Act Three - Sacrifice
THE INTERLUDE OF THE MISSING (CHAPTER 70.0)

These are not dreams. These are facts, enlightening and confusing. They are linked. They are not the same. They are part of the Force.
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 70.01

The Force is only as simple and as complicated as one makes of it, and this is true for Jedi, Sith, Vhinech, and Blank Slate. The idea becomes clearer and muddy the moment there is more than one believer in something so beautiful and terrible. The perception of one is not the same as the other, though if two agree that the Force is ‘glorious’ they are merely sharing the same word. What defines glorious to each and every one, be it the Force or in a particular domination of religion, is solely unique to the one who expounds it. That is why debate occurs without question.

That is why when the opposite of ‘glorious’ occurs ones fear it. It is the unknown at times. It is the unknown that scares the ones the most, puts a fear in the ones that we can never began to comprehend in order to convincingly and unanimously beat it. There are some who are resigned to such a defeat before the battle with the unknown happens. It is expected of them to fail before such a beast, as if a fight would only make the inevitable worse. In some situations that is more than too true.

Yet more often than it is ever admitted it is the known that frightens individuals the most. People often have no choice but to anticipate the known, to keep the known somewhere in their head in order to deal with it. By dealing with it is not to say that persons will deal with the known when it occurs. By dealing with it is to say that individuals are constantly thinking about it to the point of debilitating obsession. For some, when the known happens, they are too crippled to do anything about it.

Like the Force, like in anything, the unknown and the known are inseparable as Light and Dark. It is the unknown from the known. It is the known from the unknown. It is all connected.
----------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 70.02

Far and long before he had ever confronted the Dark Jedi of Cantaspher, the E’sithropian Xulm had left behind his sword on the battlefields deep in the Lands of Soft and Golden, betraying the kingdom he had sworn allegiance to the Lands of the Red. No one dared go after Xulm for he was the greatest warrior any ruler had ever seen; for a price one could hire him to win a war. Some would say he could not be killed; an idea accelerated by his unspoken old age; for as long as any record was kept Xulm was in every known war. Rumor in riddle spoke of an unproven theory: so long as Xulm murdered did some remain ageless and immortal. Neither was quite proven. No one dared asked him.

Being of the north, from the Lands of the Dark and Fair, Xulm retreated to respected surroundings of the few and far between. To his kinsmen he aged like all the other men, aged until he had outlasted his own village. They had moved on when the winters had become too cold. Xulm was left all alone, assumed to have finally perished and his line ended. He had no woman. He had no children.
It would be many years and many civilizations destroyed before Xulm was ever spoken of again. A cavalier of one of the new kingdoms crossed the northern climbs and found a lone stone outpost occupied by a weathered old man. They shared much in heritage for clearly with their black hair they were born in the same lands. She did not know him, and he did not give her his name at first. Her name was Mas’tiaff, and she now ruled him and his outpost for war was once again upon the lands of Korriban.

Indeed the war came upon the outpost. Mas’tiaff fought too many warriors and though her armor and spirit were strong they were not invulnerable. When she succumbed to the beating, the old man of the outpost took up her sword and killed nine times three in less than a day. Afterwards he took Mas’tiaff, made her his own, and revealed to her that he was Xulm. With Mas’tiaff he found lust again, and together the both of them set out to force themselves upon the landscape. She learned from Xulm, and when she bored his Sons they too learned from Xulm.
When Mas’tiaff began to die she cursed Xulm openly to which he accepted. He had finally told her his secret, a secret she could not share in. He had made a pact with Nature: so long as he done what was required from his Nature he would live forever. He would never be a man forever. He would be given greater power in much greater forms. His Sons would as well if he did not kill them first. Mas’tiaff loved him so and failed to kill Xulm.

Xulm and his Sons would fine their own peace for many years. When the Cantaspherians came it would disrupt them so. In his anger Xulm took all of the Dark Jedi women and made them E’sithropians women in name. From this a peace was forged between the Sith and the Dark Jedi.
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 70.03
Thousands upon thousands of years ago there was a Grand Jedi Master by the name of Obi-Wan Phantel. He was known to be one of the many Compassionates who had used his mind to mold the Jedi Code into the permanent law that is used to govern the Force warriors of the Republic in the present days. Interesting was the this Compassionate’s negative view on the Jedi marrying and having children for he had came to be from a union of Jedi Masters who were descendants of the original founders of the religion of the Force. Phantel was named after one of them -- six in the course of the Republic’s history would bare the burden of being named Obi-Wan, and such a burden was never to be taken lightly. It was why Phantel worked and strived so hard in his duties to become a member of the Jedi Council, and then lived long enough and did what he could do to become the Grand Master. A Caamasi, Phantel was sure to be the Grand Jedi Master for a very long time.

Phantel’s existence changed the day his peers had thought he had gotten a simple viral bug during his last sojourn into the Liqer Expanse -- later known as the Outer Rim when the Republic expanded. In secret Phantel knew the truth but he feared telling the others. A male so committed to the Jedi Code had dared asked a simple question during his meditations on a desolate, swampy world that would be known to so many in the future as Dagobah. He had asked, “From this moment forward what is my destiny?”

From Dagobah onward, Phantel got sicker and weaker, and consumed by the dark side of the Force. Soon he would step aside and let a lesser take his place on the Jedi Council and lead the Order. Not much is known, but what was known was that Phantel and his brethren could not stop the dark side from poisoning him. It had driven him into a state of madness that was often misread. He would live for ten thousands more days from the moment he had asked that simple question on Dagobah, and in those days he would make ten thousand predictions that were not quite understood. Since he was a Jedi and beloved those around him would copy down every word he said, and then more so when some of what he said -- which would become the Enlightenments -- in terms of prediction came true. Jedi Scholars were given the task of weighing what he said, a task that was made very difficult as he near his death with every passing day; what he said when not touched by the Force were often crazy, the words of a man lost in his insanity, and sadly there was no cure.

Early on, before the insanity would dominate him, Obi-Wan Phantel had made the decision not to tell the others what could have triggered this failing apart of his soul. Phantel was deeply afraid because he did and did not understand why it occurred -- the known and the unknown. He had simply asked the Force a question, and the answer had become a terrible nightmare he surmised would never end. It was the idea that the Force could be so cruel to someone that had asked of it a question. He did not want to give his fellow Jedi the idea that the Force was cruel although he had time and again explained that the Force never truly takes a side. When he was sane all Phantel had to do was look in his caregiver’s eyes and see doubt, and those doubts would have surfaced and ruined the Jedi Order if he told them the truth.

It would eventually get to the point where he was more out of it than living in reality. Bedridden and ghastly thin, Phantel no longer was with the whole of the Order but relocated to a private sanctuary on the planet that would eventually be called Coruscant. What the Jedi did not know was that Phantel was sane enough in his mind but illness of mind and body prevented him from speaking freely during times of rational thought. When he spoke they took down what he said, and then he would watch them in horror either continuing writing out his predictions or give up, turn off their recording devices, and leave him to mutter.

The lack of company and compassion from his betters was not as bad as what their touch did to him. Phantel could only mental screaming when their warm hands were hot vises of molten metal when they moved him to clean him and care for him. They were good hands, kind hands, from kind and thoughtful creatures that tended to one of their own that had succumb to evil. He begged for them to stop, but after a spell of time they ignored his dark pleads for help, misjudging his intentions. Though weak all he projected at them were dark thoughts that no Jedi wanted a part of.

Phantel’s only solace during these dark times in his life was at night, when his room was dark, when only one Jedi was in the room. He hated the cold of the dark side and yet it gave him the most comfort. When the moons shined was when he was at his most peaceful, and yet still at his most despaired. He saw things no one else could see; he saw a different woman in black in the moonlight.

There was a night here that was no exception.

The typical day had passed. The night had fallen and the windows were open and behold it was when the moon fell upon Phantel that he felt his first caring hand on his sweaty, rotted face in less than a month. He opened his blistered eyes; irises covered in a milky yellowish film, and saw a beautiful snow white face of a Humanoid female looking upon him with glowing yellow eyes that were scary with an expression begging for peace to be upon him. Her hand was just as white, and her cold touch relieved him of great agony and pain and gave him calm that he had not have for ages. She was solace and strength, and yet she quietly shed tears for him as if she could feel his pain.

“Who are you?” Phantel had always asked them in weak, pleading voice. A voice that always awoken the Jedi caring for him.

The young Human Jedi Healer rose from her chair and approached him, passing right through the woman in black, paying no heed to the existence of what was indescribably a ghost. “It is all right, Master. It is me, only Saratagra.”

Phantel could only shake his head and mutter incomprehensibly. He quivered under the Healer’s touch when she dabbed his head and helped him drink water. When she left him alone, when she left he and the woman in black along, he felt much better. Not that he was going to get better, he was doomed to die and suffer the entire time. The woman in black, like the others like her, made the path towards the end pleasing.

Once again he could feel the woman in black’s calm hand cool and soothe him. He tried to ask her again but she quieted him with a black nailed finger upon his cracked lips. Her small smile nearly made him smile and she said to him, “Do not speak, the Appointed, or they will come back and hurt you. Let us tend to you in peace, prepare you for a tranquil journey that you have without question earned. There is a Light waiting for you. A peace like no other.”

The rest beyond that was repetitive, like all of history. The suffering of others inspires those to do good or to do wrong; sometimes both had to be done to give more weight to one or the other. Nonetheless it requires suffering, and nearly all the cases of suffering death must follow it…
--------------------------------------------------------------------------
CHAPTER 70.04
Over many, many years Xulm and the Sons of Xulm never ruled Korriban but impacted its history in so many ways. Xulm never held the ambitions, however, of his Sons who did not seem content on watching. Granted they wisely stayed away from ruling for a sitting king was a target sitting in a comfortable chair. When it came time to ascend the Sons had to be forced to do so; Xulm ruined one half of the world for hundreds of dark and terrible years. Finally, it is said, Xulm and his Sons collectively melted down into tears, where to the best of anyone other than a Sith’s knowledge they were never seen again.

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

CHAPTER 70.05
(Translated from Vhinphyc to Basic. NOTE: The dialect structure of spoken Vhinphyc is nothing like a Vhinphyc’s attempts at speaking Basic, where other synonyms are used in place of common words).

Dire times: there were many in the past five thousand years, and in history books the most interesting that were mentioned had the word ‘Sith’ at least mentioned a hundred times. The war of those dark times had consumed the intelligence and imagination of those who bore witness to it. No one had real time to consider other history; it was fear that kept the scholars locked inside their dormitories -- as if they were above all else important like diplomats and politicians; as if they were more important than the millions of innocent people the Sith had rogue-slaughtered. Present day texts contain the history of non-Sith related events in the form of local history; the history kept by the people of their own worlds, revealed at random times in mass publication long after the Sith War had officially ended. Such histories were only relevant to the modern galactic conscious when they were relevant to the people as a whole. That rule implied solely to histories that were created and developed within the boundaries of the Republic. Outside the known Republic history seemingly didn’t exist which was of course not true. There was much missed, one of which was a great travesty and one in which has become so relevant it should have been understood the moment the Vhinech had threatened to take the Republic and Magus Prophet was leading them.
The setting was Vhanba, many thousands of years ago, before another forty year winter, and just after the nearly five century’s reign of the Overlord -- referred to as Cexpoian in the native tongue -- had ended. Vhanba had no relationship with the Republic save that the Republic had charted Vhanba’s star for its catalogues; it would know of nothing about the Vhinphyc’s plight for many, many years. It would not know of the Overlord’s dark powers, would not know for certain if the Overlord was actually a Dark Force user. The Republic would not know who it was who had ended the Overlord’s reign and what great pain and suffering she had to endure for the long life she had lived under his control. No one would know of the wisdom she had parted with her people until the Republic touched Vhanba’s surface thousands of years later. It was thousands of years too late to save her people, and thousands of years too late to save her.
Deep in the northern belly of the Enoth Mountains walked Vhanba’s greatest and most holiest of Saviors; alone always throughout her life. Her beginning name was lost to her, forgotten so long ago along with the village the Overlord had destroyed at the beginnings of his quest to conquer the world. The Overlord had named her kitten-child Presence after she had haunted his steps after he alone had left her ruined homeland and then had survived a twelve day blizzard that had killed hundreds of full size adult Vhinphyc. It was the only name she would answer to for the remainder of her days: as the Overlord’s personal slave and silent messenger, as his wife and empresses of a small land of her own, and has his slayer and the freer of so many prisoners.
Many months had passed since Presence had departed from her once ruled kingdom of Paradasia. Her last days there she spoke to the entire remaining population of the world, spoke of many things for them to consider, and to bid them farewell. They did not need her any longer in body, her words were as strong as her spirit and both together would show the people a Path, a way to a better life and then a better after end. No one wanted her to leave. Presence understood their wishes, but wishes were faint hopes that feed the certain dire times that came in the wake of the Overlord. She was not afraid of taking on those dire times, nor was she afraid to lead the people through them. What she feared the most was what grew inside of her, evidence of what lead to the Overlord’s final and earned demise.
Presence was pregnant, and after several months of walking and retracing the steps that would lead back to her homeland she was showing. She knew the people would not understand that the life she carried was innocent. She was the Overlord’s wife, she was his mate, and in spite what she had done to save all of them through the years and finally with Overlord’s end it would not ebb the Vhinphyc’s fears of a Dark Heir. She was extremely old, her body tired and crippled by the tortures of life and what had been done to her by the old emperor that had once ruled the lands now referred to as Paradasia. All she wanted was peace and find it in what she would believe to be a Lands of Plenty, a place of far fields of food and shade and shelter and rest. No child born there would ever be evil.
The idea she held was threatened as soon as Presence felt she was no longer alone in the deep valley. The world that she had known was being disturbed by the arrival of four male Vhinphyc she recognized almost instantly when they appeared ahead of her from behind large boulders. Each had deadly weapons, and each had their hearts read by her own. They were four of the Children of Presence, adult men who were once children, adopted and protected by Presence over the years, and would be the first ones to become Reverends of the Path.

Presence did not fear them and not because she knew them.

“My Children,” said Presence in a calm voice spoken in their native language, stopping well short before their advance, “there is no need for this.”

The leading Vhinphyc of the group stopped and the three others followed suite. Their intentions were surely clear to them, and after so many months of journey that would lead them to this moment they knew what must be done. They could see past her small belly; they could see her ruling them all in peace and in harmony. They could not let that happen.
For the moment, the idea of her murder had left them collectively. All she did was speak; there was nothing special or magically about it. Unfortunately, if it were, it could have prevented the inevitable. The leader said to her, “The need must be done, my Grace.”

Presence eyed them with her multi-swirled colored eyes; gold, blue, red, and emerald green. She held her ground and measured each man as they slowly and mutely walked towards her. They had grown quiet in order to work up the courage to murder a pregnant woman. However not all of them seemed to agree with what they were going to do. Her heart made her eyes look to the youngest of the four adult Vhinphyc, and like those who had doubt as well as immaturity he hung back, too afraid to be the first to deliver the first swing. Too afraid to tell the other three that what they were going to do was wrong. She could see why he alone was there; he caved in to the pressure of power. His doubts weakened him, which lead him to force himself into this crime; a male’s pride always trumped his common sense. This group had spent months tracking her down, and this young one spent that time thinking. Every day he had to come up with a justification for what he was doing; more than half a year later the excuses had to be thin.
Calmly, she said towards the young male, “Reverend Dego’bardum, it is wise that you do not participate. Your doubting attack will only make me and my child suffer more.”

“Your hands must get bloodied, Brother,” said a frail but wild looking Vhinphyc far from Dego’bardum. “You are involved in this.”

“Quiet!” The leader did not look at them, nor did his face change to match his vocal tenor. “The point of our focus lies ahead, not behind. Before us is a power that must be ended.”

“Your fears guide you towards a false promise,” said Presence remorsefully. Tears began to quietly leak from her eyes. “You may achieve your desires, but your future generations will succumb to the same fate as I in your hands. Heed my words. Let me be. I will stay away. My word is strong.”

“Yes, your words are indeed strong. Too strong.” The leader raised his ax higher before him. “Written it inspires nations. Spoken it brings compassion and mercy. Spoken by you it is a strength that will never tire or grow weary. You will be corrupted by your own mercy. We be damned to let it happen!”

“You are all damned, I assure you restfully,” said Presence. Then, to their surprise, she dropped to her knees and let her hands fall calmly down upon her legs. She cast her eyes downward. “I will not stop you from harming me. Do what you must.”
All four males stopped again, and this time the others looked amongst themselves. All there was left of the Overlord Cexpoian was fire, the Flame of Abhorrence that burned high atop the former empress’ palace in Paradasia. To their knowledge she had made the Dark One harmless, burning flame; she had told the story of the Overlord’s end, of her murder of him. It was simple, yet they felt there was so much more to it. She would never say then; she was never going to say.

Finally the leader snorted and stepped towards her. He said boldly, “I, Kei’sere’ia Pagden’nutu, claim your life. For our people, I seal your fate!” Anger had gripped him, a tainted anger from the brutalities of the Overlord, and drove him to raise his ax and relish in what he was about to do. He knew as Presence did that once he swung the others would join him. It was over for her, and she knew it. Pagden’nutu, the greater ancestor of the ’anute line, of Helle’s line, swung his weapon for the top of Presence’s deformed crown only to be stopped on the back swing by the younger Vhinphyc.
“What!” ‘nutu looked back at Dego’bardum, who used his ketch’fevre to stop the motion; the long and spiked metal pole easily found the hooking structure of the ax blade and halted it. Sneering, the leader spat, “’brium!”
“I have changed my heart,” Dego’bardum Seg’vactum’brium said bravely back. In his eyes he was no longer doubtful or afraid. The other two Vhinphyc, however, turned their states towards him because of his courage. “She has given her word. Her word is strong! Never has it broken!”

Pagden’nutu pulled his weapon away from Dego’bardum and glowered at the upstart. The other two males began to share in his feelings.

Presence spoke quickly from her knees. “No, Dego’bardum, they will hurt you! I forgive you, do not participate!”

“I cannot,” spat Dego’bardum, standing taller, “and I shall not let them perish you, my Savior! There is no glory in this murder! None at all! I have thought and thought and I have seen no reason to penalize you with death.”

“Our civilization rests on her head!” Finally the last of the other Vhinphyc spoke. “We either make it mute or allow it to speak long after this day! Only one choice will give us the strength to tame the civilization!”

Dego’bardum shook his large mane of hair. His answer clear to them, Pagden’nutu reared back with his ax and swung it at Dego’bardum. The other two began to charge in…

“NO!” Presence reached out with both hands towards the nearest of the four. A power swept through her, touched her mind, and invisibly the thought directed the energy towards her intended target. It struck and threw her target off his feet; it was like a hard push, causing him to stumble and fall a short distance away.

The lingering male Vhinphyc stopped abruptly, stuttered in step, and then leapt towards her with his cleaving whistle high and behind him; the weapon called so, for when it was used correctly it song a breath through the wind. She raised her hands towards him, and his progress in the air noticeably slowed. He did not stop, but the strain on his face trying to cut through the thickening air of invisible Force hampered him enough. At the precise moment of landing, where she could no longer stop him, Dego’bardum was thrown towards the aggressor by Pagden’nutu.
Dego’bardum rolled over the unintended victim, gave him a kick, and said, “No pardon from me, Hego’festes.”

Pagden’nutu charged towards a readying Dego’bardum, but then he was lifted off his feet and thrown aside by Presence. Dego’bardum went towards Pagden’nutu but was tripped up by ‘festes. He pulled out a spare blade, reared back as he grabbed Dego’bardum, but found himself in the grips of Presence’s mind. As ‘nutu and the young upstart traded weapon blows, ‘festes eyed Presence slowly and attempted to push himself towards her struggling form, causing her to slowly falter against his fight against her hold of him.

Presence had forgotten the first Vhinphyc she attacked. She saw him from out of the corner of her eye than from her heart. She moved her right arm and hand towards him, trying to desperately deflect his charging attack, shouting his name, “Afguagui!”

Afguagui stumbled from her separated energies striking him, but he managed to whip and bumble himself towards her, swing his long blade violently, and cut Presence’s right arm off at the elbow. Immediately the power she had over ‘festes ceased and she reared back, crying out in pain.
Presence’s shout brought the fight between Pagden’nutu and Dego’bardum to a separating halt. The suddenness of it, her initial sobs of agony, stopped the other two Vhinphyc cold; they had no heart, they could not finish what they had done. Pagden’nutu wanted to smile as her blood changed the white landscape, but his mouth went insanely dry, his mouth folds too heavy to lift to form the proper face -- but what was that proper face at the time?

“NO!” Dego’bardum swung quickly and planted his pole deep into ‘nutu’s belly. The leader of the group staggered backwards with the weapon buried deep in his stomach, backing into his only two friends. Dego’bardum did not care; he ran quickly towards Presence, overcome by what had occurred, what he was unable to stop.

“F-Fool!” ‘nutu stumbled further back, trying to tear out Dego’bardum’s weapon without exposing his insides with it. “Afguagui, Hego, finish him!”

The other two showed no will to do it, but suddenly Dego’bardum roared in great and furious anger and charged blindly at them. In the midst of this, Presence found her voice. “NO!”

Dego’bardum clubbed Hego’fetes, but Afgaugui kicked at his leg. Dego’bardum fell, and Hego’fetes jammed a knife into his throat. Dego’bardum began to bleed terribly and choked for breath, but he managed to sink his mouth into ‘fetes’ bare foot and bite off, with trying difficultly and the loss of two teeth, three toes. ‘fetes leapt back and fell into Afgaugui’s arms. Dego’bardum had enough strength in him at the time to prop himself up on one hand and spit the toes out.
“I end you, ‘brium!” roared ‘fetes as Afgaugui dragged him away; the only healthy Vhinphyc of the five did not want to join the club of the wounded. ‘fetes continued his tirade. “If you do not end soon I swear you dead when we meet again! I will end your mate! Your only child!”

“’fetes, e-enough!” Pagden’nutu was noticeably paling just as badly as Dego’bardum was, but unlike his opposite ‘nutu was still standing; the other now laid on the ground. “He is finished! There is no need to threaten his family! The Holy Savior ended him: that was why we ended her!”

The other two, who had staggered back to ‘nutu, remembered their Holy Savior and looked at her. She looked very poor, the blood flowing nonstop from her amputated limb. She crawled to Dego’bardum and lied on top of him as if to protect him. She looked up at them with blood tears now dripping from her eyes. She said in a dead calm, “I am the Good of Our People. My life little, no more than yours, no less than his.”
Presence held up her left hand and said in a strong voice, “Bare witness to the greatest weapon in my arsenal!” The three males paled more than their wounds and trembled in great fear to her rising hand. This, they supposed, was going to be the method of destruction she had unleashed upon the Overlord, a righteous fury that would end them faster than they were conceived. The hand then lay upon the back of Dego’bardum’s neck and she closed her eyes. They heard her quietly pray to herself.

Dego’bardum rose to his knees with wide eyes of horror. The knife that was in his neck was now in his hands. There was no wound; he bled no more and was better than feeling weak. The other three backed further away, ‘nutu dragging Dego’bardum’s weapon along with them. Dego’bardum was in a complete stupor, standing up now on proud feet, looking bewildered as if no one else was there.

‘nutu coughed up blood and waved his hand at both Dego’bardum and Presence and urged the other two to take him away. The other two had no fight in them to argue.

Dego’bardum remembered he was not alone when he heard his Savior whimper behind him in pain. He turned quickly and saw Presence surrounded by her blood. Staggered by the sight of her condition he went to her, picked her and her loose limb up, and carried them away from the blood, away from their enemies.
Hours would pass, hours in which Dego’bardum found high ground and built a fire to lay Presence by. She waned from the loss of blood and appeared to not know what was going on until he tried to cauterize her wounds with his long knife. He had forgotten to mute her before the procedure, regretting it when she screamed. Her scream carried itself across the valley, and in the darkening hours of night he could see the flames of what was undoubtedly his former allies’ camp no more than an hour away. They weren’t going to give up on them until Presence was certain to be dead. 
Dego’bardum was at a lost on what to do. The shock of being saved by his Holy Savior had overwhelmed him once the adrenaline wore off. No solutions to their plight were coming to him. The snow fall of the Forty Year Winter was becoming heavier and the temperatures were dropping. He did not know the land, and thus the only escape out was the way he and the others and Presence had came; there was no guarantee, if they managed to slip past the other three, that the passes would be open. Without argument Dego’bardum was in a losing situation, whereas his former allies could just leave he had to attend to pregnant woman with one arm that had suffered trauma and blood loss, and both had to negotiate over terrible terrain in order to beat the snows.
Her stirring moans made Dego’bardum go to her side. Presence lied close to the fire as possible, covered by most of Dego’bardum’s clothing. His first priority was to her injured arm to see if it was bleeding again; it was not, but her condition was grave. Even though Vhinphycs possessed great healing abilities they had their limits like any other mortal; the loss of a limb that had marrow that could have replenished the blood really hurt her chances at survival. She was the age of winter, so close to the end of her life, and she was carrying a child. There was doubt in his heart that she and child would survive the night. She had survived the tortures that plagued her life and her features, but again there was a limit to how many times even one so blessed could avoid the opposing views of death.

“My Savior,” spoke Dego’bardum softly. She opened her eyes very weakly. “I am sorry. I was in league with them. I thought as they did. I allowed fear to possess me. I should not beg for a pardon, for I do not deserve such forgiveness. It is not my place to beg for it.”
In pain, Presence said to a strained, quiet voice, “I have forgiven you, Dego’bardum. I forgive you for your interference as well that had lead to the loss of my arm.” He looked at her with a slight frown. “Yes, Dego’bardum, I forgive you two over.”

“You did not want to die,” Dego’bardum said in astonishment. It was more than a question than a statement. Did she honestly want to die? She did nothing to prevent Kei’sere’ia Pagden’nutu from attacking her to kill her.

“I did not want you to die,” she said to him. “I knew you had not the black enough soul to do what had to be done.” Presence shook her head at him. “No, Dego’bardum, I did not want to die nor did my child. As I said my life is no more than yours.”
“Then why save mine?” Dego’bardum just couldn’t stand to hear what she was saying. Such a wise and benevolent being had more to give than he could ever possible know to do.

“Because you do not deserve to die,” Presence said plainly. “Your death would have been senseless, bare no meaning.”

“It would have been in the name that is all and good! Saving you would save us all!”

Presence glared at him disapprovingly. “So wise are you to judge such things for others?” Dego’bardum opened his mouth, but then closed it. “My time with the people has ended. As you said my word is strong. I had said I would have not returned even if they had begged and prayed. Your actions in saving my life have softened my word, Dego’bardum. That is why Kei’sere’ia, Afgaugui, and Hego’fetes do not depart.”
“It is their greed and want for your blood that keeps them here.”

“And yet with my end they would have left.”

He opened his mouth again and closed it again. Dego’bardum was debating his Holy Savior; it was a losing battle. Frustrated he turned his back to her, too ashamed to continue out of respect. Presence said to his back, “I must save you and your family. I must save my killers.”

“No.” Dego’bardum turned his attention back to her. He grabbed her remaining hand and squeezed it hard. “Do not forgive them!”

Presence shook her head. “It is not about forgiveness. It is about the survival of the children. Without fathers your child, and their children, will end. Their wives will end due to the suffering of such losses. This is a frayed and damaged time for our one Tribe, Dego’bardum. The loss of any one of you four will destroy all that is left of our people.”

“But there are others that will take our place.”

She moaned and whimpered, and he let go of her hand. Presence, however, grabbed his hand again and squeezed it hard. She eased from suffering and said, “There are no others. Only you four. Four males tied to the fate of one people that swore to follow the wise words of one Savior. This one Tribe must not shatter.”

Dego’bardum pulled his hand easily from her grasp. He stood up and retreated to the other side of the fire. He shook his head empathically, causing much of the snow that covered his head to find new land to conquer. “I will not end you! You are delirious!”

Presence only looked at him from her lying position and said, “You dare not smite your own child with this decision of yours. If you four, as a whole, do not return to your families the Flame of Abhorrence will consume them.”

He was not sure whether or not she was telling the truth about the dangers of the Flame of Abhorrence, the fire burning remains of the Overlord. She did not lie, and on the steps of death he doubted that she would become a liar now. “How is it that it is we four that must bare this burden?”

“Because it is, Dego’bardum,” she said matter-of-factly. “I alone had an effect on millions of our people. If one such creature can determine the destinies of so many, imagine what four will do.”

The logic made sense to Dego’bardum now. Still he wanted to say she was wrong. He still wanted to deny her the request she was quietly making. “I do not see it.”
“You will not live long enough to.” Presence eyed the fire, and she eyed the small wood pile north of it, and finally she eyed Dego’bardum. “What you must do, Dego’bardum, is save the lives of the males who attempted to end me. You will only succeed by leaving now, and leaving me here.”

Dego’bardum looked at her with strain on his face after thinking about what she had been saying. “I will save you before I save them.”
“We will all be dead if you believe that,” she stressed. Presence looked all around her the best she could, and then she looked back at him. “I had come here to find the Lands of Plenty, Dego’bardum. I am on the verge of discovering its location.”

Dego’bardum shook his head again with such strain he nearly broke his own neck. A male, still the emotions of it was making him cry; the tear drops slowly froze on his warm face. “To go to such a place in such suffering?”

“I will no longer be in pain,” she assured him. “I assure you. I also assure you that, at this time, I must discover the Lands of Plenty on my own.” Presence implored him, “Gaze into your heart, Dego’bardum, and see your son raise his small arms towards you upon your return home.” She casually raised her hand towards him, and subtlety waved her hand towards him. “He is afraid without your might. He relishes the return of his father.”
Dego’bardum could suddenly see his pup before him, doing exactly as Presence described.

“Your wife, Mer’a’goda, needs your warmth,” continued Presence. Before Dego’bardum were both his wife and child. They appeared to love him so much. “The thought of your love cannot replace the touch of your flesh upon her. Her heart is open only to you, for she has committed to you and allowed your Seed into her Garden. Such love produced such results that require both Seeder and Gardener to raise and grow.”

When Presence became weak she lowered her hand. The vision of Dego’bardum’s family vanished. He panicked and nearly fell into the fire before him. She closed her eyes and said weakly, “The Flames of Abhorrence awaits your death to consume your family in its fires. To betray them so like this, you will not meet them in peace although you will find yourselves in the Bowels of Lore.”

Gulping hard, the compulsion to run home almost overtook Dego’bardum. He only cared for his family now, but Presence spoke to him quickly; not in quick pace, but to remind him what must be done. “You will save the other three males, Dego’bardum. You will all go home and live your lives.”
Losing the will to debate her, Dego’bardum looked at her and found himself unable to work up the will to save her any further. It did not, however, lessen the pain of what he was about to do. He choked out when blood tears began to leak from his eyes, “What about you?”

Presence only smiled at him. “As I said before, I am so close to the Lands of Plenty. I must go alone, and by going alone I will find it.” She looked again at the logs. “There is enough wood here to light my way through the night.”

He had thought about getting more wood in a passing thought, but Dego’bardum found the idea leaving him. He looked to her again and said, “I would cut down a whole forest for you if you request of me.”

“I was born from the winter,” noted Presence, speaking as if that first winter she spent with the Overlord was the first ever in her life, “and I shall be ended by the winter under a blanket.”

Thinking of blankets, Dego’bardum held up his right hand and said, “My clothes are yours. Take them on your journey.”

“I will argue with you no longer, Dego’bardum.” Presence smiled peacefully at him.

He found a reason, an indescribably one at that, to leave her when she smiled. Yet he asked, “The others…will they take me back?”

“They have no choice but to take you back,” she said. “By saving them they will never harm you or your family. It is best that you go now; they are attempting to leave their camp.”

Dego’bardum strolled around the fire and kneeled down before Presence. He bent at the waist and kissed the back of her good hand for a very long time. He remained there and croaked out a sob.

“I cannot bare to see you in pain any longer, Dego’bardum,” implored Presence, grimacing more at the thought of his agony than her own. “I can only imagine what your family is going through right now without you. Think of them, and only them, as you leave me.” Her hand grabbed the knife he had used to cauterize her wound arm. “Look at me, Dego’bardum.” He did, and she cut him violently from the corner of his left brow down his cheek. The act caused him to violently back peddle and stare at her in horror and shock.
Presence, however, merely tossed the knife at him for him to catch in his trembling hands. She said, “You bare the Mark of Forgiveness. Forever the scar I gave you will remind the others that what you have done is courageous and kind. You will not suffer onto me, my Child. Leave me now. I speak to you no longer.”

Dego’bardum kept one hand on face and another holding the knife as he watched Presence turn away from him. The knife, with his blood and her blood, was not wiped off when he put it away in its sheath. He did not say a word of goodbye when he turned his back to his camp and left Presence; she said nothing more, her word was strong! She had never spoken during the Dark Age of Vhanba, even under the pain of the most gruesome of tortures when she was younger and held captive by the Overlord’s enemies. The loss of so much blood, the feeling of it upon his face, forced him on to the other camp through the blizzard of snow that was consuming the land.
Upon his arrival the other three doubted his sincerity until he picked up Kei’sere’ia Pagden’nutu and left the other two behind to follow him. No words were ever exchanged, nor did Dego’bardum dare look back to see his old camp site. Dego’bardum with Pagden’nutu, and Afgaugui with Hego’fetes, the two healthy Vhinphyc carried the injured through many nights of deep snow and heavy ice. The forced themselves southward with no sleep, no rest, trying to out-walk the fury of nature that would cover the whole planet in long frost. Dego’bardum would make the observations of how correct Presence was in her certainties. Alone he would have made it out of the mountains quickly and well before the chill got to him. With the other three in tow they barely made it out, nearly dying at the beginning pass when an avalanche occurred and chased them.

Out of the Enoth Mountains, so many days later, Dego’bardum did not dare look for any fire from Presence he knew had to be long dead as she was. In fact, for the rest of his living days, Dego’bardum would never look towards the Enoth Mountains ever again.

As Presence predicted the other three took no vengeance against Dego’bardum or his family. They did not vocally acknowledge that truth that he saved them or was what they had done ever mentioned amongst them ever again. Dego’bardum watched the other three create the society they had envisioned with the use of Presence’s words. He spent the remains of his life as a Reverend of the Path, but he did not push his child to follow him. In fact he directed him to follow other pursuits and told him to follow, not obey like the rest of society had to under government rule from Sesche, the words of the Holy Savior. Presence’s words were strong, but they were not meant to enslave anyone. They were, in their humble existence, the guide points in following her to the Lands of Plenty.
Dego’bardum was certain Presence had found such a glorious place. He only hoped he followed the directions to it correctly when he had died.

The lives of the Dark Prophets, those Children of Presence who had betrayed her, indeed would have an impact on the civilization as she had foreseen. They never knew, even with their ambitions, how they and their eventual descendants would create a mighty empire destined to fail. From the past, two would remain reverends; two would become figures of the government, politically and militarily. The roles of the four’s descendants would change over the course of years; for three of them not much, for one of them a great deal. For the three that continued to control power they thrived; the last did not, and would not, until something happened thousands and thousands of years long after the death of the Holy Savior. When they united, Presence’s greatest fears did come true.
------------------------------------------------------------------------------
CHAPTER 70.06

A year after Darth Nefarious’ death and Dorolee’s birth, Luna Mystery Nimh took baby Dorolee and went to their true home, Korriban. Luna’s brother, Darth Bane, deemed it safe for the females to travel unnoticed and was quick to get the Sith Order’s critical assets home. After she had pointed him back towards Korriban, Bane had spent the whole year rebuilding what was lost there thousands of years ago. He had recruited agents and procured slaves, and in time it was once again a Sithian stronghold.

Upon her arrival, Luna made it clear that the Sithian Monastery, the very symbol of her E’oqerst religion, was no proper home for either her or her daughter. Bane could not understand why such a formidable base of operations could be so easily put down as a place of safety and security. The line of thinking of ‘the base of operations’, as Luna would explain to him soon after the idea left his mouth, was why she did not want to raise the baby there. There was a clear difference between a base and a home; growing up little girls needed sunshine and gardens, not dingy corridors filled with weapons and plots. Besides it was determined long ago that the Sith Apprentice was not to know about the existence of the Sith Maidens to prevent their tampering into the nurturing process, or give the apprentice an idea about overthrowing his master’s rule prematurely. Hard to keep any future apprentice in the dark with two Sith Maidens living in the same place they were.
Agreeing with Luna Bane set out to find her a place to build a home. She insisted on a real home, and when she reminded him of how bad he was in picking places out -- like ultra-hot Tatooine as a place to sweat out more than give birth to baby Dorolee -- he caved in and became her helper. It was out of place for a Sith Master to be so caring for anyone save for themselves, but Darth Bane had become an exception to that rule given how hard and cruel he had been to young Luna when she was a girl. He had, in his Sith Lord way, thought he was doing her a favor by treating her so badly. Born blind, Luna was forced to embrace her asilamorphic abilities by Bane in order to protect herself; his methods, however, were more than very wrong. Darth Nefarious had pointed out this lack of family in the Sith dichotomy even though they possessed great passion and were not afraid to embrace the subject of love if it suited them; it was why the Sith were only three beings away -- Bane, Luna, and Dorolee had the most pure Sith blood in them -- from absolute extinction as a race, because the Sith tossed love away for more power. The power of family was a power the Sith and the Jedi did not possess: that was going to change, starting with the Sith Maidens.
The search for a place to build a home -- she stressed a real home, not some prefabricated fortress of doom that took three minutes to erect -- was short and simple but a complete mystery to him. Bane had a feeling that Luna had an idea on a place to call her own a long time ago, although Luna had never been on Korriban since her birth. It started simply enough from the Monastery, crossing Mazulah’s Gorge, and then a steady trip on the Lost Highway; an ancient, raised surface road that to the best of Bane’s knowledge it went to nowhere important. The long drive in the land speeder on the highway towards the Misa Mountains was filled with only the noise of a one year old baby trying to comprehend and communicate to the rest of the universe.
The drive ended a brief time after Luna had asked Bane to turn to the north and get off the highway. Before them was a damaged road that went upward to the top; no speeder could safely go up it. Walking it would have been a problem except that Luna had no legs, but her repulsor chair was nimble enough to navigate the ruins with a little help from Bane. In a few hours they had reached the top to discover what Bane had all ready known: the location was no better than any place else on Korriban.
Though it had breathable air, some water, and some forms of life Korriban was in essence a dead world; made so by a powerful dispute between two rival Sith; their actions caused millions of Sith and nearly all life on the world to die, and forever did it change the tide of the war against the Republic forever against them. Nothing new grew on Korriban; attempts have always failed even sophisticated terra-forming. Animals were too small and too few to hunt and consume. No one trusted the water or any moisture fall; the slaves who bothered with such things became sick or suffered strangely.
Luna, cradling sleeping Dorolee in arms and looking across the hill and poor tree lands in front of her, not far from the edge of an unforgiving drop, smiled and said, “This is it.”

Bane eyed her skeptically with his yellow eyes and mused without mirth, “If you say so.”

“This is the place, Brother,” she said. “I knew it once my eyes fell upon it.” That caused Bane to smirk. Luna snapped her head at him. “Don’t think I don’t know what you’re thinking!”

“’I knew it once my eyes fell upon it’,” mimicked Bane. He frowned and added, “That’s rich coming from a since-birth blind person.” Luna couldn’t see unless she used the Dark Side.
Luna ignored him and floated on. “The house will be a log cabin, built right here. It will have some modern conveniences but nothing more.” She looked about and nodded to herself. “Neusayer trees from the south will do. More can be planted here to firm up the ones here. I think I’ll put the garden right about…here, what?”

“Nothing.” Bane was shaking his head. Even before Luna could stare him down Bane just said, “Nothing. You have nothing here, Luna! You make it sound as if its paradise here all ready.”

“A home is what we will make of it,” said Luna definitely “myself, Dorolee, and the rest that will follow us.”

Bane said smugly, “Oh I can imagine your descendants passing the day tending to the rocks.” He kicked a good size rock that was in front of him across grassless dirt. “This is so stubborn and wrong, even for you.”

“Well I’m entitled to be wrong like any other Sith Lord,” Luna cracked back at him. “This will be the place. I will build it myself if I have to.”
After that Bane was quick to join Luna at her moving side as she continued onward. “Well you don’t have to start laying a foundation now, mother pants!” Years ago there was no sibling squabble; Bane beat into her what she to do or what to say or what to listen, and Luna complied without question. Sometimes with no regret he missed those days; especially when she showed no fear of him.

She frowned up at him, “Stop calling me mother pants! And no, I’m not starting now.” Luna stopped and looked through the trees before them. “I just want to see the rest of the property. There is…”

Bane finally realized it; beyond the trees in front of them was the presence of the Dark Side in deep concentration. Before they knew they both continued forwards and walked through the dead woods. Along the way he found himself asking her, “Tell me again why here?”

“I’ve never told you why,” she said in slight exasperation, giving stirring Dorolee a kiss on the forehead.

“Good time now,” said Bane uneasily. What he sensed wasn’t living, but by no means did it make it a less of a threat against them.

Casually without Bane’s fears shared, Luna said, “Have you ever heard of Xulm?” Bane shook his head indifferently. “When you do, ask me the question then.”

Frowning hard, Bane questioned, “Who was he?” Luna continued to float ahead and said nothing. “Luna.” She stayed silent. He just gave up and chased after her; he had learned since reuniting to trust her, or at least learn to trust her, and treat her, of course, as his equal.

After a few minutes of travel the two came upon a massive clearing that was clearly engineered to be so. The ground was overly flat, it surroundings of dead wood and brush and entanglements creating a border around the edge of it, heavy rock formations removed except for the high boulder that stretched tall and over the clearing for a considerable height and distance. Luna proceeded towards the tall rock. Bane followed with more caution; hand on his weapon, senses open.
The boulders became manufactured on the other side; not steps or a ramp, but it appeared that something more than time had altered the climbable surface. The terrain sensors on Luna’s chair were able to plot a course up the not so very steep climb. She and Darth Bane moved on and upward, not stopping until they reached the top and the edge of the rock. From their location they could see very far and wide, and the clearing below made sense to them; it was clearly a place where someone could preach to a mass of followers.
Luna broke the silence. “We shall remember Lord Nefarious here.” She propped Dorolee up in order for the baby to see. “Your father will be remembered here, in the very middle of this place, under a sign of everlasting peace. I will be laid to rest here when my time comes.” She snuggled her daughter lovingly. “Here it will not only be a place of rest, it will be a place of knowledge, of testing. Here, we will be remembered, our place in history secured.”
She looked to Bane. “This will be the lands I will govern. Will you help me, Brother, create what I desire?”

Darth Bane thought of the results that were going to be obtained by agreeing to do it. Not in his lifetime, but in the future the Sith will have the ultimate warrior born into their midst. The greatest power the galaxy will have ever known; a power all will fear and bow down to in despair. He could not deny such a request, not when it meant the end of the Jedi, not when it meant revenge. He laid a strong hand upon her shoulder and said, “Aye, my Sister, I shall.”
------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 70.07

(Translated from Vhinphyc to Basic)

It was as if the situation had not concluded.

No sooner had the Vhinphyc returned to the Galactic Dominator after the rescue of the young pup off of the world known as Jangure the discussions involving those associated to the events began almost immediately. It was not a friendly discussion. It never was intended to be. They collectively started where they left off on the planet in absolute disagreement. Although the scientific liaison in charge of the Project of the Maternal Prophets was more than likely to give the harmed family time to heal the military that managed the entire operation to rescue the boy was not. The two had agreed to allow Dukakta Allegro'con'brio into their fold whether by free will or by force the two had no agreed on how to go about it. That infuriated the two at each other, clearly upsetting the mate of Dukakta, who left the males alone in the antechamber outside the civilian quarters to tend to her traumatized child.
A few moments passed in silence as all three males took their time to collect themselves. Each was different in their physicality and methods and callings in life, but they were males; they were Vhinphyc! Still they had not reached the point of desiring to exchange physical unpleasantness.
Yet.

None of the three wanted the fight for their own reasons. Amongst the three it was Dukakta that had the most power when it came to the future. The scientist, Cas’on’bie Be’fevasaq’nox, could only do more when the future was decided. The military elder, Higorgarian Evagan'wiwsk'shavage'anute, had the most to loose if that future was not decided; he was under the most pressure, a pressure he wanted to put on Dukakta’s shoulders.
“Chamber Minister ’brio,” ‘anute began with a loud, exhale sigh, “let us put what has occurred in a broad prospective you pretend to know about. Unlike you, I do not have the luxury of resting on my thoughts within the confines of Sesche.” ‘nox made a face at the general relaying how disappointed he was at the military leader’s attempt at mending borders with insulting sarcasm. ‘anute shrugged it off.
“The Ignorant are becoming bolder, you have seen it yourself,” continued ‘anute, referring to the Republic at large and not just those they had dealt with recently. They apply the word ‘ignorant’ to anyone, any being, that was not Vhinphyc. “They are testing us, and every meeting it is a conflict. They appear more ready for a fight with us, daring us by doing what they believe to be minor incidents. Make no mistake they are testing our capabilities and measuring them against what they have.”
‘brio turned to ‘anute with a deep frown, still pissed at what had happened to his son. “So now you say those Ignorant who had taken my son did so without the involvement of the Hutts but the involvement of their central government?”
Lying boldly, ‘anute said, “It appears so, Chamber Minister. Analysis of the intelligence that was gathered is still being processed.” He looked at ‘nox when ‘brio turned away in anger; ‘nox pressed his mouth shut, not sure what ‘anute was trying to do was going to succeed. “Nonetheless the Ignorant are getting bolder whether their governments are involved or not.”

“And the Premiere knows of these activities?” ‘brio looked between the other males; his stares lasted longer on the general because surely the what more did the scientist know. “Why has he not informed the people, as required under the law?”

“It would be for the same reason he had for not revealing these secret weapons we possess in our arsenal.”

“Yes, yes, these secret weapons of yours,” muttered ‘brio, understating ‘yours’. He was still angry, but not all of his anger was directed towards the Ignorant. “I am entirely grateful of them for they secured the safe return of my son.”

“You did not seem so grateful,” reminded ‘anute, “when I chose your son for repayment of the debt.”

‘nox interjected at this point when ‘brio shot a hard stare at ‘anute. “General I can assure you, again, that I do not need young Nach'cht'musik. The problems we have with the prototypes will be worked out in due course. We only need time. That is all I beg of the Chamber Minister to suggest to the Premier.”
‘anute glared at ‘nox disapprovingly. “Your kind has been saying that for far too long. You need all the imaginative minds you can get your hands on, ‘nox. The Vhinech problem is not going away, and now we have an escalation in incidents with the Ignorant. Before we can say it with certainty, the Ignorant and the Vhinech will join forces to end us. The luxury of time is not as infinite as time itself.”

‘brio glared at ‘anute. “My son is my mate’s son. Understand that his sudden removal from her life devastated her terribly. I’m fortunate to have her as well as my son, both alive and well. That is why I cannot make such repayment of said debt now.”

Chuckling, ‘anute said, “I did not mean I would take the boy now, ‘brio! You misunderstood me if you believed that was my intentions down below. However, if we do have him earlier, the sooner he will strive and make gains for our people.”
‘nox knew ‘anute was playing on ‘brio’s anger, and he played it with the skill of a mighty instrumentalist. Although he held his reservations, ‘nox could not truly dismiss this tact. ‘brio had become too analytical, too overly observant of the secret comings and goings of the government. The Premier chose ‘brio to be a chamber minister with the authority to exam ongoing works and projects; obviously the Premier had become more impatient than ‘anute had: all those involved in the project were on the thinnest of forty-year winter ice. The Vhinech situation was not helping them; it showed they had no control over the genetic matrix they had created. ‘brio, who did not know of the project, was asked to look at it for the first time and give an unbiased opinion. ‘nox felt the opinion would have not be favorable until the rescue of his child. ‘brio was surely now on their side, or was about to. ‘anute was a very cleaver pantaneous.

“I…am not happy with these results,” began ‘brio without confidence. He then raised his chest higher. “The Ignorant must not be taught a lesson.” Now ‘anute and ‘nox knew what ‘brio was talking about; the killing of the kidnappers of his child were not enough to satisfy his rage. “The Ignorant must be cleaned out of this galaxy and beyond the next!”
‘anute held a stern look of military certainty. “I do have a plan that needs to be instituted. Your endorsement in it, by giving me your son, will enlighten the Premier and allow the project to continue. Again, I do not need your son now; just your word that, when he is old enough, he is placed under my command. I assure you, ‘brio, he won’t be just gazing at strands of genetic code on a monitor or inspecting the far corners of other galaxies. He will know action, and that action will be against the Ignorant.”
‘brio looked between the two other men, and salivating he said, “You will have my boy in due time. He must know not to fear those who are far weaker than he. He will not be my mate’s little boy forever.”

“And on that day the Ignorant will fear him,” assured ‘anute. “They will learn and understand and regret the day they did nothing to cull the fools amongst their own. That will be the day Nach'cht'musik Allegro'con'brio brings order to this unjust galaxy!”
It would be many years before Nach’cht’musik was given to Higorgarian Evagan'wiwsk'shavage'anute, and the general was correct in his assurances.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 70.08
There was, and there always will be, one rule about Coruscant that was only one word long: strength. To say power would not be able to cover those of a weaker persuasion, of those who didn’t possess what was defined as power in Coruscant’s lexicon; somehow, some of the have-nots that lived in the lower belly of the world of steel and privilege saw old age. Having power was one thing: demonstrating the power, that is strength, was quite another. Reality was Coruscant and those who paid any attention knew that life discriminated against everyone. One could have all the credits in the known Republic and still die; their deaths, however, were not always associated with it’s true definition, such as political death or social death, but they were just as conclusive and thus those who ‘died’ were merely rotting corpses that the ‘living’ stayed away from. Coruscant was life, and if one did not show to have strength on Coruscant their fate was going to be written by others; others, of course, who possessed strength.
Strength, the use of power, was as versatile as the word ‘power’ used in generalities. It was not just about physical prowess and ability, and it was more than just having a strong will and a sharp mind; it was about the ability to control the intangibles. Strength could push, pull, lift, and damage whomever and whatever it was applied to. With strength there was a controlled fear and the control over one’s fears. The leverage needed in order to survive a particular situation; bad situations far more than good situations.
The best demonstration of this occurred nearly three decades ago on the world that was the epicenter of politics and scandal in the Republic. It was a gloomy night even for a world such as Coruscant where atmospheric processors control the weather. The weather processors could only control the weather; they could not control the pretenses of beings that were involved in what was about to be a potentially damaging political scandal. No one was really in the mood for small talk. The parties involved waited for the rival of a Jedi to settle the matter at the request of person who had no power, but at that point had considerable strength.

The arrival of the Jedi ratcheted up the tension for the political side of the argument. He was a Jedi Master, and a formable one at that. He was known and respected by many in the Senate; the Senator that was involved in this messy scenario, however, was not a friend of the Jedi Order; he had no choice but to trust the Jedi Master, who had come at the behest of the accuser more than from the accused. The accuser only had an eight month old child and an attorney that could barely afford the suit he wore as backup. The accused had enough men around him one would have thought a major Senate committee hearing was taking place.
At the request of the Jedi Master long before he arrived the two parties were completed separated and were instructed to no longer communicate with one another. This had become a long, drawn out affair that had lasted as long as the baby’s gestation period, birth, and to this point life. The woman had become a menace to the man to the point that she had spent the last three months threatening to go to the media about how he, a married Senator with a vast fortune, had impregnated one of his floozies and didn’t bother to care. The Senator ignored her, but she had become too insistent past the point of no return when she hired a lawyer. The Jedi Master was certain the Senator and his aides might have threatened her although knowing the Human retrospectively he was unlike his predecessors, his father and many grandfathers that had proceeded him. Upon arrival he went straight away to mother and child, heard her story, and examined both. From that side of the argument, he concluded that she was baby’s mother. Now it was time to examine the accused father.
Entering the other room that held the accused, on the second floor of the building, the Jedi Master scanned the room to make sure all thirty-five known occupants was still in it. When they all saw him, he announced in clear baritone, “I am Jedi Master Qualeggoes. All in this room will remain here while I examine the Senator. There will be no more communication with the young woman below, and those who attempt to make contact with her while I am here will be dealt with immediately.”

One of the men that had crowded around the Senator, who was sitting, spoke up immediately. “We and our client don’t like threats, Master Jedi.” The man, a lawyer, stepped up to Jedi Master and peered up at him. He held an air of contempt, as if the law was able to prevent that much bigger and larger Jedi that possessed a universal power could stop the Jedi Master from hurting him.

Calmly and causally with no malice Qualeggoes said, “Neither does the young woman one floor below. She’s in fear of her life, and judging by the numbers and who’s who in this room it is understandably so.” He eyed several men that looked too crisp in appearance to be members of a bureaucracy. “Though I doubt the six Republic Intelligence agents is needed here,” one of the crisp looking men failed to hide his surprise; “I do understand why the Republic Guard has at least four of its undercover officers in this room. It’s not for me, clearly.” He turned his full attention to the attorney before him. “I don’t want a confrontation; I do have an obligation to protect the weak and the innocent. I will do so with might if I have to, Mister…”

“Kerm Puresteel-Puritt,” said the male, “Law Offices of Huggy-Levan, Puresteel-Puritt, Dovetail-Chinber-Bestly, Pang-Ottor of Theed.”

“Then heed me, sir,” said the Caamasi peacefully, but somehow with an authority that could not be challenged any further, “and observe what I do.”

As Qualeggoes moved through the crowd as they parted, Puresteel-Puritt said, “Don’t worry about us, we will.” The Jedi Master had no doubt about that as he gestured for the rest of the men to make room for him. “Rest assured, sir, that we will know if you are up to something. We know-.”

Qualeggoes only raised him hand to bring silence to the situation as he observed the Nubian male sitting down before him. To hear about such a scandal given who it was before him did not surprise him or any Jedi. What surprised him was that, finally, someone showed some courage and called the spoiled man out. He gave a bow and said in amusement, “Senator Rapier. It’s so unusual to find you in such precarious position, given your interstellar reputation.”

Bendian Rapier did not look at all his twenty-eight years of age. He looked exhausted from what was clearly a growing amount of guilt in him. He forced fire from his mouth, but clearly the woman’s strength was much more than his multi-billion credit fortune and his seat in the Republic Senate, and thus it was humbling him. “Whatever that prostitute has told you is not true!”

The Jedi Master rose and gave Bendian a slightly dismissive look. “Please Senator lets not go into specifics like this. I have heard her side of story. She admitted to me a great deal and all of it truthful.” He looked to the lawyers and said, “Whoever has her diary will give it to me. Now.” He held out his hand and waited. After a few moments of stillness an older attorney produced a data pad that had been personalized with feminine nuances. “Thank you. I will return this to the owner once we are finished.”
“We’ve done nothing to it,” added the older man hastily.

The Jedi Master said casually after putting it in his pocket, “I never said you had. I will, however, assure her that you had ‘done nothing to it’.” It was a given that they had erased all the entries in the data pad’s memory that pertained to Bendian Rapier. The Master was pretty certain that the woman, though brave and certain of all of this, was not very bright and had not made copies of her entries.

Agitated, Bendian asked on of his advisors, “Where the hell is Dace? I thought you said he was coming?”

The elder advisor said, “Sorry, sir, but like I said before I was unable to get a hold of Palpatine. I left messages, told him of the situation.”
“He’s well aware of the situation,” barked Bendian back. His friend Dace Palpatine, a junior advisor preparing to make his own representative run, was a man Bendian found himself trusting more than those here under his payroll command. He valued the man’s opinions. “It’s mute now. Send a message to him that I’ll see him later. Tell him it won’t be over drinks either.” That was bad news for Palpatine, very bad news. The others expressed no sympathy: it was not wise to cross the Boss.
The Jedi Master looked back down at Bendian. The Senator remembered him and looked up. Qualeggoes said, “Now, I do not need to hear your side of the story. It is quite clear what this is all about. You had a one night stand with her around the time her baby was conceived. She believes you to be the father of the child. She asked for an arbitrator who was beyond approach.”
Bendian twisted a smile at Qualeggoes as the Jedi Master kneeled down and pulled out a few tools in order to ascertain the truth. “Those who think have their own agendas. Every time I hear about someone being a righteous proponent of good I gag. Your kind is no less agenda pushing than anyone else.”
Qualeggoes appeared to slow at Bendian’s diatribe, but he brushed it off. He set a medical analyzer data pad beside the Nubian, and then he produced a collection probe. He looked seriously at him and said, “Your fear of me is unwarranted unless you are afraid of the truth. Now, please, stand up and unbuckle your trousers.”

“What?” Bendian shot looks at everyone he could. The other men shifted very uncomfortably on their feet in the room.

“I am ascertaining whether or not you are the father of the child,” said Qualeggoes without a hint of hesitation. “Stand and unbutton your pants.”

“You can prick his finger!” shouted Kerm Puresteel-Puritt. The other lawyers agreed with their own shouts. They knew the Jedi used simple blood testing to determine whether or not someone had enough midi-chlorians to be one of them. “This is outrageous!”
“I am not going to embarrass myself for the likes of you or that woman!” Bendian stood up in anger but he did not do as Qualeggoes had asked. “What is the meaning of this?”

To that extent Qualeggoes stood up to tower over everyone else in the room; the room grew quiet. He said, “Senator Rapier, you are a very clever man. You would not have obtained your status of power in the Republic by being a lucky fool. My experiences, however, have taught me well and what to expect from even the poorest yet smartest of adversaries.

“See, Jedi have been tricked while administering blood tests before. Sometimes we don’t pick up on the intent of deception that desperate, lying beings would normally produce from themselves-.”

“So!” interrupted Bendian. “I am not a liar, and I’m not dropping my pants.”

Qualeggoes went straight to his point. “Genetic cloaking, Senator Rapier, I know for a fact that a quarter of the Senate are currently involved in the trend.” The revelation suddenly made Bendian a little paler. “By injecting an artificial genetic strand designed to wrap itself around the normal genetic strands the Republic’s security sensors scan for to keep track of government officials for security reasons lose track. By doing this, said government officials can slip away and do what they want without becoming front page news. One avoids political damage. I believe the committee you subhead had approved it for classified use for Republic Intelligence agents.”
Qualeggoes glanced at the R.I. agents; they turned away, interested in the walls.

Bendian glared at Qualeggoes rudely. “And how do you know of classified information such as this?”

“Supreme Chancellor Fha'la,” spoke Qualeggoes without a beat. “He told me after I had spotted him, without guards and agents, walking the streets of the lower levels one night. He had to explain how he slipped his protection, and being a Ho’Din he respected the Jedi and felt compelled not to lie. He also knew my late father, a respected member of the Senate for a very long time. He gave me the technical details how it worked. It is his right, as chancellor, to reveal such information to the Jedi.”
Qualeggoes nodded downward towards Bendian; more to the point, towards Bendian’s pants. “I think you know, just as I do know, that the cloaking works only on blood because the tracking sensors are locked onto that standard. If I were to take your blood or hair, the genetic profiles would not match with what the Senate Security Net has on file for verification. But you don’t want that verification, do you? You know it will leave a tracking data point.”

Puresteel-Puritt stepped forward and interrupted again. “So all you are doing is a comparison point?”

“A match of genetic profiles is all I doing.” Qualeggoes gestured towards his data pad. “This device is not linked to the network. All I am doing it comparing the baby’s profile to the mother, which match, and now I will see if Senator Rapier’s genetic profile fulfills the equation.”
“But I don’t see the need to drop my pants,” whined Bendian.

With slight impatience, Qualeggoes told Bendian what Bendian all ready knew. “The cloaking affects all of the typical measures of genetics except one.” He knelt down to one knee again. “As Fha’la explained the cloaking agent is so altering that even the developers advise users to not use it if one wishes to engage in, shall we say, family growth activities. Some have used the agent as a form of contraception, and in some of those cases they have, unfortunately, children born with terrible birth defects.”
There was a shift in mannerism and tone in Bendian; Qualeggoes could sense the young man’s feelings of guilt. “Her baby looked go to me.”

“The boy is, but we are not here to quantify its physical health.” Qualeggoes held up the small, harmless looking collection probe. “Or prove that you are taking a dangerous substance to shield yourself from tracking sensors.”

Sighing, Puresteel-Puritt turned to everyone else and said, “Turn around. All of you turn right around and look the other way.” As the others slowly did what was told of them, the attorney looked to Bendian. “Do it, Bendian. We know the truth.”

Apprehensive, Bendian waited until Puresteel-Puritt turned around, undone his fly, and only lowered it an inch when Qualeggoes said, “That’s far enough. I only need below your abdomen exposed.”

Bendian said nothing as the Jedi Master placed the cold probe against the skin. Qualeggoes did not relish the idea of doing this, but he put aside his differences because this was a matter of justice that had to be done; he imagined a healthy Nadja Moranna gang tackling the Nubian, or breaking into his suite and taking what was necessary by force. The procedures the probe used to secure a sample of Bendian’s sperm were not painful but it was not pleasant either; after an atheistic was administered, a tiny micro-line penetrated the skin and snaked its way to its destination through the blood stream. Bendian wiggled whenever he felt it move through the smaller blood vessels. After ten seconds the wire retracted and Qualeggoes took the sample back to his medical data pad for analysis. Bendian buttoned up his pants and sat back down, sweaty and pale; his apprehension worked its way down to his legs, they were shaking badly. His attorneys, advisors, and other cronies turned around and some consoled him with a hand pat to the back; it gave him no visible confront. What the lawyers knew Bendian knew too well; divorce on Naboo always favored the female, and if the reason is adultery his wife would be entitled to seventy-five percent of his growing fortune, now and in the future; there was no prenuptial agreement between him and mysterious wife.
Qualeggoes let the analyzers in the medical data pad process all that had been collected. With it’s built in software and independent memory it did not need outside sources of data to draw up conclusions. Such a device was chosen because the Jedi did not want to embarrass the Senator, and no Jedi would wish that such private consolations with the Order be revealed. The Jedi Code was clear that unless warranted such matters were to remain hidden from the public in order to protect, if it were so, the innocent. In a case like this, there was a chance that both parties were innocent. Despite Bendian Rapier’s noted anti-Jedi point of view he was entitled to those same protections as the mother and baby down below. Qualeggoes, like the other Jedi, knew that it was just better to let someone destroy themselves than to aid them because by themselves they did such a good job; individuals always possess the ability, the ultimate power they have always have.
The pad chimed to let Qualeggoes know the analysis was complete. He took the pad and walked away from an overly curious lot that tried to read it before he did. Bendian sat back down in defeat but his anxiety was now making him sweat. The Caamasi considered all the readings carefully, letting his mind drift through the Force to see if the conclusions were indifferent to what the Force may tell him. The whole situation was presented to him again in his mind, and for whatever reason, a reason he failed to hide when he spoke, he was deeply disappointed.
Qualeggoes turned, produced a data card from the pad, and gave it to Puresteel-Puritt. He said to Bendian, “Congratulations, Senator, you are not the father.” Bendian immediately let his face fall into his hands. The room full of men let out a collective noise of relief. “I will be informing the young woman and her attorney of this shortly.”

“Thank god!” said Bendian in exasperation.

As the congratulations continued, Qualeggoes approached Bendian, sat beside him, and showed him the data pad screen. There was more detailed analysis than just the genetic screen. He whispered to him, “Unfortunately you cannot have children. Your body doesn’t produce sperm, absolutely none.”

To that, Bendian smiled, the color and his confidence returning to his relieved face, and said with steady boldness, “Yes, I know. I’ve always known since my first physical as an adolescent.” Without any appearance of care he threw his hands up. “Why else do you think I mess around?”
To that, Qualeggoes became very queasy at the behavior of the Senator from Naboo. Suddenly he felt as if he were merely used in a political game, even though it was the young woman that called on the Jedi to help her. His senses finally caught on to Bendian’s hidden agenda. He diverted his embarrassment towards a useless subject. “That should not give you a license to have affairs, sir. Consider the health risk-.”

“Spare me, and screw you!” Bendian stood up and shot it out; the shout brought the attention of the others back towards him. “I am smart enough to ensure that my little heres and theres are completely checked out before and after an encounter, or did she happen to forget that little detail!” He looked at the undercover Republic Guardsmen. “Arrest that bedrider. The charge is blackmailing a Senator of the Republic! Arrest her lawyer too for conspiracy!”

“Wait!” The command from Qualeggoes brought the men to a stop. He turned to Bendian. “This was merely a testing of formalities. Its done, she’s wrong: it’s over.”
“I have months of documents and evidence that shows a pattern of her scheme,” said Bendian. “Thank you and I should thank her for having a third party of high respect, a party the courts will have no problem believing, verifying the real facts.” He threw his hands up. “I told her, time and again, the brat wasn’t mine. Just to make her go away, I paid her ten thousand credits.” He stopped himself short and smiled, but it wasn’t a warm smile. It was clear what he had done; by paying her the one time it showed that she had, in fact, blackmailed him for money, and when she continued to pursue him and showed a very, ultra-guilty pattern of criminal behavior on her behalf.
Qualeggoes glared at Bendian contemptuously. Any other time he would not pity for those who would do wrong, but it clear to him that the Nubian was going to malicious destroy someone simply because she didn’t know the truth. “You would be separating a mother from her child. She will do twenty years!”

Bendian’s face became a cold mask of ruthlessness; the kind of face very few have seen, saved for those who clearly attempted to defy him during debates in committee meetings and debates on the Senate floor. Though it was not a very evil face, and a face that did not cause armies to quake in their boots, it had enough to make a challenging politician wonder whether they would be seen or heard of again in politics. Bendian was a political force, a power in of his own. If one was a Senator or Representative, and he talked to them, and if others saw he was talking to them, that individual or group gained tremendous power. If he didn’t talk to them, or worse yet if he had and then stopped those individuals or groups were not just dead they were buried and sight-unseen ghosts. If he was really cold, Bendian would name the person or groups in a negative; at that point they might as well go home and do something else with no politics involved -- live a quiet, unviewed, and very boring life without giving politics any more of a thought.
“She’ll do more,” said Bendian calmly, “I’ll promise you that. She’ll never forget the day she messed with me. If you think for one nanosecond I’m going to let a pank like her succeed where more powerful adversaries have failed you are dead, dead wrong!” It was clear: a proud, egotistical man, though he knew he was not in really any trouble, was slighted and now he wanted harsh penance. This was not a show of power; this was going to be a show of strength, a measure of his power.
Remembering his obligation to the innocent, Qualeggoes thought fast on what to do to protect the woman. He felt that her intent was not to blackmail Bendian, but to seek compensation because she firmly believed he was the father of her boy. The courts would not see it that way once they heard who it was she supposedly blackmailed; certainly she had a past criminal record given her admitted illegal occupation. Again he considered her lack of intelligence and her lack of being able to stand up against a man who had practically omnipotent power. The solution to this was what Qualeggoes remembered; Bendian was sweating and looked sick because although he knew he did not father the child the idea of the adulterous affair getting out was eating at him. He was, after all, a married, rich man who had a wife waiting for him back on Naboo who had too much faith in him she stayed home.

“If you arrest her, serious and not tabloid news will get out about your flings,” stressed Qualeggoes quickly, and suddenly everything came to a screeching halt. “You will force me to reveal that fact. You will force her to reveal that fact. Others will come out and reveal that fact. It will not be blackmail then, it will be the truth. That will put you in a precarious position with your wife, for I doubt you can cover this whole thing up.”

Bendian paled again; not badly, but noticeably. Qualeggoes looked squarely at him and said, “File no charges against her. Let her go and forget this. I will make certain she understands what is occurring, and make her promise never to bother you again, in any way. Her lawyer will explain the ramifications.”
After a few seconds Bendian wisely nodded, but pointed a finger at Qualeggoes and said, “Get her and the kid off Coruscant. Tell her lawyer his done practicing law in the Inner Rim. Any sign of them, including the kid, and there will be hell to pay!”

Clear that nothing else was going to be said, Qualeggoes bowed to the senator; a bow he did not want to give. He collected his things, and left the room to get the woman and child, and get them away from Coruscant as soon as possible. Before he left, the Caamasi saved the data on his medical data pad onto a disk. He kept the disk and erased the data stored on the pad, and he told no one in the Jedi Order what he knew and what he had in his possession. At this time all that mattered was that the woman and baby were safe and that Senator Rapier was satisfied. Qualeggoes never knew back then the significance of Rapier’s inability to father children. Years later, when prophecy indeed begin to reveal the truth, Qualeggoes had no faith that the others of the Jedi Order could comprehend and take seriously what it all had meant. He kept the knowledge then only to himself. That is until he made a bargain with Magus Prophet.
------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 70.09
Dreams did not have detail, or such characters that had so much to express in terms of words and emotion. The environment did not change to suit the meaning of what was seen. What was seen and heard and felt explained itself. From a pit of forever darkness of despair and hatred to a world of saturated colors, of a late fall with early snow, of minor accumulations that defied the autumn sun and held on to leaves and the trees. It was here -- a long time ago in a galaxy far, far away -- that peace could be found and a love could be rediscovered.

In the shadows of purple mountains hidden amongst the tallest of trees was an unnatural object; an intergalactic vessel, one that required little use since the crew had placed themselves on a deserted planet so far away from their home galaxy it would in theory take most creatures from there their lifetime to reach them. Of the few species that could do it they only had a fear of one of them: their own kind the Vhinphyc, from their home world of Vhanba. Only they could match the Sosen’take’geroa, the ship that hid in the forest, in terms of might and speed. And surely only the long living Vhinphyc would care look for those who they would consider to be traitors to their kind. If wiping out the galaxy the traitors were in was the only satisfactory measure their government would certainly take it.

They did not come. The Vhinphyc hiding on the deserted world were never found by them or anyone else. That is until this dying day.

Being discovered was the last subject on the mind of Nach'cht'musik Allegro'con'brio. He kept the idea of he and his wife being discovered open; that the government he had once swore allegiance to and served would find them and rightly destroyed them. The same government had the accumulated information he and his wife had gathered when they had done their surveys of the home galaxy and beyond; this world was in the information. In the beginning of their stay every day they stressed and obsessed over ‘the day’; the day the hammers of war could nail them. As the decades passed the fears ticked and tocked away, all that Nach feared currently was the amount of wood needed for the coming winter. Such primitive nuance could be lost to the observant and the astute the Vhinphyc always enjoyed the comfort of a home fire; even if it was on board a state of the art vessel with climate control; even when their thick hides were enough to keep them warm. So, Nach chopped away with his battle ax, all day, unawares of the space and time around them; sensors on the ship long ago powered down.

Nach’s system of wood collecting was unique to his gender and his kind. Utilizing his Vhinphyc strength and his weapon -- both no longer used for the purpose of war -- he would decimate several big trees, split them, trim them, cut them, and finally stack them on a tore down rear shield hull plate to pull them back home. The chain he used bit into his large hands, and the weight reminded him that his life was narrowing after he had made five full trips; no longer was he so stout, so thick, and so strong. But he was loved, and no dead wood or the lateness of the season was going to stop him so long as he could draw a breath and be loved.

Nach took that deep breath when he reached the ship with the sixth load. He needed more he felt, and he needed to find it in different places. He stood still and looked around. The cluster of fine dark wood stood tall on the horizon to the east that looked promising, but those were used to shadow the green Sosen’take’geroa from sub-orbital sensor approach; it was one of those reminders, one of those things that brought the thoughts in the back of his mind back to the front. He looked to the north, where he had come from, and decided that he had to go further in the direction to harvest wood.

Nach found himself drawn back to the east. He realized that there was someone just appearing over the open horizon. Being on a planet with no other sentient life, this development put the male on alert. He felt he had no time to get other weapons or warn his mate. Since there was only one individual coming that he could see he decided to make direct contact. Ax in hand he slowly trotted out and towards the possible enemy. He stopped when he was dozens of yards away from the ship and much less from the white robbed figure.

Panting a bit, the much larger Vhinphyc swung his ax about to bring it in front of him in a two handed grip, blade over right shoulder. Nach said in his language, “[You go no further! Show yourself to me or I will use force!]” The subject stopped, and in response to his challenge there was only a whimper, a cry. Pulling the hood back, the robed figure revealed herself: an old Human woman. Time was very cruel to Human females, always wrinkling them and shrinking them and making them eventually frail in spirit. What she was doing here, thousands upon thousands of light years away from the nearest Human outpost left Nach lost. All she could do was weep upon seeing him. She couldn’t speak; her reactions were not out of fear.

Lowering his ax, Nach took slow steps towards her. He may have been like the others of his kind who mistrusted whoever was not Vhinphyc, but he wasn’t always keen on killing first and having an inquiry later. Here this was one, lone female; if it were a trap it should have been sprung by now. No fakery of emotions could ever be this good.

In a weathered voice, she wept, “I found you. I’ve finally found you.”

“Your voice!” he exclaimed in the Republic Basic. Nach looked her over again, up and down. The white robe had the distinct cut of Jedi attire. When she spread her arms out and approached to hug him he saw her lightsaber hanging on the belt. Her aged hair had distinct, pearly white strands on each side of her head in front of the ears that stood out from the rest which he could tell once she had wrapped herself around his waist with her tiny arms.

“I’ve found you at last. At last!” She did her best to squeeze him, and to his surprise there was strength in her grip that defied her age. As her identity had dawned on him he lost all the strength in his hand and let his ax fall to the ground. He put careful hands on her, so afraid to break her and so apprehensive for he thought it was a dream. It could not be her; it could not be real.

“Say my name, my Love!” she wailed in his stomach; she was so short and so small to him, but that was merely physical. “Say my name, my Husband, my Mate. Tell me that this is no dream!”

He found it difficult to maintain his masculine resolve because of the years of pain that had followed after he and his mate had separated from this mate, his Second Wife, the Jedi who had become his Son’s mother. Nach quietly said with grateful blood tears in his eyes, “Anka-Dee Sura.”

Her answer was the strength that left her upon hearing her name spoken from his mouth. Nach could not blame her; he suddenly had very little strength to hold her as the shock of all of this caught up with him. He felt like the small child that could not contend with the evils of the galaxy that had taken him from his home once so long ago. That stirred him to be strong again, to be strong for his Wives and for his Son. He now had a missing piece of his heart returned to him, and with Anka-Dee there was so much she brought with her; her love, her obvious devotion to him and the First Wife, and the name of their Son; with the last thought he looked beyond her in the hopes that his nameless Son was coming up behind her, but somehow he knew he was not here. Anka-Dee was here, and this was the greatest surprise of them all, and it was the only surprise. Certainly others would raise their contempt for two different species to love each other so intimately. Others would doubt how fast Nach and Anka-Dee and the First Wife fell for one another. Of course they were not Vhinphyc; they did not understand how a Vhinphyc loves. Anka-Dee was never a convenience for them, someone just to watch over their Child; she was just as much as a part of their existence as they were apart of hers. When Vhinphycs knew they were in love they loved -- for the males with the full approval of their female better half of course.

Carefully Nach reached further down the length of Anka-Dee’s body and hoisted her up to where he could carry her and have her lay against his large chest. She instead took his large head into her hands and she kissed him many times on the lips. Around the forth time the engagement lasted longer as the memories of the little time they all had before together leapt past all the years without her. Both speechless afterwards, Nach carried Anka-Dee towards the ship.

Well before they reached the Sosen’take’geroa Nach noticed that his First Wife had emerged from the ship; she had been standing there for a while, taking in the sight, confirming what she saw with her nose taking in the smell of the winds. Valk'ries'sol Xer'av'brio, fair haired huntress with an unmatchable courage, held her ground knowing that her Husband would bring a piece of their life that was left behind to her. Anka-Dee turned her head to see her and praised, “Valk!” before leaping away from Nach. The elderly woman had a spring in her step that contradicted her natural walk, and in mere seconds she was in Valk’s arms, and together they wept joyously. Nach watched it all unfold before him and never had he been so moved in all his years. The women kissed, and then they hugged each other tightly, causing Valk to uncharacteristically squeal in glee -- uncharacteristically for Anka-Dee, she never knew Vhinphyc could sound like a little Human girl in absolute happiness.

Anka-Dee turned to Nach after a moment of time passed, wiped a tear, and said, “I know. I know everything.”

The statement had suddenly had a meaning that was far and away different from the context of what was transpiring. Nach said carefully, “Do you?” He looked very uncomfortable. “Yet you still came to us: to look for the answers to see if you were correct?”
“She searched for us,” said Valk in her learned Basic, “for the truth does not matter, my Husband. She searched for us because she loves us.” She looked down at Anka-Dee and soothed the old Jedi’s head with a loving touch. “I am not mistaken.”

Wordlessly, Anka-Dee shook her head and wept joyfully into Valk’s bosom. Nach drew himself to them and wrapped his large arms around both women and tried so very, very hard not to cry.

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

CHAPTER 70.1
(Time Frame: The Fading Light Epilogue)

The first time Dace Palpatine had ever seen Rapier Manor he was barely into his Sithian manhood and a mere month away from his first political victory. His ‘friend’ -- pawn was a better term -- Bendian Rapier guaranteed that victory to a Representative chair; all that meant was that he would was second-in-line to Naboo’s Senate seat, with no real power -- on the surface -- and no political guarantee that he would journey further down a career trail. Bendian himself had cruised to another election win, and had finally invited his understudy and next in line to his Senate seat to the home everyone with power envied. He had to admit to himself even he was impressed with the mansion, but of that and the contents inside only one object grabbed hold of his Dark attention. Back then so many decades ago now Dace was walking up the stairs to the front door of Rapier Manor. Back then was different in ascetics and purpose. He was walking beside Bendian, an honor that Bendian’s long time associates never had, up the polished marble steps towards the large doors that looked impossible for one person alone to open. Secretly, the Sidious side of his persona had itched to throw the doors open with his still developing powers of the Force. The idea of that changed not because of common sense but when the doors opened. Out had stepped the most beautiful woman in the galaxy to greet them.
Now it was twenty-five years later. Dace was walking up those same steps and he intended to go through those same front doors. Naressa, the woman that held his interest back then, did so at the moment. Circumstances and time had changed the rest. They had an affair that lead to Bendian’s downfall and brought Juna into the galaxy. He revealed who he truly was and was spurned by her. There was a point months ago where it seemed that Dace would have gotten all that he wanted with he and Naressa in reconciliation, and the Dark Hope of the Sith, his Daughter, before him. His fears were made true and he was betrayed by Naressa and nearly lost everything; all he had left was himself, his apprentice Darth Maul, and the rest of the Sith Order. He told himself over that time that was all he needed. Yet here was Darth Sidious under the guise of Palpatine, once again scrapping at the Rapier Clan’s front door, and weary that Naressa Rapier would notice him. Before he was the shy boy who was unable to speak of anything intelligent because she was around; he was the hardened and wiser Dark warrior desiring to avoid her highly sensitive abilities of detection. The Dark Side with him, then destiny would allow him this one gamble at success. His true curiosities lied within the comatose body of his Daughter Juna, and therefore he had to see whether or not Darth Rune had succeeded.
Prior to this long trip he made from Theed which consisted of a long walk after one of his civilian -- non-Sith -- aides drove him to Rapier Manor’s front gates and he made them leave, Dace Palpatine had received word that the Millennium Falcon had left Nadine Towers on Coruscant a few days prior to this night. No sooner than the news worked into his mind and he told himself he did not care Dace was calling the aide to drive him to Rapier Manor. Half way there, as he told himself it was not worth the trouble, Dace figured out who would be on that Corellian stock light freighter: Thahada, Arnes, and Sarch. There was a prohibition against any Jedi to go to Naboo, but Dace knew Sarch would break that rule the first chance he had gotten -- little did Sidious know that Enothchild had quit the Jedi Order. He saw the Falcon land as he walked through the gates; he couldn’t help to smile.
The timing was perfect and the advantages continued to favor Sidious on this day that was ending and becoming night; he hoped the setting sun was not a metaphor for the end of his so-called ‘luck’. Apparently Naressa figured Dace would never dare return to Rapier Manor because she never instructed the security system to deny him entry onto the grounds. He was ready to scale the high walls in spite of the untold tricks Naressa had installed, but he was spared needless use of his abilities for a time. Over and again in his mind he had envisioned what was transpiring right now in the mansion, all the way to the front door. He could see in his mind Naressa being totally distracted by taking care of Juna -- though Rapier Technologies was running just fine there were whispers by some in the company that Naressa was a step slower than normal in thinking. The distraction plus Naressa’s own distrust in the so-called Winds of the Force that the Daughters of the Dark Side controlled equaled a dedicated and weary sensor system that was operating at half capacity. 
Sarch’s arrival, Sidious was certain, would be the real first time he and Naressa had gotten together to discuss what they have been through as a short lived couple. Having gone through emotional upheavals himself, such as learning about Naressa’s tryst with the Jedi Master, and knowing Naressa so well as he did, Sidious knew Naressa would be unfocused. The Jedi Sarch would be blinded as well by Naressa’s overwhelming presence, which left Thahada the Guardian and Arnes the Smuggler to tend to Sidious if Sidious was so inclined to remove Juna from his ex-lover’s clutches. In his heart, Sidious just knew Sarch would take Naressa away from Juna so they could have a private conversation.
To this point at the door, Sidious had put so much trust in the Dark Side of the Force, and it was it that had led him here to this point. He had let himself believe in the Darkness before, but it was always during a situation where combat was immediate; not this, not a cloak and vibroblade/circumstance and chance scenario. As much as he said it or thought it Sidious never put any faith into the concept of good luck, or luck in particular. He had always felt that one made their own luck, or rather make their own advantage. Some would call luck what the weak would miraculously do against the strong. A layman would lay claim of this by citing the Vhinech example: outnumbered, outgunned, and outclassed by the superior Vhinphyc, yet the mutations of the Vhinphyc defeated them. To Sidious the reality was this: the Force-using Vhinech had someone show them the way of the Force and took full advantage of the Vhinphyc’s superiority complex; the Vhinphyc never believed they could be defeated, so when they were losing they still thought the Vhinech could never win. The war was over when Jurivicious Pern showed Magus Prophet how to focus his minds. That wasn’t luck; that was someone taking advantage over the advantage they had always had.
Worse in the belief of luck was when luck ran out. So many times, so many examples, Sidious had known and seen for himself with his own gray eyes. That look on the face of the Vhinech he had killed from Vhanba to Evramora to Prophet’s ship that told of the moment of ‘luck running out’. One believed in good luck then they believed in bad luck, which was a good excuse for two kinds of individuals: those who had no advantages to speak of and begged some high deity to ‘change their luck’, and those who were dead. It was a good excuse for the weak minded and the ill-prepared to rattle off about not being ‘lucky today’. Those that bought into the philosophy of good luck then expect bad luck. That meant they anticipated it, and that was their downfall: sometimes, with anticipation, they create the bad luck. That was giving their advantages away to the gloom of despair and death.
Try as he may, Sidious could never get rid of the word ‘luck’ to describe some things. He would not give up trying, just like he couldn’t give up on learning whether or not Darth Rune ruled Juna’s body. Obviously Naressa was not going to tell him. Experience told Sidious that Rune probably succeeded, and that Juna was no more. That made the case for him to come despite his own reservations; this clearly was the Dark Side of the Force leading the way towards the destiny he saw for himself; luck be damned to hell.
Putting on the face of Palpatine, Sidious straightened his tunic before giving the door a gentle knock. He barely could sense the young presence of Missy Galladine on the other side, and when she opened the door just enough he let his stronger will dominate her mind. She opened the door with a blank stare. She would not remember the encounter. The whole time Sidious kept himself close to her body to keep his power from stretching and tipping the Force users in the house off. He mentally ordered her to get some air, and quick and quietly he moved down the corridor. Though he went with the whims of the Dark Side he still did not let his shields down; he used the bulk of his power to keep hidden from the sensors, particular the MITES. He relied on experience, so Sidious thought the first place to see where Juna was housed was Juna’s room. He decided the best route to her room was to travel around the outer ring instead of going through the middle and turning to the right of the memorial to Bendian Rapier; he couldn’t stomach looking at that damn statue again, and the outside ring had a lot more recess to hide behind if he needed to hide. If Naressa and Sarch were there he would ultimately abandon the attempt to take Juna. If it were just Thahada or the Sullustan or both he would reconsider, although there was still a danger of being detected. He had readied excuses if he was confronted by the Force users; he had his doubts that Naressa would tell Sarch the whole truth about the Sith even now, but he left that tiny little airlock open. He only knew what to do next when the Dark Side of the Force revealed it to him. It had gotten him this far.
Sidious walked the large hall towards Juna’s room, and when he spotted one of the maids seemingly an eighth of a mile away he ducked behind a tall nimbus vase. He peered around it to find the unfamiliar young woman in her frilly uniform walking very slowly, and then turning towards the next available opening in the walls. She was soon followed by a duster; she, too, walked down the middle of the corridor with slow paced intentions. A third female and a male emerged from a room just ahead of Sidious, making him flinch; Sidious’ enforced lack-of-range due to keeping his power within him made him vulnerable to surprises like this. He had made to duck back behind the vase, but even when the couple looked right at him they paid no attention; it was bright enough in the massive hall for their stares to have seen him, yet they said nothing and all they did was walk through the opening in the hall to the next hall.
The zombie-like actions of the household help perplexed Sidious. His instincts outside of the Dark Side told him to abort; the preservation of his power was only guaranteed by the preservation of his existence. This appeared to be Naressa’s doing; the maids and butlers were being mentally controlled. It could mean that he was spotted and that Naressa was getting the people she cared about out of harm’s way and baiting Sidious into a trap. Sarch could have been on his way. Quickly, Sidious let his lightsaber slip from under his thick tunic sleeve into his awaiting right hand. Slowly Sidious began to back up along the wall, his gray eyes locked on where Juna’s door would be, preparing himself for some made charge by the Vhinphyc Jedi Master. There was a noise, and Sidious locked up, almost turned on his weapon…
Down the corridor Sidious saw someone in black roaming the hall, and his first thought was Naressa. His second thought was Rune. His second thought was almost right, more then he could ever bargain for later on.
He forgot the notion of it being Naressa when he noticed the creature was heading away from him, and if Sidious was not mistaken it had appeared suddenly in front of Naressa’s room door. It moved cautiously and appeared to throw its head back every few steps. Sidious made a decision and drifted carefully down the hall. It might have not been the smartest idea; he was certain it was not Naressa though. The figure in front of him slowed in movement, which allowed him to creep closer. He could see the figure better now, and he saw just before it disappeared around the far bend pointed horns.
“Prophet!” spat Sidious out coldly and quietly to himself. 
The Sith Master could not believe it was the Vhinech, and he could not believe the balls on him. At the same time Sidious was not surprised if it were Prophet he had just saw and not some trick of the lighting. Word was through the reports of the transactions at Sanctuary, the ones Sidious and his apprentice Darth Maul did not participate in, that Sarch had destroyed Prophet. That was, in theory, the finality of the subject, except Juna had killed Prophet, then Sidious himself had killed Prophet, and he knew Naressa had to have had her hand in killing Prophet as well. The monster was going to stay dead because of a Jedi Master? It appeared so until Darth Sidious just saw Prophet’s horns betraying him. It also explained why the household help was moving away from the corridor; Prophet along with Jurivicious Pern had tried the physical approach at getting Juna a decade earlier and it had failed; he had wised up and was trying sneaky and quick. Prophet’s actions put Sidious in a real bind of thinking as he approached the corner and peered around it; he saw the shadow slip into the corridor that lead to the medical bay, remained there for a moment and thought out his options.
Darth Sidious could not go on another minute not knowing whether or not Darth Rune had succeeded in taking over Juna’s body. Having been a devote student of the Sith and their history, Sidious knew that Rune’s ambitions were vast and she had routinely shattered the unrealistic goals that she placed against herself; conquering them in years where it would have taken lesser Sith more than one life time. Once he held her in esteem and was jealous of her; he referred to Naressa as Rune since she was Naressa’s mother. Discovering her secret pact with the dead Sith Maidens on Dark Ridge Point to install her in his place of destiny, Sidious was quick to dissolve such reverence. He was not going to let Rune, a failure who had actually found victory from death, take what was rightfully his.
Sidious was not going to let Prophet again take what was his as well. Prophet’s obsession with Juna was more than just power, but like all Dark Side entities he would be a fool if he did not use the Dark Hope’s power in the Dark Side to achieve his goals. Prophet was on the doorstep of clear victory without Juna months ago; with Juna he would find the way through the door that was holding him back. Worse was the possibility of instead of Prophet gaining Juna, Prophet was gaining Rune. Rune was historically a loner, and the logs kept by the Sith Masters of Korriban her entries illustrated her desire to not train an apprentice. She was like Prophet, not totally above using someone to obtain what she sought. Naressa was correct, Prophet possessed more than his Dark power, and that more would be overwhelming in the hands of a Sith Maiden bent on ruling the galaxy.
The solutions were few to Sidious and he personally did not like any of them. They required action, and action would surely draw both Naressa and Sarch towards his presence. It would have been rather difficult to explain to Sarch why he was there whenever they got around to the subject. Naressa would had undoubtedly used the opportunity to reveal the whole truth, expose him, and satisfy herself by satisfying Sarch’s own suspicions; the Jedi Master, a brilliant detective to a fault, alluded that he believed Dace Palpatine was perhaps Juna’s real father; more or less he had accused Palpatine more than six months ago of being party to a deception that explained why the young woman was so powerful in the Force. If she did not tell Sarch the truth, or anything else, he would have to explain to the Jedi Master why he was snooping around Rapier Manor in the first place.

Decision went to feeling and what he knew: regardless of the outcome, Prophet could not have Juna, or whoever it was in Juna’s body! Sidious moved quickly with his weapon at ready, keeping his presence tight within him to continue the avoidance of detection from any Force sensitive being. He kept his composure, forcing his heart to slow enough to not cause him to make mistakes. His attention ahead of him the whole time…

The Sullustan Arnes walked across the corridor from the medical ward no more than thirty feet in front of Sidious. The Sith Master stopped, caught dead in the middle of the corridor, ready to kill than charm his way past the smuggler. Instead the Sullustan was walking too fast to take note of his surroundings. He had tunnel vision; clearly he was distraught and distracted by the trials and troubles of his friends. Arnes focused on wanting to do something, like working on his ship; nothing else mattered.

Sidious was still until he heard Arnes’ footsteps no more. He was swift, keeping his stride short but feet moving with fleetness that no one ever thought he could possess at his age; his physical attributes were just another part of the Sith’s training in the art of deception. Without the Dark Side he was certain he could take even the most capable of warriors, such as Thahada. Prophet, of course, was an entirely different creature, yet Sidious was certain there were methods he could employ against him. In fact, with guile, there stood no reason why Sidious could use Prophet to take Juna out of here.
Several steps before he reached the entrance to the ward, Sidious suddenly felt very odd. He collected himself by leaning against the marble wall. He felt quite weak, couldn’t understand what was happening. No sooner than he stopped, out stepped a tall figure dressed in all black, shaped like a female, featuring Magus Prophet’s horns, face hidden by an eyeless mask of death. She carried Juna in her right arm, and suddenly her attention snapped towards a very aware, suddenly vigorous Sidious.

The two just stood there, frozen. The creature -- Faith -- flinched, jerked, and then finally she gestured towards Sidious to unleash a powerful Force Push…

Sidious gambled on a guess, opened himself to the oncoming Dark Side, let it fill him, and like a mirror he reflected the opposing energies back at his new adversary through both his outstretched hands. The deep, bone chilling, life-robbing cold nearly numbed the Sith Master right out of the fight; it was more power than he could ever handle -- a power he would have no problems wielding in the far future. The impact was perfect, striking Faith with energy that forced her to release Juna as she flied backwards, striking the hardened floor a few times before her body came to a rest. In the next motion Sidious caught Juna and slowed her down enough to let her fall as nicely as possible to the ground.
“Damn it!” Sidious was certain he made a big mistake, but he had no time. He had no time to contemplate on what was going to happen. He ran and picked Juna up; wrapping one arm around his shoulders so he could have one hand free to use his lightsaber, shrug her off of him quickly than carrying her in a cradle. He was certain his foe would be getting up any moment; Faith was knocked out. He knew if he activated his weapon to kill her, or use any more of his power, it would be like letting off a high explosive in a public place. Since no real alarms had gone off he could only assume the alarms had not, but in any event he had no time. He turned and took himself and Juna through the guts of Rapier Manor to avoid anyone else. His objective was clear: the Hanger Bay.

In the beginning of their escape -- he and Juna’s escape -- Sidious felt exhausted by the brief confrontation with Faith. The last time he felt so drained was when Naressa used her asilamorphic abilities to drain him of power on Prophet’s ship. The further away he got from the female version of Prophet the stronger he got naturally; he was careful not to let his Force signature eclipse him. Sidious observed Juna out of the corner of his eye and noted why she felt a little heavier than she should have been for a coma patient; servos covered her, rehabilitating her body to prevent atrophy; a near-transparent mask was on her face and fluid that smelled like bacta was dripping from openings in the mask. Sidious remembered that Juna had been mauled, mutilated by Prophet when she had obviously spurned him.
“We’re getting out of here,” Sidious whispered to her, trying not to sound like her true father. In the back of his mind Sidious kept telling himself that Rune was in her body, to take nothing for granted as he found the access way to the Hanger Bay. His left arm numbed from the effort of holding Juna’s body, but he ignored that and all the questions and all the worries he had. His gray eyes lay on the closes ship, the Millennium Falcon.
Smiling, Sidious moved towards the Corellian stock light freighter as he could. Half way there he suddenly realized something; the mumblings of one Dizzy Arnes, coming from a cargo box between the ship and the two Sith. The Sullustan was bent completely over the edge of the opening and could not see Sidious or Juna. Before that could change, Sidious called on a small portion of his power, eyed Arnes’ ass, and the smuggler flipped into the cargo box, causing the lid to come down and seal automatically. The next instant, as Sidious hauled Juna towards the ship, the sounds of pounding fists came from inside the air tight box; it was almost sound proof, as he could barely hear Arnes’ cries for help.

“Thanks for the ride, Captain Arnes,” Sidious remarked dryly. He adjusted Juna in his grip and quick as he could approach the ship. He then stopped when he felt a prodding deep inside his mind. He did not know why, but fear within him had become less trivial, cueing him to take action. Very carefully, he let Juna slip out of his grasp and forced his now free hand on his weapon, turned around…
No one was there…

The next moment, behind Sidious, Faith appeared from the shadows and slashed at him…

Sidious at the last second brought his lightsaber back over his head and ignited it halfway through the blind swing; he was taking no chances, alarms or no alarms….

Sidious felt her attack…it was physical, meant to rip the back of his neck….

Faith’s clawing right hand hesitated when the blood red of light emerged from Sidious’ weapon. She continued her swing but it lacked lethal intent and locked targeting. Her sharp fingernails caught the bottom of the lightsaber, removing the belt ring from its place. No alarm was raised when Sidious ignited his weapon.
Spinning around expecting a fight, Sidious found himself alone. No Faith was in front of him. Juna laid peacefully on the ground. Arnes continued to make muted noise from inside the cargo container. The only other sound was the hum of Sidious’ weapon, buzzing loudly, echoing in such a way that should have betrayed his location to all else in Rapier Manor. He expected more from his opponent, perhaps another attack…

The Millennium Falcon began to warm up; the auxiliary power was diverted to the main power core, and the whine of the repulsorlift generators vibrated loudly. Quickly Sidious looked to the cockpit of the freighter, and then he slow jogged towards it to see if the Prophet-born was at the controls. He readied himself with eyes wide and senses as open as possible, anticipating the possibility that Faith may use the ship against him.
Something caught Sidious’ left eye. He looked to his left and nearly shouted; Juna’s body had left the floor and was floating up the closing ramp. Shutting off his weapon at the start of his run, Sidious tucked the lightsaber back up his tunic sleeve with expert quickness. He leapt and he barely torpedoed himself through the small opening that remained between the ramp closing and the hull sealing. On board, Sidious was up and his weapon ignited…
The ship lurched insanely forward and Sidious barely caught himself and just managed to keep his own lightsaber from cutting him in half. Another sudden course change jerked Sidious to his right; this time the Sith Master shut the weapon off just as it cut through the front of his tunic near his chest. A jerk to port and Sidious rolled across the deck metal and back on his feet perfectly. In this entire process he pieced together a few things: Juna was nowhere within his sight line and his foe had shut off the ship’s gravitational compensator. 
This was going to be a bumpy ride! Sidious shouted, “It’s going to take more than your cowardice and a lack of gravity to get rid of me, foolish girl!” 
Not knowing the ship all that well, Sidious just assumed to take every corridor on the right until he reached the cockpit, or he met the Prophet-born. After taking the first turn the ship spun around once, rolling to its starboard. Sidious could not counter the move; he was thrown into the nearest wall, and then rolled onto the ceiling, and crashed to the floor before he rolled down the port side of the corridor. The ship pitched upward violently, and Sidious bounced repeatedly and ‘downward’; falling back to the rear of the ship. On the third jolt his hand struck the game table and he lost his lightsaber to the tumble. The ship leveled out, but not before Sidious lost his wind upon striking the rear-most inner bulkhead before the drive system. The back of his head felt warm and damp; he felt blood leaving his skull before.
From a kneeling position, Sidious looked up and saw Faith emerge from one of the inner corridors -- not from the outer corridor, which lead to the cockpit -- and light her red lightsaber. She charged and quickly at him. With no time to contemplate, Darth Sidious released the barriers on his power, raised his hands, and struck her dead still with Dark Force Lightening. The energy tendrils snaked all around Faith and throughout the immediate area of the ship she and Sidious inhabited, damaging the woman, causing metal and electronics to spark and shower and wane under the assault. Pressure pipes popped, filling the air with steams of atmosphere and water vapor.
“You insolent bitch!” Sidious lifted his hands, and the lightening from them lifted Faith off the ground. “Strong in the Dark Side you may be, you are far from being a match for me!” He thrust his hands towards Faith, and more power came from him, causing her to seize. He then shifted his hands around to bounce her off the interior hull. The ship shifted its position in response -- Faith’s mind was still locked on the manual controls of the Falcon. Sidious chose to ignore this as he began to enjoy himself as Faith desperately kept trying to grab onto something to keep from being thrown around like a rag. He braced himself between the game table and the seating, letting himself enjoy the ride now that Faith was done for.
Tiring a little, Sidious said, “Oh, I am not going to finish you. Not yet. I am far from done with you.” He threw her hard against the interior corridor directly behind her and stopped the attack. Faith struggled to rise. He saw his lightsaber, and then let his eyes drift back towards her. “First you are going to tell me where your Magus is. And please, I beg of you, make it a difficult interrogation!” He reached out with his senses, and the lightsaber flew towards his hand, but then it fell to the ground with a clank.
Feeling unbelievably exhausted as if it were his first day as a Sith Apprentice all over again, Sidious caught himself against the inner hull. He felt drained again of power, only this time he felt even weaker than before. He only slowly realized his problem that featured Faith getting up on her feet in a meticulous way; smoke rose from her body, but otherwise she showed no signs of damage or weakening.
The Falcon went into a steep dive that would foretell its legendary legacy of superior handling during the dark years ahead. Faith just leaned back against the wall, spreading her arms and legs out to brace herself against the wedge created by the combing walls. Sidious went heel over head in an uncontrolled flip forward. Like any mortal he hurt when he struck any metal along the way of his flight. Worse, with the ship heading sharply downward, his trip through the corridor became a fall down the corridor. No one truly acknowledged the fact that distance and height were one of the same literally speaking until their roles were reversed; landing on his face somewhere close to the cockpit, the irony of the fact was lost on Sidious, particularly as he struggled to right himself from all the impacts he took on the way ‘down’.
The Falcon lurched skyward, spun, and Sidious struck just about everything he had hit before falling towards the front of the ship during the previous dive. A couple of audible cracking sounds emerged from Sidious’ body before he yelled out in agony. He stopped yelling when he stopped falling towards the rear of the ship via the back of it. The ship pitched forward again, but this time the dazed Sith Master grabbed for something and swore to hang onto it with all of his life it need be…

The jolt of grabbing something and the icy wind that ripped at him gave Sidious more than enough incentive to come to and realize his terrible predicament. Faith had lowered the Millennium Falcon’s ramp, used her influence over the controls to pitch the vessel forward again to evict the Sith Master out. Darth Sidious used all of his strength in his battered, throbbing body to hold onto the strut system that lowered the ramp. The ship was not going fast as first thought; if it was, Sidious would have lost to the powerful winds produced by the high velocity of the spacecraft. Still the winds were enough to batter his body. The air was thin and the chill of what he could breathe in was far bitterer than he could feel in the Dark Side; numbness from the cold was easing his pain, but it was loosening his grip.
Sliding down the ramp a dark figure Sidious recognized as his foe appeared. In the next moment he realized that something was different. Gone was the helmet, and through his watery eyes could barely make out a face that looked very familiar. He struggled to pull himself in before, but now he could just about see his fate before him. He did not believe it, so he pulled with all of his might to get back in the ship, or at least get a foot on the ramp. He then barely watched through the freezing water of his tears that covered his eyes the figure lean herself against the other landing strut and once situated in a position where the wind wouldn’t blow her off she raised her booted foot and placed it on both of his hands. She then began to push with the foot, and Sidious began to feel the bones in his near numb fingers break one by one.

The wind in his face let up, and soon Sidious could see why; his foe had positioned herself in a way that used her body to block the wind as much as she could and still hold on for her own dear life. He forced his frozen eyelids open, and upon seeing a more than familiar face sneering at him in evil glee his eyes grew very wide. The stark difference was the horns coming from her head, but he recognized Darth Rune from the Sith Order archives immediately. Whether or not what he was seeing was what she or the Dark Side was allowing Sidious to see was not a concern for him. All concerns, for the moment, could not be considered save for one: unfortunately it was going to be Rune who was going to solve Sidious’ lone problem for him.
“So you had once admired me, eh ‘master’ Sidious,” mocked Rune through Faith’s fanged teeth. With her free hand she held up Sidious’ lightsaber. She let it go, and the wind nearly drilled it into Sidious’ skull when it struck his forehead. He almost let go, but Rune’s boot kept his frozen hands attached to the strut. “Flattery will get you nothing from me!”
Through gritted teeth that wanted to chatter with the rest of his mouth, Sidious shot, “You flatter yourself! No sooner than I admired you that I had a change of heart! Why would I admire a failure that couldn’t kill her Forceless fool of a husband!”

“And now your going to be killed by a failure!” snapped Rune back. “Even in your book you couldn’t live with yourself knowing that!” She leaned in as close as she could, almost slipping in the process. However, she did not flinch or show fear of falling or dying. “So consider this me giving you mercy!”
“This is not the death of me!” Sidious shook off the blood that dripped from his forehead from where his weapon had struck him seconds ago. “I will rise again! I swear it! Not even death will prevent me from my rightful destiny!”

Smirking, Rune pointed out; “Speaking from experience, take this to your grave. In order to rise, one must” she lashed out with Faith’s clawed hand and ripped through Sidious’ right left forearm “fall!”

Darth Sidious did not hear the rest of the sentence; the wind tore through his ears to deafen him, and the last thing he saw in the darkness was a billowy white cloud; once he passed through his entire body stiffened, and his thoughts ceased…
