CHAPTER 17.0
The long jump to Maradest was much needed for the trio on the Ruby Heirloom. The fight against the Mistryl showed after the brawl, and like all fights that featured big, deep bruising it really reared its ugly head by the next day. Always spot on with such sayings but never realizing the consequences until it was out of his big mouth, Dizzy brought out the ‘ugly head’ anthology when Muriel appeared in the galley. Enothchild thought for certain he would have to restrain Muriel like he did back at the docking bay on Commenor, but she was content with making Dizzy hop around for an hour after she kicked his badly sprained ankle. Enothchild envied them; at least they could move even if it was painful for them. 

Vhinphycs as a species were very near invulnerable to means of affliction or harm that could kill normal beings easily, much of it due in part to their biological density, from thick cells to thick bones to thick skin. However near invulnerability did not mean absolute invulnerability. Vhinphycs were thinking, breathing, pain feeling and expressive, consuming and expelling entities: living creatures that need necessities and had to maintain biological good health in order to survive. Enothchild was as fragile as any being, it just took a whole three to five orders of magnitude more to crack him. The obvious points of physics was noted: to crack such a tough nut, a tremendous amount of energy had to be applied. As always physics forgets to mention the outcome.
In Enothchild’s case it was shrunken bone mass due to prolonged exposure to high voltage electricity -- a side effect very few people in the galaxy ever consider when it came to the subject of after effects of electrocution.  Thanks to the Mistryl’s force pikes it dehydrated his body of replenishment cells produced in the bone marrow. Everything was affected, but the bones and joints were the worst off. He thought his own muscle mass was going to break his back when he sat down at the galley table. He sat there for the rest of the day and let the Force flow through him to heal what it could, eating a lot in between. Using the Force was a struggle as well; the last force pike attack in the back of the neck sent direct currents to his brain and left him with persistent migraine headaches that came and went. Given that the attack it should have killed him. but under the painfully, head pounding circumstances Enothchild would and had to take it.
The following day Enothchild felt better, but he still wasn’t far from where he was before the fight on Commenor. His badly injured leg was now inflamed, swollen, and begged him not to put any weight on it. The loss of healed tissue around the knee joint was a very significant set back and could have forced Enothchild off the hunt and back in a hospital bed if he hadn’t retreated carefully back to his room, requested quiet and peace from the others, and let himself fall into a healing trance. For the last day or so Muriel was very eager to tell him something; he could sense it on the edge of her mind without the Force by just looking at the apprehensive way she spoke around subjects she was discussing; trying to make something out of small talk. The ringing gongs going off in his head that were the migraine attacks had found their way to his facial expressions and therefore the former Royal Chief of Staff told him it had to wait.

Going in, he knew there was no guarantees it would even be a quartered healed. The alternatives forced him to do it. Thus it was the horrible truth of the near invulnerable: when they are hurt, they really, really, really are very hurt and more times than not they’re never, ever the same once they heal.
That didn’t matter to Enothchild too much. His only concerns were for Juna and Naressa. He kept that in mind and put everything else aside when he fell into his trance: he was doing this, all of this, for them…

He could not give up….
No matter what….

….

The home was dark, small, quaint and was filled with the smells of burning wood. By the crackling fireplace light it gave it and the other subjects inside -- the surfaces, corners, edges, rounds and flats -- definition. It was nighttime, and Enothchild knew that because he could see out the open doorway that was dead ahead of him. Beyond the door frame there was a clear and starry night that would beckon the hopelessly romantic. Though they shined brilliantly it was the lunar satellite unseen from inside that gave the remains of the sky a bluish hue and betrayed the barren, hilly landscape for seemingly miles and miles below the cabin; beyond a couple of feet everything was in seeable silhouette. 
The natural noise of the fire was drowned out by the musical hymns of a hummed lullaby. It came from outside the young feminine tone, soft and natural, filled with appreciation, dedication, warmth and love. The joyful hums that could only belong to a mother.
Enothchild’s curiosity was all ready peaked just by being in such a rustic place that reminded him of the home he had shared with his Nadja on her home world of Alderaan. Multiplying the curiosity was the mother’s song selection. The lullaby was very familiar to him. To others in the galaxy it was highly improbable that they would know of it given its origins. It was called ‘Hue’egan Co’loh’du Exoree N’uyau Guar’mai  Kissil Lauana’mao’. Translated from Vhinphyckian, it was ‘Thee Who Lies in Presence’s Hands of Comfort’. His Mother, his Human Mother Anka-Dee Sura, hummed that particular tune to him well into his teen years, having learned of the hymn from the SON disk his Vhinphyc parents had left them.

Compelled, Enothchild moved towards the doorway to see who the mother was and perhaps the child she may have been holding in her arms. His steps were unbelievably quiet, for certain he knew in his heart that he was lumbering about slowly to reach his destination. He could hear the creaking of a rocking chair, the noise of creaking wood complaining about how it was being used over and over again in two different languages in cadence with the slow rocking, back and forth.
He reached the doorway. The chair, the cloaked figure in the chair, the mother under that cloak in the chair, and the baby in the cloaked mother’s arms sitting together in the rocking chair was situated just to his right. She was clearly staring down at her sleeping bundle, clearly humming, clearly unaware of anything else surrounding her. She was well hidden under her black cloak, practically a shadow in the cascading moonlight. The baby was very visible in the evening light, newborn in size and features, wrapped all in a delicate white, and clearly not bothered by the coolness of the air or by the dark specter that cradled him or her.

There was no question that the mother was possessed by the dark side of the Force. No further question needed that this woman was a Sith. Enothchild just knew all of this in his heart and did not ask for a reason why. Many years ago he would have been troubled by such a sight. After so many years with Naressa in his life he doubted very much that he could ever find such a sight disturbing. In fact he felt certain that was what he was looking at. It caused him a little pain that was much more than what he had been feeling physically before he fell into his healing trance, for now he wondered if this was bad mental bleed off of emotions dripping into his trance; his feelings of watching Naressa leave them, coupled with the loss of their unborn child.
This could not be what might have been. That would mean this was only a dream. A Jedi did not dream. What a Jedi sees while in trances or while they sleep was not just merely exaggerations of imagination. Often they saw visions of the past or future, the future clouded considerably due to unclear detailing and often times were filled with metaphors. Or it was one huge metaphor itself. This could not be what might have been. This was what could be.

A white, black fingernail-tipped hand emerged from hiding in the robe sleeve, reached out to caress the baby’s tiny head. Familiarity established Enothchild stepped forward and he spoke. Nothing came out when he said Naressa’s name, but she heard it. She stopped caressing the baby’s head, turned her head towards him….
Staring back at Enothchild, causing him to back up a step, was not Naressa but Juna in Dark Purity form, complete with the white skin and the yellow glaring eyes, non-scarred in physical appearance….beautiful…..smiling….
“Meatsack Filling Station, how may I serve you gentlebeings today?”

It took Enothchild at least five very long seconds to realize that he was being spoken to, and in that time he really was lost. He didn’t recall emerging from his trance. He didn’t recall their arrival on Maradest. In the back of his head he knew Muriel had spoken to him for a very long time prior to him entering the trance and then afterwards. He was truly surprised to see that he wasn’t alone, that both Muriel and Dizzy were indeed with him, standing behind him to take the lead, looking at him with the same perplexed look he bore; the difference had to be that whereas he didn’t know how he got to this point they either just assumed he taken the point naturally or had actually had a conversation with them and completely forgotten it.
Before Enothchild could say anything a metal throat clearing brought all their attentions back around. The droid behind the counter within the confines of what amounted to a cheap, quick food processing box leaned towards them with its big, sensor array head in a impatient mannerism suggesting that the was waiting to hear something. If it had eyebrows it would have raised them, perhaps make its eyes grow big if it had any. It was very easy for the group to imagine it. 
“Oh, I-I’m sorry,” said Enothchild, slightly embarrassed, moderately confused, and deeply worried. The latter feeling was really justified, for a Jedi could not ‘lose themselves’ in reality like he just did. Even when the circumstances during that time were peaceful. Also it was natural to feel strange and concern when one realized that they lost about five days of memories; worse when the whole time seemed to clump together in a span of about five minutes. At this moment that was what it felt like, from Commenor to Maradest and what he remembered in between. “I was wondering….”

Enothchild stopped and looked at Muriel for silent assistance. The red head stepped forward and asked politely, “We heard that you are a twenty-five, five eating establishment.”

“Yes, Madam,” said the droid. “I operate the establishment for my master. Would you like to order something today?”
“Yes. The number twenty-three meal.”

Still confused, Enothchild glared at the menu listings above them and noticed there was only twelve meals listed, and even that they were not that much different in variety. Was he hungry? Were they eating before the made inquiries?

The droid stood up taller and said. “If that is all today, then your total will be one hundred credits a piece for each inquiry. Is it one or multiple inquires?”

“It’s multiple inquires,” said Muriel. The droid nodded in understanding and Muriel rattled off names, starting with Rooney Tufuse and going on down.

Meanwhile Enothchild retreated with Dizzy along side of him. “Hey, you okay? What the hell happened?”

“Dizzy, I don’t…really remember how I got here.” Enothchild told his friend straight. “It’s like…I was lost in my thoughts. I mean totally lost in them.” He looked at Dizzy, who was looking at him cocked eyed. “Didn’t I…seem strange to you?”
“Not counting now?” asked Dizzy. Enothchild tried not to roll his eyes at the obvious jest. “Seriously?” Enothchild nodded. “You’re joking! We talked. You and Muriel talked, like, four times. We all talked about Naressa. You threw some ideas around. I told you all about Maradest and the informant droid here disguised as a quick food pusher. You don’t remember all that?”
“What did we talk about?” Enothchild could see bits and pieces of the conversations now appearing in his mind, a mind that was now clear of cobwebs. Then again…his mind was clear prior to his realization that he went from a vision to now. “I mean exactly. I’m remembering things a little now.”

“Well we talked about Naressa leaving.” Dizzy then looked at Enothchild oddly. “Do you remember that?”

“Naressa leaving yes. The conversation no.”

Dizzy scratched his bluish, curly hair. “It was pretty short. You said she left, gave no reason why. Muriel was mad about it, but yesterday morning she dropped a bomb on us.”
Enothchild held up a hand to stop the presentation. At first he thought it was odd that he didn’t tell the two the reason Naressa gave him for leaving. Remembering the reason he stopped himself and realized why he kept uncomfortably silent. Still, it was interesting to find out what the bombshell was: he seemed to recall Faradi being mentioned in the conversations the last few days. “What was it?”

Now Dizzy seemed hesitant to talk. He sighed and said, “Just before Muriel became Juna’s Guardian, some gal tried to pay her off in return for information.”

After hearing that the name flashed very brightly in his mind. “Vesgevi!”

Muriel whirled around with a frown on her face. The droid said calmly, “That will be another hundred, plus another hundred for the late inquire fee.”
Dizzy gave Enothchild’s chest a friendly backhand. “So you do remember! You acted the same way when she said it.”
“Ah, no Dizzy, I don’t quite remember,” said Enothchild, frustrated and growing a bit apprehensive towards this little forgotten tidbit. “But I do know of House of Vesgevi.”

“Yeah, you said they were Sith sympathizers or something. From Dantooine.”
Enothchild nodded and sighed out in disgust. The Jedi knew of the Sith conspirators that still existed in the galaxy, their allegiance not ending when their ancient ancestors bared witness to the end of the Sith War. “They were once like the Rapiers; powerful in the realm of politics, always holding onto their planet’s seat in the Senate, plugging in one family member-…”

“Right after the other,” Dizzy finished for him. “Yeah, you said the same thing yesterday too. They got caught, cut a deal, lost their chair and never can they hold a seat in political office of any kind ever again. Ain’t that a little cruel? I mean….after all these years. Don’t get me wrong, they do deserve it.”

Enothchild looked at Dizzy and said thoughtfully, “You could reasonably argue that.” He shook his head. “Myself, Nadja, and many, many other Jedi have connected some of the most  violent terrorist attacks and political assassinations to several of the descendents of the Sith conspirators. Their corrupt connections run very deep still in the Republic long after the Jedi Order had found them out. Some of these people still believe to this day that they haven’t lost. That they were never wrong.”
“Sounds like sore losers,” lamented Dizzy.

“Or people with a lot of optimism in regards to the future, and know something we don’t.” With this information Enothchild didn’t like the way things were going even more. It was too much of a coincidence that the Vesgevis were interested in the Rapier’s only child. Once again he was reminded that there was no coincidences when dealing with the Force.
Enothchild let his glance look at Muriel sidelong. Then he mentally kicked himself. If Naressa had let Muriel live after all this time then clearly Muriel was no double-crossing agent of the Vesgevis. She was Juna’ friend, not her downfall.

Clearing his throat, Enothchild looked back to Dizzy quickly. “Well it could be a minor problem. If the Vesgevis really do know who Juna really is it would be too tempting to pass her up. I doubt they are in the hunt, but they must be considered.”

Dizzy threw his hands up in frustration and said, “Can you tell me why folks like this exists? Why let them live? Why didn’t the Jedi like…wipe ‘em out.”

It was really a dumb question. Enothchild would have thought that Dizzy knew better, but sometimes the Sullustan didn’t always have his wisdom cap on. “Unless they take immediate, threatening action Dizzy they are like you and Naressa: innocent until they show conclusively otherwise at that moment.” The Sullustan nodded, realizing that what he had said was totally against the grain of his more mature thinking. “They’re protected by the same laws everyone else is.”
“And they know it, too,” said Dizzy sulking. He noted Muriel’s return, bringing Enothchild around to look. “What’s up?”

“Quite a bit,” she said. She looked at Enothchild. “You all right?”

Enothchild held up a hand to assure her that he was all right. Deep down he really wasn’t. Talking to Dizzy had chased away the vision he had of Juna; talking about his forgetfulness seemed to bring it back bright and clear in his head. “What did you find out?”
“Tufuse and his gang was here; so was the Millennium Falcon, captained by a tall girl with one eye,” Muriel said proudly. “They left here in a hurry about two days ago, destination unknown.” Her face fell a little. “Now the bad news.”

“Bad news?” Dizzy looked up at Enothchild and furthered. “Destination unknown isn’t the bad news?”

Muriel pursed her lips for a moment, and then she explained. “They left in a rush because something odd happened here the night before. See all these ships?” She pointed at towards the ships, sitting around with engines cold. “Their owners, their crews, a good bulk of people in the surrounding docking bay all got sick on some bad batch of spice. It was a big mess down here, it took the police here hours to round everyone up.”

Dizzy and Enothchild exchanged looks. Enothchild questioned Muriel with his eyes and she continued. “Actually…most of them went insanely mad. They had to be taken to the local hospitals. And our burger-flipping droid remembers two of Tufuse’s cronies were part of the group. The bad news, Husband of Mine, is that they’re probably are only clue to catching up with Juna.”

Dizzy sighed and said, “True. Maradest don’t keep track of the comings and goings of ships. Everyone here is a bit crooked.”

Enothchild grimaced at the thought of trying to extract information from someone permanently flipping out on spice. Worst, he let his eyes take note of the police alert sensors all conveniently visible outside of the hull near the open and free hatchways. It was a tactic by law enforcement to try and catch whoever else was a part of the ships’ crews, trying to nab spice users, abusers, or smugglers who may still have cargo on board as bait. But whoever tried to board those ships was going to be stopped, possibly arrested, and given a routine of questions similar to the time consuming ones on Duro. So boarding the ships to access the ship’s logs or sensor data was out. Even if he could use the Force to blind the sensors and anyone else of his presence Enothchild was certain there were data flags loaded into the computer cores to alert police of his presence. It was a good chance the police would be only a couple hundred feet away anyways.
The Jedi Master on that note looked at the droid quite a distance away. He turned his back to it and said to the other two, “This was probably not a good idea. The police are monitoring everything and everyone, seeing if anyone asks questions about ships and people.”

Muriel sighed and said, “Well, Dizzy only knows the droid and you did object.” He gave her a look. “You said so before you lost your train of thought, remember?”

Enothchild sighed again and said, “Do you know where the two crewmembers are?” Muriel nodded silently. “Dizzy, get the hatch to the ship closed tight.” He looked around with clenched gut. “Something’s not right here.”

While Dizzy then argue and went back to the ship quickly, Muriel looked at Enothchild and said, “You sure you’re all right?”

He almost said no, but Enothchild closed his mouth and nodded his head. Muriel didn’t believe him, but she didn’t want to argue with him or go tell him to go wait on the ship; not if he didn’t have a good feeling; they just got done a few days ago having to fight for their lives and there was no telling when they would have to do it again so soon. In some ways they didn’t want another Duro situation, where the authorities whether intentional or unintentional could slow them down. Maradest -- Enothchild was remembering more -- was a Republic world officially, but unofficially more than one crime syndicate called the planet part of their territory. Therefore the authorities, or anyone else, could be trusted.
Oddly though, Enothchild wished he would worry more about the obvious and unseen danger around than what he kept to himself. Standing out clear in his mind was the vision he had of Juna over everything else; for the moment he wished he could forget.

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

CHAPTER 17.1

The hospital, which was inconveniently far from the docking bay, proved to be the cleanest of any of the urban buildings the trio saw on the ride there. Whether the graffiti artists respected it or just ran out of paint was a lively topic of debate between Dizzy and their very annoying speeder cab driver. For a Human the driver had the mannerisms and respectability of a Kowakian monkey-lizard and was even getting under Enothchild’s iron clad nerves; it didn’t help the Jedi Master that he was receiving a steady diet of such reprehensible beings for the last three months. It wouldn’t have mattered if it weren’t for the fact that he had what he felt was a disturbing vision of Juna. Disregarding what was all involved in the vision it still left an unanswered question: what exactly did it have to do with him?
With such a thing on his mind and with Nadja’s words form eight months ago and Naressa’s words floating around in the background of his thoughts Enothchild focused a little too hard on opening the door when they stopped. Wanting too much for a change of scenery he pushed the lifting upward door up and off its hinges. He sighed regrettably as the cab driver went off.

“My door! My door! You big oaf! Look what you did to my door! You smelly, good for nothing bastard! You three, out! OUT! I’ll make sure you don’t get a cab in this town again! Pay me! Out! Pay me now! Out!”

Dizzy took the debit chit from Muriel, gave the man more than enough to cover the damage via transmission, and added rudely through the transparisteel partition separating the driver from his passengers, “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh shaddup, monkey sack! Go buy yourself a vowel!”

Enothchild placed the door back on the cab, and then he gave it a hard whack to secure it to the frame. The impact had the desired affect and made the repulsorlift-floating cab drift a bit and shake. The cab driver dropped his window guard and started up again. “Stop attacking my cab! I oughta blast you! I oughta blast you right now!” Enothchild wisely moved around the cab, behind it. “I’m not done with you, you big horned ugly dude!”
“SHUT IT UP, PROTOCOL DROID!” yelled Dizzy back. The cab sped away and the trio walked through the entrance doors. “Geez, I swear if I see that guy again-.”

“It will be too soon,” Muriel assured him. “And you called him a protocol droid? With that mouth of his running on and on? You just insulted protocol droids.”

“It’s over,” said Enothchild calmly, but perhaps a little too empathically. He calmed down and said, “Let’s just hope this isn’t too time consuming.”
The other two got the hint the first time and together they entered the building in silence. Like the rest of Maradest’s populace the discovered occupied with Humans of various shapes and colors. They strode up to the desk and the tired looking reception nurse spoke with her head down at first. “Help ya?” She looked up and took note of the three’s physical condition. Dizzy still hobbled from a bad ankle. Enothchild looked haggard and beat. Muriel just looked really beaten, as if the other two males beat her up. “I guess I can help ya.”
“Actually,” said Enothchild, stepping ahead of the others. “I’m here on official Jedi business.” He waved his finger towards her when he placed his hand on the counter to rest, and the Arnes’ watched the receptionist look a little baffled and less assertive. “We’re looking for the gentlebeings that suffered spice madness a few nights ago.”

“You’re looking for the gentlebeings that suffered spice madness a few nights ago.”

“Yes.”

“Yes.” The receptionist looked down at her screen, typed, and brought up what she was looking for. “Sixteen were admitted. Eleven have died since.” She didn’t appear to notice their disappointment. “The rest are on the isolation ward, in the basement, waiting for transport. Take the stairs. Do you wish for me to contact the doctor on duty?”
“There is no need to do that.” Enothchild said, waving his hand before the trio left.

“There is no need to do that,” said the receptionist, and like that she went back to be grumpy and minding her own business. Enothchild lead the way, walking down the quaint, unguarded stairs not really surprised to see no guards at all given the pleasantries of the planet so far.
That changed long before they reached the fifth flight of stairs. It changed long before they noted the two big guards and the energy field separating the remaining stairs. For Dizzy and Muriel it changed when they heard a few shrieks and howls suddenly bust out. For Enothchild it was the Force; the patients in the isoward were not the only things disturbed.
“Can we help you people?” said the nearest guard. He and his brethren stood up as they approached.

“Yes,” said Muriel, taking the lead since she had the names of Tufuse’s left behind “we’re here to see Mutt Krono or Baz Maxlomum.”
The second guard looked between the Human female, the males Sullustan and Vhinphyc. “I guess you must be family? Because if you’re not, you’re not going to see them.”

Muriel looked to Enothchild and gave him that look; the look that begged him to solve it before she did. It took no time at all for the Jedi Master to ‘speak’ to the men and the men gladly let them through. And Enothchild assured them that they wouldn’t be in any trouble. In fact it was only a dream, so if anyone asked they didn’t know that other people could see their dreams, and thus declare that they didn’t know a damn thing.

Unlike the guards that were Force Affected, the trio felt they were walking right deep down into a nightmare even before they discovered whether or not Krono and Maxlomum could help them. Each of the three had their own unique knowledge in regards to spice madness: Enothchild and Dizzy had seen the affects in person; Muriel had read it up in text books as part of her Guardian training; all three saw it in one form or another on their travels to date. This, however, was the pure definition of the madness itself. It wasn’t the addiction, but the long term effects catching up with those who consume the most potent of spices. More times than not it isn’t long term. One day a normal person tries glutterbull spice for the first time and for the rest of their natural life they can only laugh as a means of being a productive member of society.
On the surface and perhaps given the extensive rap sheets on everyone here waiting transport to a maximum security facility it would make sense to the medical droids that currently stood dormant outside sealed doors to diagnose spice madness, whether anyone tested positive or not. However, to Enothchild, this was different. It was too familiarly different.
Enothchild stopped half way down the corridor and stopped the couple from searching the charts that were available for a look see on the color monitors built in the wall. Stretching out with his feelings, and carefully doing so, he took the emotional bleeding from everyone in the ward, comparing it to the disturbance in the Force he was also feeling. 

Enothchild let out a cleansing breath and said quietly, “Oh Force.”
“What?” Dizzy didn’t ask twice when he jumped behind Enothchild when the closed door next to them was struck hard from the inside.

“This madness hasn’t been induced chemically; it was done through the Force!” Enothchild gentle grabbed Muriel and pulled her closer to him.
Dizzy chagrinned and said jokingly, all be it nervously, “Hey now: you’re confusing Muriel with my second wife. You see, the second wife was the scank.”
Feeling Enothchild’s stomach against the upper part of her back and his firm grip on her shoulder, Muriel didn’t bother admonishing Dizzy. “Am I in danger?”
“The possibility is strong,” Enothchild said strongly. “Even with your minimal Force empathy and honed mind you can succumb to overwhelming burst of traumatic emotions. This hall is filled with, literally, insane energy, and its capable of doing some irreversible harm to you.”

“And just when were you going to tell us this?” asked Dizzy with a look of concern. “You mean to tell me that one of these yahoos uses the Force?”
“None of these people are Force sensitive,” Enothchild corrected. “Their thought patterns have been greatly altered by the dark side of the Force. As living beings, as part of the Force, they are projecting those emotions very strongly.” He looked to his left, and then his right. “The bad news is that a genuine insane mind is hard to sense until one is nearly on top of it. Some Jedi have stumbled upon such situations tragically unprepared.”
Patting Muriel’s shoulders gently, Enothchild stepped around her after letting out a long inhale of breath. “The good news is that none of these people are Force sensitive or we would have had a real problem. Plus there’s so many I was able to detect it in time.” He turned back to Muriel. “Its best for you stay right where you are.”
Muriel wasn’t going to argue. She then realized, “Wait, does that mean we’re shit out of luck with Krono and Maxlomum?”

Enothchild shook his head, but it wasn’t the kind of head shake that inspired hope. “There’s a chance that I can correct the damage. It’s a matter of collecting the energies and putting them back within the Jedi Harmony region of the brain. They won’t be the same, and there’s possible brain damage and memory loss involved anyways.” He sighed and conceded, “There’s a strong chance that I can’t repair the damage.”
Dizzy looked up and down the corridor as the commotion from the rooms seemed to quiet down. “Okay. Plan. Which rooms are they in?”

“It won’t necessarily matter,” said Enothchild, walking over to the nearest room. From Muriel was she could see the name on the data readout monitor built into the wall. She made a little noise and wanted to go stop him, but she stopped in her place when she remembered she couldn’t move. Enothchild sensed her, and he could sense her unspoken question: are you going to help them all? The problem and the solution to the problem was all ready difficult and difficulties always meant that time had to be consumed. Treating/curing two troubled minds -- if Enothchild was successful in doing that -- was daunting. Five minds collectively meant the process would take five times longer. Time Juna could use to put more distance between herself and them.
Enothchild was aware of that. He was also aware that wherever Juna was going to distance herself from them they didn’t know where that wherever was. Not only that he just couldn’t leave these beings to suffer; not when he had the ability and know how to correct the problem. Eleven entities had all ready died; the remaining five, or three if he only worked on the two men they sought, would be on his head.

He stopped and said over his shoulder, “I’m still a Jedi Master. In good conscious I cannot just gloss over this.” He turned more towards Muriel and gave her and Dizzy a look. “Besides if Tufuse’s men can’t be saved, there’s a good chance one of the other three may have the information we need.”
Finally, Enothchild shrugged his shoulders. “And if I don’t, where do we go from here?”

The realities had all ready reached both Dizzy and Muriel, but the spoken reminder nailed the coffin shut on the debate. Without the information, without a friend on Maradest, they wouldn’t know which way to go to find Juna at a minimum. They would have to start all over again.

“Very well,” said Muriel with a sigh. “You want one of us to get a real doctor? The receptionist said these guys were earmarked for transport.”

Dizzy snapped his fingers. “Yeah. Who knows when they’re coming. And if they get takin’ to the nuthouse we’ll be behind in jarts.”
“It would be a good idea,” Enothchild said to make it unanimous. Agreement in place, everyone went to work.
It would take a lot of explaining once Muriel did find a doctor as to why and how three complete strangers were able to get past the receptionist and two guards. Like everyone else on Maradest the medical personal outside of the droids were so suspicious of outsiders it bordered the psychological nations of distrust and paranoia. The doctor didn’t seem to be all that thrilled that a Jedi Master who had the solution to the patients’ problems was here, however he relented and was able to put a hold on everything until Enothchild could sort everything out. Dealing with the doctors and nurses and administrative person was a pain, but Muriel had years of experience dealing with such bureaucratic interrogation filled with the verbal torture of having to explain every little fine detail, sometimes more than three times and going over a few subjects that common sense alone -- if they possessed any it wasn’t showing -- could answer. Nonetheless, Muriel’s end of it was the easy part.
Much ado with the problem that faced Enothchild had to do with the Jedi Harmony region, found deep inside the brains of all living things; if the Force bound the living together and permeated through and came from living beings, then this region was the eye of the needle in which the thread passed through regardless if a being could feel the Force or not. It was so named when it was identified long ago by Jedi and scientists trying to understand how mere thought could have such control over energies that were far too powerful for mere minds to understand let alone ‘feel’. Debate aside the research discovered that when Jedi call upon the energies they merged with their thoughts in one, centralized location just prior to application and release. Further study uncovered that the Jedi Harmony stored a quantity of Force energy at any given time just like the heart always retained blood in it’s vascular chambers; in both cases it had to be there in order for life to continue; in death, no Force energy resided in Jedi Harmony.

Long after such realities were discovered psychiatrists and psychologists approached the Jedi and looked into the idea that perhaps there was a link between the energies and mental abnormalities and illnesses. After centuries of research still ongoing they discovered that a very miniscule percentage of those afflicted indeed had insufficient energies in the Jedi Harmony region, or that the energies were there but unorganized and disassociated. To better picture it, one had to imagine a perfectly healthy being having a perfect sphere of Force energy spinning perfectly in place in their head; similarly one could use the metaphor of having a perfect planetary system, where gravity is evenly spaced and therefore everything spins on an axis at the same rates and orbited their star in a perfect circle proportionate geometrically to their relative distance from the star respectfully. If the sphere had an imperfection, a weighted side that caused it to wobble has it spun on a axis, then there was an affect on it and the surrounding space; in terms of planets, an acting gravity that is either pushing or pulling on a planet’s orbit, and thus causing it to orbit it’s star in a ovular fashion with constantly changing rates of speed. 

With such finality, it was determined that it was possible to cure such beings of Force-induced madness by manipulating the energies. It was plausible in terms of energy physics, but if the laws of physics was so easy to manipulate to begin with the Republic would be using the formulas to manipulate whole planetary systems’ gravity for their benefit every day. Yet, it takes a nuclear fusion reactor five times its own central mass per second in fuel to provide light speed propulsion in ships the size of the Millennium Falcon to partially eclipse the unknown gravitational constant of the universe in order to achieve hyperspace.
The daunting task of centering the Force-thought energies back within the region of the patients’ Jedi Harmony was not for one Jedi to do alone and Enothchild knew it. Not even Master Yoda, always and often regarded as the most powerful Jedi of all time by many peers and Padawans, touched a subject like this alone because of the deadly risks outweighing the rewards; the Force made it so with its infinite value in turn providing an infinite number of unforeseeable problematic variables; even with the known circumstances there were always unknown circumstances. All this before the person in question had to be considered; Enothchild was still not physically a hundred percent, and given his mental lapses recently there was a lot of doubt there that his focus could handle even one attempt.
Theoretically it could be done by a single, focused Jedi. Ideally having such reorganization done takes all twelve members of the Jedi Council to do it with any real chance at success; realistically history wasn’t even on the Council’s side. If success was solely based on the difference of living and dying then the Council was successful one out of every twenty-five times; adding in other variables such as memory loss or much worse the success rate drops dramatically. One noted such failure was Dux Gheruit, and he had ‘successfully’ killed nearly a thousand people in one night along with his family. His returned to dark side driven madness was not instantaneously, but no one in the Jedi Temple ever dared to say the purging and his short-lived sanity was a success in that time.
Approaching the first patient in the beginning, Enothchild let himself examine the Human female with the Force with a focus that created tunnel vision and shut everything out. She was a wreck outside as well as within. She was strapped down tight and her fingers were in splints to restrain them, the evidence of having clawed her own flesh still fresh with the lightly bloody bandages that covered forearms, neck, and face; they couldn’t risk putting her in a bacta tank, and her psychosis was strong enough to counter any slightly beyond reasonable dose of sedative. She mumbled over and over again, begging for someone, anyone, to get the sulualr off of her before it consumed her. Enothchild didn’t really want to know what a sulualr was, but it was clear she was confusing her own skin with it.
In his mind, Enothchild could see the deformity of energies surrounding her Jedi Harmony. The energy wasn’t in a perfect sphere; it looked like what a water drop would look like after striking a flat surface, splattered about variably. The energy stretched out and touched areas of the mind commonly associated with creativity and racketed back and forth in the brain’s logic centers, effectively replacing reality as she knew it with a horrible alternate reality that she had no choice but to accept. Anyone that did not understand the concept of the mind being a ultra powerful device could learn the fact really fast if they spent one minute in the hell the poor woman’s mind was producing; a self contained hell featuring an audience of one with no end until Death’s bony hand drew it’s cold veil over her body.
Before he continued Enothchild sorted out his strategy on how to do this. He blew out air slowly, blowing out what doubts he had of himself, on the woman’s chances of survival, and whatever had preoccupied his mind prior to this. The latter of the three was the toughest because it featured Juna and one of these beings had answers. He caused him to be overly anxious, the anxiety was a threat to the success-failure of what he was about to do. If he screwed up in any way, if he couldn’t help these people, then they lose twice the momentum they gained from Commenor. They couldn’t afford it.

He couldn’t fail.

Easing his hands on her head, the woman tearfully whined, “Who’s that? Who’s there? Please….help me!” The madness had shut down her ability to see “Please help me!”

Projecting his calm into her, Enothchild said quietly, “I will.” He said with such certainty and conviction even he believed it, and without anymore delay he went to work.
