CHAPTER 53.0

To Juna her meeting with the Jedi Order yesterday was like any other bulk political committee meeting she had ever attended as Queen. The Jedi Council, in ways, was a twelve-member political panel, which the members were ‘selected and elected’ to the panel by the current membership under the constituted laws known as the Jedi Code. Each member, normally experienced in their craft, peppered her with questions and asked for explanations, sometimes asking for a demonstration to prove a point; yesterday was filled with testing than questions, most of it centering on her learned skills. 

As the party in question Juna told and sometimes showed them all that Enothchild showed her. When she was little and after Jurivicious Pern had raped her mind her good friend showed her the most fundamental of Initiate and Padawan techniques to bringing calm to mind, shielding and protecting her mind, and controlling the range of her senses, which with little focus she could tighten them around her that she could hide herself like the Vhinech do. Then she showed them all that she learned by herself; much of it discovered by panic necessity as she calls it. Channeling the Force through her eyes to see in complete darkness while escaping Vhanba ten years for a clear-cut example; Enothchild had lead both Juna and Muriel down a dark hallway that was filled with shielded Defel-Vhinech that jumped her protectors and during the few seconds she was by herself the idea came to her in a rush.

The examination went on for a considerable amount of time, especially when it came to the Jedi Council wanting to see what she learned on her own. They betrayed nothing to Juna in the way of being impressed or disapproving. Honestly to her that was fresh and new because she was so used to hearing and feeling beings opinionate her performance as ambassador or Queen, or held a view for or against her conservative views. The Jedi Council were, in legal speak, the perfect jury in an innocent-until-proven-guilty environment; they had no opinion of her until all the facts were in.

It took time for another reason: interruptions. For whatever reason King Veruna decided that Juna needed to check in every 6 hours for security reasons. Normally protocol did not require such tight check ins, but he was so practically insistent that he was requiring her to leave the Jedi Temple and go to the Nubian consulate. She humored him on the check in, but she had Muriel communicate the check in to the consulate with a note to Veruna, reminding him that his constitutional authority prohibits unreasonable demands by the Throne upon its citizens; in other words she wasn’t leaving the Temple or Lou’s apartment every six hours to go to the consulate and say ‘here I am, I am fine’.

During the first check in, Juna got word from Muriel how bad the fight against ending the Sanctuary accords was and made a few calls to some friends, using up whatever political capital she had; favors owed to her and matters of friendship, which she actually had three hundred Senators, one talking to the others through the tackle vine, actually change their stance on the Trade Federation’s bill. The interjections of legislation and the changing stances put a dent in the momentum for just a little while to give Enothchild and the others more time.

Juna was also distracted at times by the Force, sometimes when she tapped it and other times it just occurred in the background. In some of the deep meditations the Council asked her to partake in she saw things that were strange to her, memories that were not her own. There was a constant feeling during those times that she had been in the Temple sometime in her life when she knew it not to be true; there would be a landmark like a pillar, or a vase, or she would see something along the way to the Council chambers and she would see something else entirely. At the end of the examination last night, when she opened her eyes, every single member of the Jedi Council was different and the landscape of Coruscant behind them was completely different; a affect that lasted about a full second, but the longest full second she ever experienced.

They seemed oblivious to what happen so once again she put off what she saw as nothing more than another strange occurrence; she had so many in her life and too many of them had no meaning or significants. The Council adjourned and told her they will see her tomorrow in the morning. Like a committee hearing it paused for the night and would resume the following day. Juna had no problem complying with their wishes, but Enothchild had some reservations. He figured the matter should have been settled in one day and in one session. She settled him down and told him she had no problem.

As she exited the elevator on the top floor by herself, Juna strolled to the doors and noted the receptionist at her desk today; she learned the Jedi Council, when they have singular long session business, have a receptionist at the door to prevent disruption when needed. The Morkao female looked up from her work and with her three green eyes staring at her in knowing she said as if she knew her, “Greetings, Lady Angelleia. The Council is attending to some matters that have come to their attention and ask for your patience. It won’t take them very long.”

“Okay,” said Juna with a polite smile. Turning around she saw comfortable seating to sit and wait and a hallway beyond that.

“The hallway leads to a meditation chamber,” said the receptionist, answering her curious stare. “If you like you may go there and meditate while you wait.”

“Thank you.” Juna turned and headed for the chamber, which was like the other chambers in the Jedi Temple, with a design meant to collect promote mental harmony and focus. Grabbing one of the cushion pillows available for use, she placed it in the middle of the floor, sat down cross-legged, and let herself drift into meditative silence.

The Force flowed through her like never before, seemingly filling her quicker with more stability to the flow. It had always come to her with very effort in the past but with hesitation hiccups as she liked to call them; apparently caused by mental blocks like dire feelings and troubling thoughts. Or sometimes the Dark Side was there to cause her to withdraw from searching within herself as it tried to interject its cold poison into her heart. 

Those were during the dark times. Now there was no such darkness in her thoughts. Juna had heeded Enothchild’s advice since Naboo and had found only the good things in her meditations, meditating twice a day on average like Enothchild did, sometimes three times a day if she is compelled to do it. This, becoming a Jedi, was her greatest dream come true and she was poised to take this opportunity and not ruined it by any negative thoughts. All the bad of her life was there, but it was not predominate; although she still missed her mother, she did not dwell any longer on the fact she didn’t mourn enough over her passing.

Gessa.
Juna heard that and didn’t jump on it right away until she heard her mother’s voice a second time. Feeling that perhaps her mother was trying to contact her through the Force, she stretched out with her senses in hopes in finding her. Maybe she was lost and trying to find her way.

Juna.
Juna opened her eyes and gasped: Prophet! It was as if he was close, practically behind her. Just then a hand touched her shoulder and she let out a hollering shriek as she turned around, pulling in all her energy with the intent on using it until she saw who it was. She sighed in relief and let herself relax.

“Oh! Scare you, I did not mean to,” said Master Yoda with his hand still on her shoulder. He let a little chuckle escape his mouth. “Trance you were in. Summon you we have. Not listen you don’t.”

“Sorry.” Juna nodded and was about to get up when she felt something suddenly just plop into her through her shoulder, where Yoda still had his hand on. She flopped back down and felt a sudden surge of energy within her that caused her head to swim. “Oh my god, I feel dizzy.”

Yoda had pulled his hand off her shoulder and closed his eyes for a few moments. His ears twitched and he took a breath that seemed a bit labored. Concerned, Juna went to touch him again and thought better of it; this was something similar to what occurred between her and her mother ten years ago when part of Naressa’s essence had crept inside her. It seemed to be a random phenomenon that hasn’t really shown any sign that she could control it. 

“Oh my god Master Yoda are you all right?” Worried, Juna thought to go get someone as the very old Jedi Master stayed there and did nothing. “I’m sorry. Please be all right. I don’t know what I did. It just happens.”

His green eyes fluttered open and he let out a sigh, grabbing her arm before she left to stop her from running for help. Yoda said, “Fine, I am child. Need to collect ourselves, we do.” He let go of her arm and walked over to where the cushions were, grabbed one, and tossed it on the floor beside hers. Sitting down he gestured towards her place and said, “You should center yourself before entering the examination.”

Juna smiled just a little and sat down again. “I am really sorry, Master Yoda. I didn’t mean to do that. Whatever it is I did anyways.”

“All is forgiven, your Ladyship,” he said with a little head bow and a smile. “Now focus. Let your feelings of shame fade with the building of Light within.” Yoda closed his eyes and let his hands spread out before him. “Feel the Force around you.”

She smiled a little again and did what she was told; closing her eyes and focused inward again. Juna felt he held nothing bad against her for what occurred; it was just a simple mistake and nothing more. She could still feel him though, and it was inside; a long history of focused, concentrated, pure Force energy she had only known to exist in one entity; her mother. Her mother was very powerful, so Juna didn’t doubt the diminutive Jedi Master’s power; size matters not indeed. Soon all was forgotten, the contact supposedly with her mother and Prophet, and the two beings went inside the Council Chamber.

CHAPTER 53.1

Meanwhile down in the investigation office, Enothchild stood around for a few moments waiting for Ros to arrive from the infirmary downstairs where the two Vhinech from Alderaan were kept; the Twi’lek was collecting more data and working with the Healers more directly to figure out what made the Vhinech tick. After his meeting yesterday with Helle he was plagued consciously by she implied with Juna. The woman was so empathetically insistent he had a working theory that had to be pursued. 

Ros arrived and Enothchild gestured him over to the corner. He then looked over at the other two males in the room and asked, “Casper, Dizzy, could you join us over here for a moment.”

The Padawan came over without question, and Dizzy came over after giving Muriel a little kiss on the cheek. Hauling up his pants he made his way over and asked, “What’s up?”

“Hopefully something very important, they were about to try a new scan on the Vhinech downstairs,” noted Ros for the record.

“I believe it is and it will explain a lot,” said Enothchild with unwavering commitment. “This won’t take long and I need honest opinions here from every one of you.” They all nodded. “As men what are your deep personal impressions of Juna? Do you feel…attracted to her in any way?”

“WHOA! Reverse thrusters, Bantha Head!” Dizzy said emphatically with both hands figuratively pushing the question completely away. His black eyes darted around to look at everyone else; Ros looked a bit confused, Casper looked very embarrassed. Muriel, who’s attention was locked on the computer monitor in front of her going over some fringe-supplied information through her husband’s friends, was now looking at the men with a cocked eyebrow. 

The Sullust gawked back at Enothchild and shook his head, hands still ‘pushing’ the question away. “I’m not touching that! I’m not touching that, what in the smeck possessed you to ask that question!”

“Helle claimed twice now that I’m hiding another female Vhinphyc and assumes she is my mate,” said Enothchild without a hint of regret. “The way she talked yesterday she was describing Juna. She said she smelled a Vhinphyckian female scent on me, just reaching maturity. Now, according to those Vhinech I talked to, Prophet has a very acute sense of smell like Helle’s. As far out as this sounds, I wonder if Prophet is being guided by the same scent factors, or by some other intangible.”

“Actually,” mused Muriel, strolling over to the group of men, “I see where Enothchild is going with this and agree. There’s been times when Juna has met with men, even those of other species, as Queen the last few years and felt they were honestly sexually attracted to her. She started having extra guards in the details in her meetings and I attended to all the conversations she had with male world leaders that were meant to be private because she felt so…undressed by some of them.”

 Muriel put a hand on her husbands shoulder and mused, “It’s all right, Dizzy, if you admit it.”

Dizzy’s mouth dropped and he shook his head. “I swear on your bottom, Red, I have never looked at Juna like that. Granted she’s very pretty and-and-and maybe she’s just as lovely to look at as Naressa was, but cripes she’s my friend and every time I see her I see her as an 8 year old little girl, you know?” His left eye began to flutter. “I mean all I see sometimes is that tiny girl wrapped up in that blanket on in pain and agony. I-I-I could never see her as an object of sex. To me and forever I will see her as that little Nubian Banshee. Besides,” he grabbed her hand, “I have you. Why would I look if I couldn’t touch?”

“Okay, Dizzy,” she said assuring, wrapping an arm around his shoulders. It was hard for the Sullustan sometimes to bring up Alderaan. Juna had suddenly died when they left an exploding Vhanba and was brought back to life by his quick thinking with paralight cables. She spent most of the trip to Alderaan in a coma, then upon arriving at Enothchild and Nadja’s home Juna had awaken with a terrible complexion, very weak and made little moaning sounds of pain as the dark side molested her. That always bothered Dizzy because he felt so helpless at the time and it betrayed his caring nature that was hidden by his ego. “We just had to know.”

Enothchild nodded and looked at the other two Jedi in the room. “What about you two?”

Ros cleared his throat and said a bit uncomfortably, “I…think she is beautiful. I kept getting this weird vibe from her, though. When I did I would not give her another thought.” He looked at Casper. “What about you?” The young Human man was blushing redder now that his Jedi Master was asking him. “Casper? Casper, if you don’t say anything you’ll explode.” Casper worked his mouth around, as if trying to find the right words to talk about something he has admitted wanting to avoid. “Was it about yesterday? When you looked at her?”

“Well, eh…I,” he said and his frustration was now strongly etched. “I don’t want to say.”

“I could phantom a guess,” mused Muriel. Her purple eyes tracked towards Ros. “Would you say your Padawan had a sudden stiffness problem?”

Casper’s face was now a blinding glare of red; he turned away from the group and sat back down at his workstation. Ros cringed a little and said quietly, “Unfortunately you could say that. It happened very suddenly for him. I thought he would have gotten over it but I guess not. I would suggest you don’t press.” He looked at Dizzy. “Please?”

“Hey, I’ve been there as a kid,” the Sullustan said with a small head nod. “Sometimes Little Dizzy had to stand tall around a girl if you know what I mean.”

Muriel let her eyes fall on Enothchild and she asked, “And you?”

Enothchild stood there for a moment, thought, and said, “I don’t feel that way towards Juna.”

Dizzy and Muriel threw each other a look, and then Dizzy asked, “SO, you don’t think that…she’s a righteous looking babe?”

“No.”

“Not even a little?” asked Muriel. “I mean just a tiny bit of a attraction?”

Enothchild shrugged his large shoulders and shook his head. “If I did I’m missing it. If I’m guilty of error thoughts it would be that I wished I could have a daughter like Juna. I do think she’s very beautiful…but beyond that…” He noted Dizzy and Muriel’s subtle ‘oh boy’ reaction. “What?”

Dizzy just shook his head and he said, “I’ll go make Casper feel better.” He got a warning glare from Ros. “I swear, I won’t tease him.” 

Muriel watched her husband leave and she looked back at Enothchild and Ros. She shook her head and said, “Never mind. So it seems there is an inconclusive consensus here among Jedi at least.”

“And she was so sure about the feelings from males?” asked Enothchild. “She didn’t tell me about it.”

Muriel just smirked and said, “Sometimes shyness is a powerful deflector shield against openness. When she was a little girl Juna didn’t care if she was butt naked; not that she broadcasted it in public mind you. Now, grown up and developed, she’s scared to death practically about revealing just a little bare skin.” She crossed her arms and gave him a look of sincerity. “You think she’s going to talk to you about men undressing her with their minds, especially with Prophet out there thinking the same thing?”

Enothchild was disappointed if that were so; he felt that Juna could tell him anything. They had a bond with one another that formed on Alderaan that had been challenged but it held strong. Even a big deal like maturity shouldn’t have cut through it. Then again he hadn’t told her about his abbreviated relationship with Naressa. Perhaps Juna sensed his holding back, not knowing what it was and so was waiting for him to say something. 

“So anyways how does a female Vhinphyc mistake a Human girl giving off Vhinphyckian pheromones?” asked Muriel to break the chains of thought in the little group. “I mean Juna’s no Vhinphyc.”

“It’s a communal cause, though, that could explain why Prophet has been obsessed with her,” said Enothchild, crossing his large arms in front of him. “He’s an animal more than a man. Just a sophisticated animal capable of taping the dark side as a means to lure and kill his prey, or obtain what he desires most.”

Ros let his head rise up and he said, “Green globs of paint.” Muriel looked at him with raised eyebrows in understanding, but Enothchild looked just a bit lost. “Those biological diamonds, Nue called them green globs of paint. What if…what if those paint globs affect her more biologically than we can even begin to perceive?”

Muriel sighed and said, “We can’t even begin how to perceive how it affects Juna because we don’t know what constantly active diamonds do. Just yesterday we discovered something that is based mainly in theory and now we’re opening cans of new ones.”

“But they did come on at the start of puberty. That we know of, anyways.”

“True, but that doesn’t mean it’s necessarily linked to her biologically.”

“It seems to be too coincidental,” said Enothchild with thought knotting his brow. “Otherwise why would Prophet be so obsessed with her? There’s a trigger there and I’m willing to lay money on this phenomenon.”

“Well, Nue is researching it for us on the Vhinech side of it,” said Ros to end the gridlock. “Maybe he can sort it out.”

“One Jedi sorting out what thousands of scientist haven’t been able to in the last thousand years or so?” Muriel shook his head. “I don’t like his chances.”

“That’s what makes Nue so good,” said Enothchild with a wink. “He’s so slow he perceives he has all the time in the world to figure things out.”

As the three talked, Dizzy strolled over and put a hand on Casper’s shoulder, prompting the Padawan to look at him and sigh. Dizzy mused, “Hey, kiddo, sometimes me and Red joke too much about serious things, you know. We do to neutralize the brain blisters we’ll get from thinking too much.” He chuckled a little. “I’m a bad influence on my wife. Before I married her she was as tight as they come; tighter than that body armor she’s wearing and I out to know.” He showed the Padawan his hands and wiggled his fingers and joked, “I couldn’t get the armor off and it did a number to my manicure.”

Casper just shook his head and turned his attention away. Dizzy just continued to interject. “Hey, just blame me, okay; I made my wife a goofy gal. I didn’t mean to make you so red face back there. I didn’t think it would affect you, of all people, a Jedi. I’ll try to not let it happen again if I can help it.”

As Dizzy was going to leave the Padawan alone, Casper suddenly said quietly, “I don’t trust her.”

“Come again?” Dizzy turned right around and put his hands on his hips. “That didn’t quite register in my super sensitive hearing.”

Casper held his hand up to bring some calm to the situation; Dizzy wasn’t furious or even irate, but there was a growing feeling of dislike brewing because of what he said. “Forgive me, but I just can’t trust her. There’s something not right about her at all.”

“Waitaparsec, are you talking about Juna or are you talking about my wife?”

“Look, you don’t understand,” he said diplomatically. “I’m not talking about your wife, far from it. I just…I just think her Ladyship shouldn’t be here. Being a Jedi is not her place.”

“Because she’s too old, or whatever excuse the Code throws at her, or because she made your button pop up?” asked Dizzy clearly annoyed.

“It contributed to my all ready set feelings about her seeking training if I guess correctly what ‘popping my button up’ means.”

“So instead of not being here because of some other reason she should most definitely not be here because Casper Knightshade sported a boner around her?” 

Casper tried to explain further. “No, you misunderstand.”

“Oh I understand.” Dizzy threw his hands up and shook his head. “Casper, I like you. But grow up, dude.” He leaned forward and pointed a finger in his chest. “Just because you got a break and Yoda found you doesn’t mean you’re better than her or anyone else in this room.” Casper’s look of disbelief caused Dizzy to pause for a moment, but he continued soon afterwards. “I can’t think of anyone else other than Juna that would be perfect as a Jedi Knight. With her on our side we’ll kick some serious ass and she can loft off Prophet’s balls with her trained lightsaber skills.”

“Being a Jedi isn’t a matter of who can kick the rear ends of those who impose the Republic, Captain Arnes,” said Casper with some pride coming back. “And if Lady Angelleia is so inclined to seek revenge against Prophet by learning our ways then I would say that alone is an unequivocal and undisputable reason why she shouldn’t be here. Revenge is not the Jedi way.”

“Justice is a legalized form of revenge, junior, or haven’t you noticed?”

“We don’t carry out justice, Captain Arnes. How ‘vengeance’ is determined is for the courts to decided.”

The two looked at one another, and then as the Enothchild, Muriel, and Ros broke up, so did the two debaters.

CHAPTER 53.2

The examination began and continued to be a far more different affair than it was the previous day for Juna. They started by having her practically recite her entire life as she could remember it, something that seemed mundane and impossible to her until she really thought about it. She didn’t even use the Force to recall those long forgotten memories; she did as she was told and after a minute of self-inspection she could recite the entire process of being born, of being held by her mother, by being held by her father. It was a moment that was hard to relive under the circumstances, but Juna held her composure and continued on. 

The Jedi Council didn’t want complete details as it turned out, only information they desired. Juna surmised that perhaps Enothchild told them what she had told them and more so, perhaps they mean to engage her sincerity. They measured such truthfulness with Juna dropping her guard, those mental barriers she had more or less reinforced for the past week with her meditations; just enough to get a feel for her emotions, to see if they matched her words, facial expressions, and mannerisms. The process wasn’t uncomfortable until she had to share her thoughts. She could feel their minds, them bumping into an unseen barrier around her to get a idea how she felt and what was loudly screaming in her mind, if anything. They weren’t pushing, and a few times they assured her that everything was all right.

After taking another mandatory break to report herself as being all right through Muriel to the Nubian consulate, Juna returned and faced Council, who had spent that same time in discussion while she was gone. Standing before them all, she composed herself for more discussion about her life. Instead Mace Windu asked, “We’re now curious to your relationship with your parents. We would like for you to talk about them.”

“What do you want to know?” she asked, feeling a little bit of apprehension rising from the pit of her stomach. “If I love them? I do.”

“No one questions that, your Ladyship,” stated Plo Koon with sincerity. “Love and living with them are two separate entities of thought.”

“The experience over the emotion,” said Cearan Ki-Adi-Mundi. He tilted his large, cone-shaped head towards her. “Love is essential, but it is not the only component of life.”

Juna nodded and slowly locked her hands in front of her white dress. “Relationship?” The Council nodded in unison. Juna figured just a straightforward answer wouldn’t necessarily work here, or an unblemished family life excuse that would be a lie; her family was not perfect. “I see. Well, it probably wasn’t exactly perfect. I had a Father that cared for me but always had a hard time expressing it, and I had a Mother that had no problem expressing her love for me and sometimes demanded more than what I thought I could give to the universe. Despite all that I enjoyed the love they both gave me.”

“So there isn’t anything you find about them to be wrong?”

Juna looked at Ki-Adi-Mundi after he asked about that and felt a flicker within herself that went away with the interjection of reason. She looked down a little in disappointment, continuing on talking about only her father. “I know my father wasn’t a saint. He was hated just as he was elected; the majority ruled in the opinion. His views differed from many Nubians, but he always had Naboo’s interests in mind.”

She let her head dip downward a bit more. “I know about the womanizing, too. It hurt knowing that he messed around with other women, even though he stopped when I was born. There was Vhanba, too, and for a little bit before I went home I hated him, but I did what I had to do to let go the best I could.”

“You forgave him?” asked Yaddle gently. “For all of it?”

“He’s my Father, of course I did.” Juna’s eyebrows raised a little. “My Mother did near his end. She finally saw the man that he could have become. I held that view long before then of him. Maybe he wasn’t the best man, or wasn’t the greatest father in the universe to everyone else, but to me he was.”

“Take offense easily when he is chastised, you do,” said Yoda with a point of his finger. “Even now you feel offended.”

Juna blinked a few times and said, “I’m not offended, I just love my Father.” She actually felt herself growing a little more agitated than she ever had the last few days and closed her mouth tightly before she said something that couldn’t be taken back.

“Your actions betray you, your Ladyship,” said Sifo-Dyas, bringing Juna’s attention to the far right. “So short are you with your words now?”

“Perhaps it isn’t love that you exactly feel for him?” asked Ki-Adi-Mundi plaintively.

“And what in the hell do you know!” was Juna’s short, trite response. It took her another few heartbeats to realize that she had snapped her gaze around towards the Jedi Knight and spoke to him in an elevated voice. Juna could see the look of surprise and disapproval on their faces. She had made an error in judgment over a simple question in their eyes. To her she made a big, big mistake. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to yell.”

“If that was yelling I hope we don’t see screaming,” noted Plo somberly. It wasn’t a yell on her part, but his statement in response was more of a damning truth than just pure sarcasm. “Your father died and you were there to witness it. I can’t even begin to imagine what it would be like. How it would feel to lose someone you love so violently to a horrible nightmare.”

Juna’s mouth worked around a little as she took the time to recover from her outburst, an outburst she tried to tell herself was minor. “A little bit of me died when he was murdered. I admit I do get defensive when beings speak ill of my Father. I can’t help it because I knew him far better than anyone else. So I think what right do they have to speak of him so brutally.”

“Pirus Krendel an example you made of,” said Yoda with a pointed finger towards her. “Public record it may not be in whole, but blacklisted him for his comments you did because of it.”

“Pirus Krendel was blacklisted because he was a loud mouth asshole who besmirched the political process by using my Father’s name in an attack campaign; a violation of Nubian election laws.” She sighed a bit heavily after that, realizing how personal she made even that sound. “Yes, I was motivated to blacklist him after he used my Father’s name in vain. He was using it as a ploy to win an election against Senator Palpatine.”

“The same Senator Palpatine you sided with in an election you had shown you had no interest in before hand,” stated Mace factually.

“A gross error on my behalf, I admit. I should have stood behind Dace in the very beginning.” She sighed again, not even liking how everything sounded coming from her mouth so undoubtedly the Jedi Council had to be just as equally displeased. Then again it was the truth. She wasn’t lying about anything and she wasn’t going to start just to become a Jedi. The temptation, of course, was there but she knew better. Enothchild wouldn’t want her to lie, and neither would her mother. 

“Bendian Rapier means a lot to me, even after his passing. Like I said I knew he was no saint when he was alive, but there is no reason to continue belittling him now that he is dead. Philosophically challenge his views and opinions, but don’t tear him down so badly personally as if he was a dictator. He isn’t here to defend himself.”

“You have made my point, thank you,” noted Ki-Adi-Mundi. Juna looked at him with some growing understanding on her face. “More out of duty and honor than love and compassion you defend his memory.”

“You feel you haven’t mourned enough for him, and that makes you defensive,” said Yarael Poof. Juna turned towards him a bit quickly, like she did to Ki-Adi-Mundi earlier, but held her comments to herself. The Jedi, of course, sensed this and the Jedi Master bent his long neck a little to give his small head a knowing looking. “You feel you have let him down. This feeling starting with his death, and it continued through your mourning, and it still continues now. You cannot help to challenge those who oppose your opinion on how you feel about your father.”

“This makes you think at times that you never truly loved him,” said Yaddle with sincere hope that she didn’t offend Juna with the comment. “To prove your love, defend him you do.”

“And why is that so wrong?” asked Juna. 

“Matters of honor should never replace feelings of the heart in regards to love.”

Juna shook her head dismissively at the Elfin and said, “You don’t know anything about feelings, especially mine.” She turned her attention away with a slow, deliberate movement to suggest coldness. “To me honor and heart are one and the same.”

“So if one is misplaced and misguided, the other is as well?” asked Mace.

“He was right,” Juna said, pointing a finger at Plo Koon. “You all don’t have an idea what its like to loose a father. You can’t even begin to imagine so why even try to begin to understand.”

Yoda leaned forward in his chair and pointed his walking stick towards her. “What you believe to the contrary, understand more than you may think.” He leaned back and folded his hands together. “Coincidence it is with one parent dead. Two it cannot be.”

Juna looked at him with a slightly turned head as if she didn’t quite understand. Yoda sat there and continued, precision found and flourishing in his words. “Magus Prophet responsible for your father’s and mother’s deaths. Deaths, you feel, you could have prevented.”

She looked at him with sadness in her eyes, but she held her emotions back well. “Sometimes I do wonder if I could have done something different. I...,” she stopped when she realized she was going to say the very thing Yaddle pointed out. Seeing the looks on their faces Juna knew she had to continue the thought. “I felt I should have done something to save my Father. My Mother as well. I had the power, but like the little girl I was I was too scared.”

“In Prophet, or using your power?” asked Plo.

Juna thought about that for a moment and could only say, “Prophet, I guess.”

“No,” Yoda’s admonishment came out. He pointed sternly at her with his stick. “You either do or do not know. Guessing is for those have no idea, for those who were not there such as us. You were there you have an opinion. Express it.”

“I said I guess,” said Juna back flatly. He looked back her with disappointment. “Sometimes the universe isn’t just yes or no, or do or do not. It’s more complicated than that and if it wasn’t then this universe would be very predictable.”

“For those such as us, as you claim, that have no understanding in how you feel I would say your argument has merit.” Yoda pointed again with his stick. “Reckless of you if you are not so concise about yourself. With the Force your mind has no room to walk in the middle of the road known as indecision.”

Frustration finally surfaced into her voice and heart, and it was too hard to keep it back. “All I know is that in both cases my parents died because I couldn’t do a damn thing to stop it.” Juna looked at all of them and threw up her hands. “Prophet killed my parents. I loved both my parents. They both meant so much to me. My Father supported me in whatever I did. My Mother…my Mother was my strength after my Father died!”

To obviously give Yoda a break and get him off Juna’s meat hook, Ardogo Revesi said, “Your mother’s passing must have left a much larger void in your life.”

Juna calmed a little when Ardogo spoke. She shook her head to emphasize, “I can’t deny that. She was there for me always. She was my Mother first and always; never a sister or a good friend like other mothers.” For once today she found herself smiling, grateful that they were talking a little about her mother. “She babied me a bit too much, but I was her only Gessa.” She noted their non-comprehension. “Gessa is Old Corellian for light. To her I was her Light, her reason to be the best mother there ever was. She always wanted me to be good and do good.”

“She must have been terrified to have let you go so soon to become queen,” said Plo.

“Afraid maybe, but not terrified. She wanted me to be Queen after all. As Queen I was a highly colorful looking bulls eye on a target. If she were terrified she wouldn’t have let me get involved in politics in the first place. She wanted me to make a difference somewhere and it started there.”

“And beyond that?”

Juna smirked a little as memories of their last discussion together emerged. “She had greater expectations of me than my Father ever had. She honestly felt I could be Supreme Chancellor in short time if I ran for the Senate.”

“How did your father feel about that?” asked a curious Plo.

“My Mother’s wishes for me to run for the Senate were known only a little while ago. Knowing my Father…well…he did have a thing about women being in positions of authority. He made an exception when it came to me, though. I least I think he did.” She paused to think about it some more. “No, if he didn’t support me for Queen, then I would know definitely he wouldn’t have supported me for a Senate bid, which I have no desire to run.”

“It didn’t appear that he supported you at all ten years ago when you yourself was momentarily blacklisted,” Mace pointed out.

“That was my fault!” Juna looked at him sternly, cutting him off before he said another word. “My Father wanted me to excel and achieve and that was why he tricked me in going to Vhanba. He knew if Queen Landana didn’t approve I wouldn’t have gone, would have never became a maverick diplomat like he was. He had no idea what was going to happen to me there. He didn’t know a Jedi Knight was going to rape my mind!” 

The Jedi Council chamber got very quite. Juna, though, didn’t back down this time. This wasn’t a war of words or views, but it couldn’t be helped that was becoming one. In Juna’s opinion, based on Yoda’s advice that she couldn’t be in the middle of the road of indecision, it was their fault for making it one. They wanted to make her life one filled with wrongs, then it was only fair to point out Jurivicious Pern, the latest in a line of great Jedi wrongs.

She finished. “So I lied to the Royal Inquest. I didn’t want him to go to prison.” She then pointed a finger at Yoda as if she were copying his use of his stick. “And I did it out of love. Not honor. Not duty.” She gave Yaddle a glance. “Love.” She let herself look back towards the group of four – Ki-Adi-Mundi, Mace Windu, Plo Koon, and Yoda - that more or less seemed to have the most questions of her to answer. “He redeemed himself before he died. He didn’t want me to lie for him.”

There was some pause and she went ahead and broke it; apparently they were either too captivated by the truth or troubled by it. “My Mother always had aspirations for me to achieve. She didn’t want me to sit on my hands, but if I did she would still love me. That is unconditional love. A concept you all should adopt.”

That got their goad and she knew it. Good, she hoped it did because it seemed they all lacked something and therefore could never, ever understand her as a person. It was no wonder why Nadja Moranna butted heads with the Jedi Council frequently; there was a sense that they had no humanity. If they had compassion she didn’t see it either.

“How does it feel to lose that unconditional love not once but twice?” asked Yoda.

Juna’s victory vanished; she actually acquainted it to a star burning bright the next moment, and then collapsing into a black dwarf. Her eyes, not necessarily her gaze but her eyes, found Master Yoda’s elegantly large green irises and saw that very same powerful creature she encountered only hours ago in the meditation chamber. There was a moment where she suddenly understood where power really lied in a Jedi and ironically it was like that with all creatures: uncompromising wisdom. It was very powerful, so much so it demanded without the inclination of raised voices or shaking fingers normally associated with such emotional action to tell the truth. Without using the Force Yoda had practically altered her mind, changing it from one of a defense to one of vulnerable openness. 

“I was sad, and then I was angry,” she said quietly.

“Was it the death, or how you felt afterwards that made you so?” Yoda asked again.

She shook her head. “They’re one and the same.”

Yoda shook his head now. “Not, they are. Your faith, throughout your life, in your parents it was. Magus Prophet took that away. Ask again I do, was it the death, or how you felt for your parents afterwards that made you feel so?” 

For the first time in a long time, Juna found her hand grabbing the front of her dress skirting and holding it tightly. She never dreamed they would touch such a private moment in her life. She wasn’t too sure how they knew; she never told anyone but Enothchild, and he wouldn’t tell them that. The concept of betrayal, although negated, found her eyes anyways and caused them to water. She blinked back the emotion and she said, “Prophet took my faith away. He took it all away with very little effort.”

“Your helplessness is founded on the fact you felt you could do nothing,” pointed out Ki-Adi-Mundi. “Nothing at the time.”

“Both times you were unable to prevent the deaths,” noted Plo Koon. “You do because it isn’t based on the choices you made, but the fact you felt afterwards that you had the power to stop him.” He leaned forward, his body expressions seemed to gain a menace to them. “You could feel that power within you during your mourning, but not when you needed it the most.”

“Prophet took away that power by the ruse of fear,” said Mace with very little fan fair to his tone that was seemingly his personal trademark. 

“Your faith was the beliefs and aspirations of your parents, and so you believed in them,” said Depa Boda sternly. “When Prophet took them away, and deep down inside when you realized it, it must have made you enraged.”

Juna looked at them all and nodded her head. “It did. I was angry.”

“And vengeance would cool such anger, yes?” asked Ki-Adi-Mundi.

Juna looked at them all methodically one at a time. The dawning point of their accusation sank into her facial features, causing her mouth to drop more and more as if she was watching in horror both her parents dying again. The Council had touched on a thought she really never touched on before and it shocked her. With the implications involved she could see why they would so surely dismiss her so quickly. But she didn’t believe it. 

Shaking her head she said, “No. No I don’t.”

“You expect us to believe that if we approve you for training you will not use what is taught by us to seek revenge for your parent’s deaths?” asked Plo. “That if we were to tell you, if you were a Jedi, not to hunt Magus Prophet down you would obey? That the extent of your Jedi skills will never, ever be used against him that you will just simple listen and understand? With all due respect, Lady Angelleia, that Hutt don’t fly.”

“You wait just a moment,” she said in aggressive retort. He may be Enothchild’s friend, but he wasn’t going to get away with that. “A Jedi Knight is only limited by the Code, I know that. You are the Code and I would obey you or my Master. My political record has shown time and time again that I have been a stringent believer of laws, and on three separate occasions as Queen I put my life on the line strapped in a cockpit of snub fighter with only an inch of transparisteel between me and the void to save lives. Why: because of justice. I am only interested in justice. Not revenge. Do I want Prophet stopped from enslaving us all? You’re damn right I do. Why? Because its imperative for the sake of the Republic!”

She held up a finger to stress a point she just realized occurring to her. “Another fact; if I was so hell bent on revenge, then why am I not using the full blunt of my earned and inherited resources. My capital in the areas of friendship, finance and politics is very, very vast. I am the richest female in terms of legitimately made net worth earnings in the Republic. Rapier Technologies is the leader in advance research and development when it comes to defense. If I wanted to, really wanted to with a revenge-filled heart, I would hire or train an army, equip with serious fire power, order the most advanced hardware in the way of vessels to hunt Prophet down and do it for years if necessary. And I can fly any thing that is meant to move; no lie or bragging for you can ask anyone I am second to no one when it comes to space flight. I can hire mercenaries, professional assassins, bounty hunters; I can do all that with my fortune. Plus, if I were still Queen I had the constitutional authority to impress anyone into military service. If I was so filled with vengeance, I could be doing a hundred different things right now.”

Juna licked her lips after the long presentation. “But I don’t. I left the Throne because I didn’t want that temptation to use my political power to carry out such a war to plague every decision I made while I was still Queen. My very own people, peaceful people, wanted me to stay and take that course of action. In good conscious I couldn’t do that; they are good, innocent people. The mercs, hunters, and assassins, although bad in their own ways, are still innocent people that had nothing to do with this at all. Their blood, like my people’s blood if I lead them to war, would take a very long time to wipe clean off my hands if they died. If I hunted him down, there would be that chance that I would never, ever find him.

She finished by saying, “Revenge; it’s not the kind of life I want to live, and I won’t get suckered in by its false promises. If you don’t believe me, I say look what I have done to avoid it and then call me a liar.”

“Our point, you see do you not,” said Yoda with some passion in his voice; a signal to Juna that he was dying to make a point right here and now with her. “Anger motivates you regardless the crusade it does.”

She sighed and gestured towards them all. “I see. Not only have you all never acted out of anger, which is good, you never were angry, or upset, or frustrated by anything in your entire lives.”

“It is not about how one feels, it is how one feels with the Force,” Yoda admonished sternly.

Juna shook his head at him again in frustration and called him on his point. “And you have never had a moment of anger in your life? Not one? Never?”

Yoda sat back and took a deep breath, held it, and sighed it out of him. “Understand our view you must. A Jedi does feel those emotions that are found in the dark side. However a fully trained Jedi Knight does not act or react with those emotions, and a Jedi does not dwell on them.” He pointed his stick sternly at Juna. “Dwell on your emotions, dwell on your memories you do. Angry in my life I have been, but never did I live by it. In your case it is never about one moment but about how many one moments you have had.” Yoda leaned forward and frowned. “And many, you have.”

“Your anger is not good at all, Lady Angelleia,” said Mace calmly, as if what transpired still didn’t get to him. “With it you have shown a repeated pattern of vengeance. Granted it is not vengeance of violent means, but it is one and it is of the same. Also you reacted in such ways when Pirus Krendel was arrested. You showed no patience at all with the news of his capture, especially after what he had said about your mother.”

Juna’s features soften from their defiant stiffness. She rubbed her right eye, then her left eye, to clear any residual evidence of almost crying. She never felt so put down in her life right at that moment but she pressed on. “I would not allow my anger to get the best of me. Not anymore. I swear it.” 

The Council stared at her hard, taking a moment to think and take everything in. Yoda’s ears curled downward a little as he continued to stare at Juna. Finally he said, “I have great concern you will not keep your word. Time there is to prove me wrong.” He sat back and said, “We will break again if you wish.”

Juna felt like she needed one to re-evaluate everything, but the Jedi Order couldn’t give her seventeen years off to do that. Breathing to calm herself quickly, she could only suck it up. There was a part of her that wanted them to leave her alone. There was a tiny part of her that did want to scream at them. Then there was the realist, that little voice of reason that told her that they were just testing her limits, pushing her, seeing if she would have outbursts possibly worse than the one she had not too long ago. Maybe unleash hell…

She shook her head, more towards herself than to them. “I don’t need a break. I would like to continue. Please?”

Yoda looked at her plaintively and said, “Continue, we shall.”
