CHAPTER 49.0

As long as he lived, and given his cankerous demeanor with emphasis on ‘mean’ in the word, it took something completely different or absolutely original to surprise Ithorian Jedi Knight Nue Cadabel, and that normally occurred once every fifty years or so. A philosopher might say that fit Nue because the Ithorian species is not known for their swiftness and without using the Force to accelerate his movements Nue was no exception; that the concept of time moved slowly around them, therefore they had time to contemplate one matter and discover several solutions that could be used for other matters in the future, and so they were he was never surprised.

That was what a philosopher might say. Nue thought they were all drunk, on drugs, and overpaid. 

Of course Nue dispelled the notion that all Ithorians were the same. Ithorians worshipped all life and especially plants while Nue disliked a few folks and all forms of gardening; if he could he would eat red meat. They spoke with clear purpose while Nue swore like a drunken sailor at a bed rider establishment. And instead of seeking the upper echelons of spirituality the Jedi Knight gave it a rude gesture; he figured that was for those who deserved it and he felt he wasn’t one of them and because of that he was critical of others who he felt didn’t deserve that recognition. 

Or just got under his gray skin; he was cranky after all. 

But Nue knew all those who deserved to be in that echelon, and in this case it was mainly Jedi Masters. Most of the Jedi Council was in his favorable view, but it was those who were often regarded as rogues or outspoken that got his attention and respect. Undoubtedly his old and dear and late friend Soo-Si Gheruit tops the list, but Soo-Si’s daughter, the Messenger of the Force, Nadja Moranna stood right beside her father; the two diametrically opposite in their approaches to a problem, but yet they screamed the loudest and the longest and had the charisma to change the Council’s reasoning in one setting.

Very few things surprised him. He hadn’t seen it all, he didn’t know it all, and once in a phantom moon over Coruscant something gets thrown at him that says ‘hello, I’m new’, but Nue Cadabel was one not to be overwhelmed by anything.

Except this week. 

 Three totally different but subject related things occurred that totally blew his mind, one seemingly right after the other. With these surprising subjects Nue had to wonder at that age of 220 if this was a sign that he hadn’t had long to live. 

The latest shock was the Jedi Council asking him if he would like to become a member of the twelve beings that decided the whims and actions of all Jedi in the universe because Qualeggoes, a being Nue felt didn’t deserve to be on the Council and stopped short at wishing he wasn’t a Jedi Master, had not only left his Council chair vacant, the Caamasi was leaving the Jedi Order for good. 

Over his shoulder and reading the digitally written invitation was Jedi Archivist and friend Jocasta Nu, who he had summoned for assistance for the other latest surprise, which the Council’s message temporarily overrode his summons. Despite her growing frail appearance she was a feisty one and often times mentioned in the same breath as Nue for being cranky; but of course they don’t say it in her face. 

Jocasta said, “Well somebody likes you. How surprising!” She then shook her head. “Sad. With his departure it makes it the Lost Eighteen.” 

Indeed it did; in the Jedi Order’s history only 17 Jedi prior to Qualeggoes leaving had left the Jedi Order for reasons that were not related to falling down the dark path. Some became disenchanted, while others wanted to explore what life really had to offer. Now the Caamasi made it 18, the first Jedi to leave the Order in two hundred years.

“I’m more surprised that Ol’ Q-Tip is leaving than the offer,” grumbled Nue out of his left mouth, the closes mouth to Jocasta. Not that he didn’t need to whisper since they were in his private office, but his double mouths produced enough stereo during times of calm that even the dead could hear him. 

“Why do you berate him so, Nue?” she asked politely. “He’s always seemed to be me the very example of what a Jedi should be.”

“And that scares me.” He continued to look at the invitation as if it were a loaded blaster. “I all ready have Padawans that want to be like Yoda. I can’t even begin to imagine a hundred Q-Tips.” He threw up his hands and sighed, “I wish for a hundred Padawan Learners to inspire to be like Nadja Moranna.”

“Oh the Council would be rolling in their grave and that includes the ones not dead if you got your wish,” said Jocasta with a shake of her head. “Don’t get me wrong I didn’t dislike her. Just…her methods.”

“There was a madness to her methods, Jocasta,” said Nue in defense of his late and dear friend. “It was a Jedi madness. She wanted to rid the universe of dark side threats. If she were alive they would be asking her to take that seat, and she would take to rub it in Qualeggoes. Alas there is no reasonable wisdom and oversight on the Council. Not one that is far different than Yoda’s anyways.”

She looked back at the monitor in front of them. “Perhaps your wisdom will correct such oversights on the Council. You have had only four Padawans slip under your radar that have fallen.”

Nue agreed with what she said with a nod; the reason why he took the job as headmaster of the P.L.C. was to prevent another Dux Gheruit from happening. The Council did its part by reinforcing those points in the Code that forbid attachment of any kind. There exceptions to them but they were first put under extreme scrutiny. The four Padawans that fell to the dark side during training or later on as Knights was a far better number than his predecessor in less time; 21 fell, including Dux. Much of it was that he caught those that were too close to the edge when introduced into the Initiates program as babies, some intangible in their family history. Other than the Council no other being in the Order had Nue’s power; he can summarily excuse any Initiate if he foreseen something wrong.


However Nue was like Soo-Si Gheruit when it came to the Jedi Council. Although it was a great powerful harmony that had disagreements and different points of view at times it was a power that asked too much from it’s followers. Again it went back to how Nue viewed himself; he was insignificant enough in the Force not to take that road. He could feel it; his place was here. He was not meant to be a member of the Council or train a Padawan. This was his place until the day he died. 

“And I shall do my best to make sure of that,” he said and typed a big, fat ‘NO’ on the screen and sent the message back to the Council. “And despite how I feel about that big lump of coal, I still don’t like his departure. He has his faults, but the faults could be dealt with. He was always a good listener even though when he spoke it was enough to cheese off a piece of steak.” Nue tapped the hole on the side of his head, right behind the eyestalks. “He had this knack about picking up things even though his ears weren’t biological sensitive if you know what I mean.”

Jocasta nodded. “He heard secrets on the street so to speak.” Nue nodded and she watched the Ithorian change the screen back to the previous surprise before hand. She looked at the image before them: a DNA analysis of a blood sample sent down from Enothchild. She looked at it and finally got to the reason why she was summoned. “So what’s the problem here?”

“Despite the fact that this is the single most unbelievable Human DNA structure that I have ever seen, this,” he said, following it up with a key tap. The screen split in half and showed two completely DNA strands. At first glance Jocasta thought the Ithorian was pulling a joke until she noted the names. “You see it yet.”

“Same person, different DNA?”

Nue pointed on the right side of the screen. “That blood sample was given to me only half an hour ago.” He pointed to the left side of the screen, where he had brought up the other image to compare the two. “This is from the Jedi Achieves. Believe it or not it’s the same DNA in some ways, but magically this person goes from a midi-chlorian count of 300 up to 18,000. And this stuff, these green globs of paint.” He pointed it out on the right side image. “They’re not in the original testing that was done to determine if this young woman could become a Jedi and the computer can’t even begin to understand what the hell this green crap is.”

Jocasta blinked a few times in misunderstanding then her eyes opened up and said, “You are implying that the data from the Archives has been altered?” She gave him a side ways glance. “Headmaster, I run a tight check on the Archives. There hasn’t been a data-altering incident since the Sith War and I continue that tradition by developing new security algorithms every month.”


“Well how do you account for it then? I mean have you had glitches in the mainframe lately? Snot Noses playing with you and switching around the ‘A’ and ‘AA’ indexes again perhaps? Help me out here, throw me a fricking bone.”

“One moment.” Jocasta grabbed the data pad and contacted her private access line. With a 200-digit code she quickly keyed in, she gained access to the Archives central control network. She looked through it quickly; letting her Jedi reflexes run through the files and associated files of operation. She ran a security verification protocol, and then instructed her associates at the Archives to run an on spot check. 

After a half hour she shook her head. “Nothing wrong with our data. Close the information out and recall it.”

Nue did it and requested the information. Sure enough the same exact failed file came up. As far as the Archives were concerned, Juna Belladonna Rapier was as Forceless as Coruscant was treeless. Jocasta pointed out an intangible. “She used to be a member of the Republic Diplomatic Corps so I would do a cross reference with their records. Oh, wait…Juna Rapier?” Her face twisted in disbelief. “Bendian Rapier had a daughter?”

“That’s what I thought 10 years ago when Enothchild told me.” Then he chagrined, “And she was Queen of Naboo for the last 10 years. I thought you were all knowing?”

“Don’t be a wise ass,” she chimed. “I don’t follow politics. I just keep records.”

It was a bit of a joke that Nue thought Jocasta would have known about. Every Jedi knew Bendian Rapier because of his anti-Jedi stance and because he slept with probably every non-diseased female on Coruscant. When told back then that there was a Juna Rapier every Jedi had the same reaction. Curiously Nue wondered how such a well known ambassador, that is well known in government circles, slipped under the Jedi Order radar? That alone was screwy, but this was even screwier.

  “Anyways,” Jocasta continued, “you can also do a verification check on Bendian Rapier in the Archives.”

“No good.”

“No good?”

“Because I did do it.” Nue typed up his request and sent it to both the Jedi and the Senate Archives. Both came back negative. “As far as our trusty, reliable, fool proof, anti-slicing gizmos believe, he never had his blood tested nor, as is required by Senate Procedure in the event of kidnapping, collected DNA to hold in record.” He turned his head towards Jocasta. “Well?”

She stuttered out, “I-I can’t explain it. But I will get on it at the Archives immediately.”

“Please do because I did all the other record checks I can think of,” Nue said as he pulled up a long list with finger checks by each subject. “There’s some that require Lady Angelleia’s permission and clearance from King Veruna, but all the others came up nothing. Absolutely nothing. Oh one other thing; do you have anything on Vhinphyckian biology? The computer says there is, but I’m getting a run around.”

“When I get to the Archives I will send you all data the we have,” said Jocasta. “But Nue, why not ask Enothchild Sarch? Don’t you know him?”

Nue turned and looked at the computer screen, flipping to a screen with the image and analysis of the letter Magus Prophet had sent to Juna. He looked through the findings discovered all ready and sighed, “I thought I did.”

Jocasta, puzzled, turned and left. Nue kept staring at the analysis of the letter and besides what he had discovered recently there was so many more questions. After a few hours he figured it was time to go find the answers. His first step was there in his office by opening up a private investigation file and making copies of everything so far handed to him that he copied to a failsafe disk. With disk placed safely away, he decided the next step was to meet Lady Juna Angelleia. If Enothchild wasn’t going to give him clearer answers, then he was going to find them on his own.

CHAPTER 49.1

Yawning a little from waking up early for the second straight day in the row, Juna tried not to show how completely bored she was as she sat in the cloned leather chair in the adjoining room, watching Enothchild and the others doing something, waiting for the Jedi Council to finally appoint a new member to it’s ranks. The Jedi Master didn’t want her to be directly involved in the investigation but he told her of the latest developments and they were shocking. They had momentarily left her earlier to see someone, leaving her alone with Casper Knightshade, who wasn’t much company as he kept his eye in a microscope the whole time; Enothchild said he was a leech of a research sometimes and that made him a bit aloof towards people. Juna, however, felt he was ignoring her on purpose. If so she didn’t want to talk to him anyways.

They came back with somber looks after seeing the captured Vhinech. One of them was an old woman, a member of the Path religion that was normal one moment and then an attacking Vhinech the next. The sad part of the story was she was down there with her husband of more than 40 years restrained in grav suite and didn’t know who the hell he was.

Juna offered her support again, but Enothchild wanted her of clear mind. It had been only a day since the Jedi Council told her to wait and she wondered if she would ever get asked questions today. If so why not help out. Again Enothchild was adamant, expressing so in his calm demeanor to her that always touched her. He cared about her, and he wanted her to be at her most Jedi-like calm. 

And so I sit on my ass she thought inwardly.

Not that she had no experience in sitting on her ass and doing nothing all day; truth be told that’s all she ever did 75 percent of the time as Queen; dress up in elaborate 80 pound heavy weaved gowns, wear 20 pound headdresses, 5 pounds of jewelry, a pound of makeup and along with her body weight sit perfectly back straight, head up, chest forward, arms out, feet flat and together and thighs opened just enough to where a pencil could wedged between the knees. Show strength, show poise, but above all else show no slack.

And when she turned 10, the stuff got heavier; she spent most of age 9 sitting and standing still because she feared of tipping over. When the scholar Uptem Yento not too long ago wrote that Nubian Royalty is the lightest of all burdens it was obvious he never spoke to a then 9-year old Juna, who weighed only 60 pounds, that had twice her weight of pageantry on her tiny form about such a subject.

And that is why I look so damn good Juna thought jokingly, crossing her eyes at the thought; don’t need to work out when you wear Royal Nubian wear. Right about at that moment Casper looked up and saw her little eye movement and cocked an eyebrow. It went away though when he to adjust his Padawan braid to put it behind his shoulder. Silently Juna grabbed her long, thick brown hair and wondered what kind of a hatchet job they were going to do to it. Of course Ros and Casper, pleasant and friendly towards her, didn’t seem to warm about the idea about her becoming a Jedi. They seemed a little distracted by her, bothering them a bit Force wise. 

Suddenly Casper shifted around, uncomfortable and embarrassed, and turned away. Juna stopped toying with her hair and could feel the sudden loss of control of his emotions just a moment ago. In fact he was meditating, pretending that he was looking in the microscope and studying whatever he had been studying. She thought about saying something, opened her mouth, but then just closed it so she wouldn’t bother him further. 

To Juna, Casper seemed like a nice young man, handsome if you look past the number the Vhinech female did to his face, and a curiosity with the tattoo itched on the side of his face; it actually caused the krayt dragon tattoo on her back to tingle. Perhaps she was just as uncomfortable as he was.

Ros stopped talking to Enothchild and gave Casper a look of concern. “Are you all right, Casper?”

Casper looked up blankly and lied. “I’m fine, Master. Don’t worry. I almost got the circuits reconfigured from the motherboard.”

Juna could see Ros didn’t buy it, but he didn’t press. Juna, however, felt the same. And so I sit on my ass…

“Anyways,” Ros continued showing Enothchild a holographic image, “as you can see it’s these little nodes in the genome that are different. Folks at the University of Coruscant call them Diamonds of the Universe.”

There was a sudden flash in Juna’s mind; The Explored Expedition of the Biological Universe, Chapter 23, page 475, second title heading…
“From the Theory of Uniformity,” she said suddenly and proudly. “Postulated by several genetic scientist from Kamino and a few genetic physicist from Spaarti. They were trying to figure out how to make a being, from cloning techniques, that was completely original; not just catalogued species but something completely new. They figured in order to do it there had to be a common link among the species. The determined that common link to be through the Force.” She then noted the looks she was getting from the two Jedi she just met. “Or…so I read somewhere.”

Ros’ lekku twitched in surprise and said impressively, “You’re well read, your Ladyship. That’s what the report says.”

“She had very good schooling,” mused Dizzy, sitting by Muriel and trying to understand what the hell she was looking at. He bumped the red head with his shoulder, giving credit where credit was mostly due. Muriel smiled but didn’t bat her attention away from the report she was reading.

Enothchild looked at the hologram and shook his head. Juna knew he was too skeptic but then again all the great investigators were; Nadja didn’t bite on the first obvious solution, and the Horn family of detectives from her ancestral home of Corellia were never deterred from a challenge. He said in that strong, sure voice of his, “But how does it get from not showing up, and then showing up? Even with the Legacy Virus as the trigger we still have to find that junction.”

Ros pointed towards the diamond-shaped nodes. “That’s the problem. What we have here is Diamonds that have been used. This is a husk of its existence. The theory suggests in order to see them and back date their existence they have to be active and as you can see comparing the scans of both Vhinech,” he brought both images up, “they don’t exist before hand.”

Juna knew that and knew why but didn’t say. If her memory served her, and it always did whether she liked it or not, the Diamonds of the Universe were more energy than matter in substance, which was why nuclear physicist also study the phenomenon to find a possible atomic link. Nothing, supposedly in the universe, can detect inactive Diamonds of the Universe. Here it was damning speculation that it existed, but only in a used up state that left traces of matter.

“If we had an active model of the phenomenon there might be a way to create a test to determine Vhinech before they become Vhinech,” she suddenly amused out loud. The idea came to Juna because, quite frankly, she was bored. Like when she was Queen and had to sit there and do nothing things would come to her that didn’t seem plausible based on socioeconomic and geopolitical environments dominating the current galaxy.

She finally noted Ros’ surprised look, Casper’s amazed stare and Enothchild’s raised brow glare. Feeling as if a booger was hanging from her nose, Juna said slightly embarrassed, “What?”

Muriel interrupted the conversation with a clearing of her throat. “Well according to this, folks, there was once a Path religious sect on Sullust called the Caves of Obedience.”

“I remember that from my Fednori studies,” mused Dizzy with a long, drawn inhale. “They were eventually absorbed into the Fednori religion, especially when the prime minister of Sullust at the time wanted one of everything. Some stupid ass political campaign he ran. One police, one military, one hospital, the whole shebang and it lasted about a hundred years. Only time Sullust ever lived under a dictatorship.”

“Well get this, flying cheese, the founder of sect was a Sullustan physicist named Abaraon Abagagall.” Muriel brought the Sullustan’s profile up from the Jedi Archives, all thanks to Enothchild’s clearance. It showed an elderly Sullustan, dark blue in hair color, and black eyes. “Guess where he spent a few summers?”

Ros was the first to say it. “Vhanba.”

Dizzy cracked, “Damn we’re lucky we didn’t stay there longer than we did 10 years ago, Juna. If we did we would have probably caught something.”

Juna smiled, then frowned; why was that more strange than humorous or insulting? She waved the thought away, trying to do all she could not to get involved as per Enothchild’s instruction. She sat back and closed her eyes, letting herself sink into a comfort zone of thought, doing what she was taught to do…

“Oh-,” was Casper’s suddenly exclamation.

At that moment, like ten years ago on Naboo high atop the Tower Maze, everything around Juna slowed down. Only it didn’t slow to a crawl, it seemed to almost stop.

Juna felt what it was; he was fiddling with the motherboard and a critical syndiode was accidentally sent flying from it because of an error in approach. The part moved away in a high arch far too fast for everyone to reach from where they stood or given their levels of Force use readiness. It was a vital component too, for the motherboard works only with that particular syndiode and no other; the programm encoding of the motherboard is registered unknowingly by the manufacture at random by the motherboard. It was absolutely irreplaceable if it hit anything hard.

With her eyes closed she could see it starting to fall toward the main doorway. Without another thought she got up, walking quickly over as much as possible, and then lunged forward, splitting her legs, one in front and one going back, and stuck her hand out. Just before it reached her hand she noted the clammy feeling of her hands; the sweat would damage the surface of the syndiode. At the last moment she turned her hand, relaxed, and in perfect synchronization she strangely knew she was capable of floated her fingers in line with the falling syndiode until it landed on her middle fingernail. Keeping her focus, she balanced it perfectly. She went to speak, having believed all this was just happening…

“…Crap!” finished Casper. 

Within Juna’s ears she heard crackles of thunder, or she thought it was thunder; odd given that the Coruscant weather net wouldn’t allow such hazardous weather. Preoccupation forgotten, she asked, “Hey, someone come over and gets this off my fingernail with tweezers.”  

Juna realized that really no one listened so she turned towards them to ask again. She went to speak, stopped though noting the looks she was getting from everyone; save for Enothchild he was getting a pair of tweezers and a glass holder. Ros’ lekku were straight down his back; she never seen a Twi’lek like that before. Casper still held his goofed up poise with an open mouth of genuine shock. Muriel’s purple eyes seemed to match Dizzy’s actually eye size while Dizzy’s eyes twitched so nervously it was like they were dancing.

Juna looked around and blushed and she had to ask,  “Is…is my slip showing?”

Enothchild came over, squatted down, and smiled at her as he took the burden of the syndiode of her fingernail. He then joked, “I thought I told you to not to get involved?”

She craned her head and said sheepishly, “I’m sorry, it won’t happen again.”

“Jebaduovpa!” was all Ros could get out. Juna heard it, and she knew Twi’lek and that wasn’t Twi’lek. In fact, she didn’t think it was any language she knew.

Dizzy’s voice got high pitch and girl like as he pointed at spot from where she came. “But she was right over there?”

Still in her splits position, Juna turned her torso around and saw that, indeed, her chair was a considerable distance away under the circumstances. Suddenly she felt cold, but it wasn’t a bad cold she knew. “Ohhhhhhhhhh, this floor’s cold.”

Enothchild helped her to her feet just as an Ithorian in Jedi clothing slowly walked into the laboratory. He wore a genuine look of concern on his face and asked, “What in the hell happened in here? Weather experimentation is several floors down.”

“Dubbabuba,” uttered Ros a point of his finger towards Juna. “Shriruld.”

“Boy, I haven’t seen you like this since that time on Pomporuous after that stripper wrapped you complete around with her six breasts in a Wookiee hug.” The Ithorian chuckled and then Dizzy finally began to laugh. Casper still looked dumb, which in Juna’s opinion wasn’t necessarily a step up in improvement from the injuries to his face. As Enothchild went to give the syndiode back to Casper, Juna took note of the Ithorian’s carefully measuring gaze. He finally took a bow and said, “My Lady, I’m Nue Cadabel.”

Juna’s eyes lit up upon hearing that name. A bit excited, she gave him a short, quick bow and said, “I’ve heard of you and read about you. A good friend of Nadja Moranna.”

“And still am.” Nue eyed her and let one of his mouths smile. She wasn’t sure why until she felt Enothchild touch her shoulder with his right hand. Nue held up data card and gave it to Enothchild, and then looked at Juna. “I’ve transmitted her results to the Council and may I say they are…very interesting.”

Juna could feel worry in his voice about something, but there was also a sense that he was a good judge of character and didn’t see her as a threat. Rapier Clan relations with the Jedi Order were not the best in the past and she had taken steps after her Father died to make amends. She said modestly, “It can’t be all that interesting.”

“Perhaps special then,” said Enothchild humorously.

Juna couldn’t help to blush. “I think I’ll sit down.”

Just as she did, Nue got Enothchild’s attention again. “I wonder if I could talk to you outside about a few things in private.” 

“Sure,” he said and gave Muriel the disk before he walked outside with Nue. 

Juna watched the two Jedi walk out, leaving her to sitting duty and looking at the still two surprised Jedi Knights still left in the room. She crossed her arms and looked away, hoping they would get the hint.

Instead Ros didn’t. He asked politely, “Is it all right, my Lady, if I view the disk?”

“I can’t see why not,” she said with a shrug, getting up and walking over to the terminal Muriel and Dizzy were using, joining Ros there in arrival. “Go ahead, Muriel.”

Dizzy remarked humorously, “Oh what lies beneath. Better stay seated over there, Knightshade, you be putting her hands over your eyes.” 

Juna blushed a little again at his joke. Dizzy was a little dirty minded with his jokes, but he meant no ill or real offense; he had jokes for those occasions. “It’s just a comprehensive DNA scan, Dizzy, not my breasts.”

The image on the disk came up, Juna looked, and with everyone else joined in the wave of surprised emotion that emitted from Ros and Muriel. She said, “Hello.”

“Where did this stuff come from?” asked Muriel, the question directed more towards herself than to anyone. She rolled up her dress sleeve, pressed down on a button and spoke into her wrist computer. “Establish com data link with Order of Guardians and open medical records of Rapier, Juna Belladonna…cancel that.”

As they waited Juna asked, “Why did you cancel?”

“Because when you became Queen the Order of Guardians sponged your medical records from the data banks per law.” Muriel looked up at Ros and asked, “How detailed is Jedi DNA scanning?”

“The most detailed and accurate in the galaxy,” he responded with some semblance of pride. “It utilizes quantum residences to map the genome structure.”

Juna let out a whistle and Dizzy asked her, “That good?”

“Practically fool proof.” Juna rubbed her arms, feeling on edge in what she was seeing as her DNA, what had made her and what makes her tick. “You can’t miss a hidden cancer quirk. At Rapier Manor we use the same thing.”

Muriel accessed the dedicate data sharing line the computers in the office shared with Rapier Manor’s computer core. Once she got to personal family history she was denied access. Juna saw it and punched in a code to override the security. Muriel requested Juna’s medical history that included her time as a child and the Royal Medical records from the mandatory monthly checkups she underwent as Queen. 

Muriel said, “We use bantam waves for DNA analysis and medical scans. That’s pretty accurate in it’s detail.”

“May I try something, Muriel?” asked Juna. Her friend stepped away and Juna assumed her warmed seat. She went to work quickly, linking the files in a continuous chain starting at her own birth up to her last and then created a sequence that ran the DNA scans together one month per second; a running time 214 seconds. 

“Okay, let’s see what we can see.” Juna hit the key and they watched the digital movie of sorts play out. The DNA genome showed natural expansion as the months progressed, as normal. When it reached a genetic release point, where a new part of Juna’s being was to occur be it height, weight or other natural characteristics it did. She watched the running clock in the corner pass age 8, then 9, and then 10.

When age 11 appeared, the Royal medical scans detected a faint and insignificant anomaly appearing in the middle of the genome; it seemed to bisect the chromoactive lanes that connected the various genomes. As time progressed they became more noticeable, but still considered insignificant until the very last check up, which was just after the Uiennar incident when Juna finally let a medical doctor take a look at her. There were faint images of something there, but were large enough to be noticeable.

Juna brought up the Jedi scans and overlaid the images and as expected they were one and the same. “Oh my.”

“Let me try something if I may,” said Ros and Juna moved to the side a bit, taken aback by what was going on inside of her. The Twi’lek Jedi brought his digital samplings over through a link and had the computer scrub through all the correlated files, calling on Rapier Manor’s data core to add in the conclusions. When finished the results came up and Juna let out a surprised gasp. It was loud enough for Casper to hear and he came over to see what was going on.

“What?” asked Dizzy looking between all the brainpans staring at the screen. “What? Honey, what’s wrong?”

“Diamonds,” Juna answered for everyone, staring at the model. “I have active diamonds.” 

She sat back and began to rub her arms, feeling very uncomfortable at the moment. Coincidentally she felt like she did during the time around the Seoven talks, when she had a small panic attack that awoke the entire Palace of Theed only to discover that puberty had begun. She felt like a freak then, and folks treated her oddly because of it. She worried about that now as she noted Ros and Casper’s looks of curiosity. 

Juna didn’t want to be here now.

The door opened and Enothchild said something that helped her. “Juna, the Council wants to see you now.”

As she got up Ros said, “Enothchild, I think we need Juna’s help here. Can it wait?”

“No it can’t. I don’t want her mind on this.”

“Too late for that,” muttered Juna as she passed him.

“Then can I have a word with you,” said Ros, following behind Enothchild and Juna out in the hall.  

“Later, Ros, I have to go ask some questions.”

Juna got a bad feeling about that. She asked, “You’re not coming with me?”

“The Council only wants to talk to you, Juna, they don’t need my input,” he said with encouragement. His eyes regarded her with concern. “Is something troubling you?”

She shook her head in a lie. “No. I just thought…you would be there.”

“I will be, at least to your floor,” he said, gesturing towards the elevator.

Ros was still hot on their heels. “Enothchild, I would really like to talk to you and I think Lady…Juna’s place is to help us right now.”

When they entered the elevator, Enothchild turned around and put his body in the doorway to prevent it from closing. He told his former apprentice, “Whatever it is can wait. What I have to do is in regards to what we discussed on Naboo about the Jedi Council.”

Juna noted Ros blink a few times in realization more than in hurt feelings. He gave a subtle head nod, but she noted his lekku twitching his thoughts subconsciously. In her mind she could ‘hear’ the translation: A lead about the deceitful. That didn’t make sense to Juna, especially if they were referring it to the Jedi Council. From his mouth Ros Ofcheck lied. “I see. Very well.”

Enothchild gave him a head nod and stepped back so the doors would close. Juna had a hard time during their trip trying to clear her mind. So many questions to answer, feeling too much like a freak, and wishing that she was sitting down so she could absorb the significants. 

