against him; a tireless torturer that really let loose whenever he had tapped the Force. It hurt him to move, think, breath, and talk.
What also hurt him, what hurt him the most and what made Naressa’s lips curl in anger, was Prophet’s feelings for Juna. He pained over what he had done to her. He wanted her. He was so lonely here, on this world he now -- rather then -- believed was not Sanctuary; wherever he was he had wished Juna was with him. He would spend the remanding days of his life apologizing to her, tending to her every need and fulfilling every desire she wished; if that meant she wanted him dead, he would find a way. Anything for his Juna to ease her pain and suffering, for that would ease his pain and suffering.
Naressa could care less about his pain and suffering; it was less than he properly deserved!

This was Prophet’s purgatory and like all purgatories it was designed by him, he had created the situation that put him here, on this world, and where he couldn’t even hear a whisper of Juna’s voice through the Force. He had expected to feel even the slightest smidge of her existence, but through the pain that fueled him to push and fueled him to suffer more he did not find her. He did not feel her.

He feared the worst. He thought she had died. He did not believe that, but he could not explain why he could not feel her. The loneliness may kill him. There was a part of him that wished that if he knew for certain that his love, his muse, his passion was no more. Not even the animal within him was powerful enough to re-will him. It did spurn him to think; the thoughts, thanks to time, were too incomprehensible for Naressa to read.
Prophet stared down upon Helle and said in a pain-filled voice, “So we meet formally for the first time, Helle'anglotov'vesil Evagan'wiwsk'shavage'anute. If you could you would have agreed upon better, more warrior-appropriate circumstances.” He looked upon her with growing contempt as memories too faded for Naressa to get a read on were exposed. “To believe you and I were meant to be……How such an idea sickens me. Again I think you would have agreed.”

This was interesting: Enothchild speculated, but never could prove, that Prophet had a much deeper knowledge about Helle than Helle had of Prophet. Naressa had her own theories, and felt Prophet was not something that just came out of nowhere. There were whispers in the Force back on Korriban that spoke of the Caladente Cexpoian aalu Prophecnas; translated from Vhinphyckian to Basic, it meant Project of the Dark Prophets. With such a title associated with a beast named Prophet that no one had ever seen in the universe before it could not have been a coincidence; especially when a earlier, similar project had produced the Vhinech in the first place, which Prophet was by definition but was so much, much more. This admission proved that Enothchild was right in his suspicions.
“The marvels of your people’s technology have once again superseded your people’s wisdom,” preached Prophet to the silent choir of one. “Such blatant neglect leads to a loss of control.” Prophet leaned towards the capsule, placing his lone right hand on the glass lid and looked ready to gloat. “Did you not see the paradigm before your fall into darkness? I feel that you had. Look at you now” he stopped for a second and winced in pain “a thoughtless shell of a living entity, surviving on dedicated machinery. Your fate solely resting…on the fate of others.”
Helle, of course, did not give a rebuttal.

“And what great horror is there in such terms when your fate decider is the same one…who had ended your parentage,” slurred Prophet. He took his hand off the lid, reaching out for something…

The past faded out of Naressa’s sight, cutting her out of Prophet’s left behind impressions. That was the tricky part about left behind impressions: sometimes one time contact with any object or being was enough to broadcast the whole story, and sometimes it required constant contact throughout the episode, and more often than not it’s a little in between. Just when she understood that perhaps Prophet’s continuation was done, that left her with Helle’s impressions still imbedded deep into the capsule’s laid back table. Without trying Naressa had a pretty good idea what happened to the female; a fate she pretty much deserved in her point of view since Helle was somewhat responsible for causing the physical separation between Naressa and Juna at Uiennar, and her recklessness contributing to the loss of Naressa’s unborn Gessa. Other than her own thoughts, Naressa did not have much more to go on here.
Standing up though Naressa was made aware of something; a feeling washed over her, one that urged her to leave the wreckage and head on a north by northwest trek some two hundred yards away. Outside the natural wind blew, and upon her ears she heard Helle’s name spoken in the past tense, blowing in the very same direction she had to travel. The walk was a little treacherous with its small climbs and rock juts. After the first go around with such ways Naressa just used the Dark Side to glide to the small cliff summit that overlooked the floor and ship below it. There the whispers grew louder, and then silenced when she spotted Helle’s prayer sword sticking out of the ground, hilt and handle up and acting as a grave marker.

Arousing curiosity, Naressa satisfied the feeling by casting her senses downward. Helle’s remains were indeed there and otherwise with natural decomposition all intact. She shook her head, marveling at inconsistent nature that was Magus Prophet. In one motion he quite literally consumes his enemies, and in another he honors them without desecration.

Then again, as long as anyone has known his history, Prophet always seemed to had done something so honorable and right whenever he gained something from it in some way. It was as if the animal was having moments of sane clarity and had remembered he was once a ordained Path reverend, a creature of relative peace. Another way to brand it: superstition; having succeeded in something very, very important Prophet did not want his good fortune to become bad luck by having done something far more wrong than he previously had; an idea so oxymoronic considering who thought that it more or less was the definition of the word. Giving Helle a proper burial had an important purpose that had nothing to do with honor or doing the right thing. The true reason was what prompted Naressa to come here.

Naressa looked the whole scene over, taking everything into account with her eyes. The sword, broken in half when it had impaled Enothchild’s leg and he then removed it, stood silent watch over the long since grown over earth. Helle’s body was buried in the upright position, the ground of her head a solid foot below the surface as required under the burial provisions of Holy Warriors of the Path; it was believed that once the last scoop of dirt was laid to bare upon the warrior’s body, the warrior’s spirit would find themselves standing upright outside the gates that protected the Lands of Plenty and be ready to fight immediately upon arrival against their own, unsettled sins; an advantage to have for lying down upon their arrival made them easy targets. So often was the tradition to bury other important items the passed would need for the fight, such as more weapons or personal items to spur on motivation if the Gates to the Lands of Plenty were not enough to do so.

“You really went out of your way to placate her,” mused Naressa aloud suspiciously. Finding a whole skeleton, she frowned. “Not even a nimble of her fingers.” Continuing the examinations, she continued to find age on everything; again although everything happened last year the rusting of the blade, the growth, and the state of the body below told of events happening long centuries ago.
Something out of place caught her notice: below one of Helle’s feet. It was not a weapon, and it seemed so out of place. Naressa got a Force Grip on it and summoned it through the many yards of dirt. It popped into her grasping, right hand…
NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!!
Naressa let go of the object and fell on her back hard, the impact of the fall dazing her and the impact of the Force impression flooring her with extreme shock. There was loads of impressions on the object, but it was Juna’s screaming that overwhelmed her mother who did not expect it. Force users left behind the most readable impressions, but Sith Maidens left the strongest and the longest lasting; amplified by the shared heritage they had with one another, no where was it strongest between a mother and her daughter. The trauma of the impression left behind caused significant traumas of Naressa’s past to creep to the surface of her mind; she felt the flesh open on the back of her head that was created by Darth Rune’s apprentice’s blade, an errant slice to her infant head; she watched her Father slowly die; she came across Bendian’s ripped in half body after she came to from destroying half of Rapier Manor, knowing that Prophet had done killed her Husband; the self fought battle to save her and Enothchild’s unborn child after being gravely injured, struggling to draw on every last erg of the Force within her that was not spent on transforming her into a Dark Pure Sith Maiden, a battle she would painfully lose…
The old pains of the loss returning for the first time since she had reconciled the matter with her unborn Daughter, Naressa held her lower abdomen and fought the pain and the tears as she stood back up. Feeling subsiding as she reclaimed her center, she stared at the small, broken construct trying to understand what it was before having to touch it again. No inspiration from observation, she went through the horde of impressions she read instilled in her mind…

Juna’s, of course…

Prophet was a close second, and the last living being to have touched it…

Then there were one or two Humans she did not know, but she was left with the impression that they were loyal to the Mersader Conglomerate; the now-defunct business alliance that had sided with the Vhinech Order, sworn rival enemies of the Trade Federation.

Naressa carefully picked the object up, a glass and metal bound construct that appeared to be used for holding liquid mediums. She kept her focus and pushed back the onslaught of pain and discomfort of her Gessa’s cries that radiated off of it, literally burning her hands with the outpouring of anguish and suffering. Upon a little more looking over, there was a collar seal on it to allow whatever was put in and taken out of it to be safe from air contamination; it suggested that it was used for medical or scientific purposes.

It’s significant nature couldn’t be ignored. With deep concentration and shielding her mind with many layers of emotion Naressa sought to read further into her Gessa’s left behind impressions. She saw Juna standing up on a table shouting at the top of her lungs at a handful of unrecognizable entities, pleading with them that she wasn’t unconscious. The entities, more or less humanoids with no faces, began to close in on her with ungodly-looking torture instruments. Try as she might Juna only could scream at them; she couldn’t do much more, not even run away…
Before the pain struck again, Naressa pulled away from what was clearly an event that did happen, but not exactly the way it was portrayed. Juna’s perceptions of the event were based on her semi-conscious mind, her imagination filling in the blanks of missing data that her conscious senses would have provided. Whatever it was it hurt Juna very badly, heightening the hysteria of the event. Not wanting to take another trip through, Naressa shifted her attention to Prophet’s impressions…

The familiar scene of the wreck was before Naressa again, and this time the vision was picking up where she had last left off; Prophet taking his hand off the capsule and summoning something to him. It was the container in her hand, a medical specimen sphere, and it contained…Juna?
“You will not die, Helle'anglotov'vesil Evagan'wiwsk'shavage'anute,” said Prophet coolly, holding up the sphere in front of her. “I have a important fate for you to fulfill.” He put the sphere into a receptacle, the collar seal feed into a receiver. He then typed a series of commands on the capsules’ command keyboard. Naressa looked at the display before both she and Prophet attached to the machine and read what was on the screen, text in Vhinphyckian: Surrogate Implantation Program Commencing…
Scanning…

Donated tissue viable…note: unknown variable constant detected. Harmless… 
Patient stable and functional. Currently receptive…..note: patient in deep comatose state. Probability of successful implantation is at fourteen percent…

Commencing with implantation…
On the screen a transparent diagram of Helle’s body appeared. It showed her lower pelvis, and then it showed the Vhinphyc’s inner feminine workings. A small apparatus was shown on the screen, extending a long injecting needle that struggled to pierce the skin and the underlying muscle to reach the lone fallopian tube. Piercing the membrane, the program accessed the sphere and injected carefully one of Juna’s harvested eggs…
“FORCE NO!” screamed Naressa loudly as she pulled herself out of the trance. The implications were far too easy to understand now, and its significance with all the other understandings gathered horrific. Raven Nimh was right, she would have never believed it if anyone had told her. She had to see, she had to know. Juna’s eggs; a vulnerable Helle; an evil all too willing to exploit any advantage it had come across; all equaled the little Sithian girl.
Magus Prophet was roaming the galaxy with a Sith Maiden for a daughter by his side!
And not just his daughter! His and Juna’s daughter!
