CHAPTER 79.0

It was rather abrupt for her to go so soon after learning what she had learned from her Gessa, but given Bespin’s relative closeness to Lone Star, and given the Wettlespear was her responsibility to get rid of, Juna saw no other choice but to go. It did not feel foolish and unwise to go alone, not when there was a weapon quite capable of killing everyone else she loved if they would have gone with her; she was not immune to the weapon either, but at the very least best her than the rest. There was just that much of a chance of another Wettlespear being built and working as there was none at all, but it was a risk she was not going to let the others she loved and cared for make. As a form of optimism during the long journey, Juna believed this decision was just, for she and her Gessa would have more time together in the future as rediscovered mother and daughter.
In the Flora Noir, from Bespin, Lone Star was a five day jump through hyperspace; from Coruscant it would have taken twice as long; smaller or older ships in the Republic Naval fleet would take four times as long. As much as the galaxy’s hyperdrive travel had been revolutionized over the past decade, and speeds and navigation technology had improved greatly, such innovation lagged badly behind the demand for it in the markets. The cheapest ships were not to cheap as inflationary elements had hogged interest rates and thus made borrowing a premium, affecting how ship materials were bought, let alone who bought the ships in the first place from the manufacturer. The mistakes of the Great Galactic Depression of over fifteen years ago, where no one beforehand questioned any loan to any entity, was no longer repeated; in return for fiscal stabilization, it made loans almost unattainable to those with average collateral. Needless to say, unless a ship was new or modified, which most of those modifications were highly illegal, there were very few ships in the Republic Navy and in the Jedi Order that could make the run as fast as the Flora Noir could. It was therefore a tactical advantage, if Juna somehow failed, that the second fastest ship in the galaxy – the Millennium Falcon – remained behind and in reserve.
Early on in the journey Juna made arrangements to maintain contact with the Republic by calling up the Genii she had used to rescue the hostages on Breslin and programmed it to set-base coordinates to act as a hyperspace relay. It took the Genii just about her entire trip to Lone Star to reach the position she desired, and immediately she began broadcasting back on all of her personal channels of communication one she got the signal lock.
Muriel voice responded to Juna’s hails. “Greetings from Naboo!”

“Well, your response foretells that the meeting with Queen Amidala has gone well,” said Juna. As she spoke, she was eyeing her now ruined fedarok cloak again, holding her sigh. It had protected her Gessa well, but the damn thing could not be replaced, and undoubtedly it could not be repaired properly. She really liked the leather cloak.
“She was like everyone else, except she was happy I was alive,” joked Muriel. “First thing was my post-mortal pardon from Alderaan and Naboo are still good. I’m a free woman, my record wiped clean.”
“Excellent,” said Juna happily. “Where do you go on from this?”

“I’m thinking of staying right here on Naboo, and you can consider my ass retired!” As Muriel said that, Juna pictured her and chuckled. “No more adventures: I got a Son in puberty you know?”

“Right, I know. I can’t impede on your time together any longer. I owe you.”

“I’ll send you a tab, since I have no cushy Rapier Tech job to go back to.”

Juna shook her head as if looking at her and said, “No….I really owe you, Muriel. You and Diggory both, so whatever it is consider it done.”

There was some quiet, almost making Juna think the transmission was lost. Muriel said, “I’ll keep that in a pocket somewhere.”

Sighing away the feeling that favor maybe sooner than Muriel thought, Juna said, “Now that we got our family issues out of the way, what about non-related issues.”

“As predicted, Amidala was appalled by what I showed her. I didn’t tell her about the Sith Hunters or Bespin: I’ll leave that up to you to tell her. By the way, she wants a sit down with you.”

Juna nodded to herself, as to agree with the request of the Queen of Naboo. “She did transmit to the Supreme Chancellor?”
“All of it, and there’s going to be an investigation.” A bit of static suggesting hesitation on Muriel’s part was enough for Juna to wish this was a holographic transmission, but that required a more coherent beam, which required that Genii she requested to be stationary for a longer period of time. “Before that in the Senate, though, something interesting happened. Does the name Nicconee Vesgevi filter through your collected sensor data?”

At least the first name did; Juna let her mouth drop open so much she was actually glad now it was not a holographic transmission. “As in Nicconee Vesgevi of Dantooine, as in the lone survivor of what was supposedly my Mama’s rampage?”

“One and the same, except her name is Nicconee Coaxial; she married Senator Coaxial, and replaced him upon his posthumous election victory,” said Muriel. “As you know, no Vesgevi can be Senator, right? Well, the law said nothing about-.”

“Marriage,” sighed Juna, interrupting her mentor after considering the possibilities of how in just a matter of seconds. After the events of Nal Hutta, she and Muriel had read everything they could get their hands on about what had happened at Vesgevi Mansion fifteen years ago with Naressa. That was followed by whatever they could learn about the Vesgevis; turned out they were very bad people, suspected in many evil things. “She married out of the ban.”

“One for the history books,” said Muriel. “When I saw that law before, I never thought it would be that easy for the old conspirators of the Sith to weasel out from under it.”

“The Chancellor’s passage of his amendment for exact interpretation of the laws undoubtedly clarified that mistake,” remarked Juna, trying to make light out of a possibly bad situation; this news was making her suspicious. “Wait, posthumously….you mean Bly Coaxial’s dead?”
“Yes. He was assassinated on Godric as he was about to introduce Senator Grim.” Muriel let out a small noise. “Convenient, isn’t it? She marries him; he gets assassinated a few days later.”

It occurred to Juna, suddenly, she had overlooked the entire significance. She blinked and said, “Cripes I’ve been out of it. I don’t know if I’m stunned, tired, relieved…..or in shock.
“It’s been a hard couple of months,” reminded Muriel. “Angelleia told me you haven’t slept much.”

And just like that, hearing such a thing from Muriel just brightened Juna’s suddenly very miserable day. She smiled and said, “So a woman whose family had ties to the Sith marries one of the Senate’s newest detractor of the Sith, her husband dies, and she assumes his place by winning the election with a ‘widow’s bump’.”

“Exactly,” said Muriel with no mirth in her voice. “It’s not entirely unprecedented, but with her it could start an ugly trend. She’s already come out and said she’s going to continue her husband’s ‘bold work’.” Juna could picture Muriel rolling her purple eyes. “Least people forget it was all a lie….”

“I’ll just treat it now as it was before,” said Juna in pure defiance. “If the widow Coaxial wants to join her husband in the political afterlife that’s her choice: I will not assist in the suicide.”
“Agreed.” Muriel repeated again, “After all I am retired: let some other do-good pick up the slack. And honestly don’t you think you’ve had enough?”
Analyzing Muriel’s words Juna had a sense that her friend wanted to end the subject matter right there. Unfortunately for Muriel, Juna was not one to leave so much meat on the table. Juna asked, “Is there more?”

“You know there is.” To her credit Muriel didn’t sigh, not a first. “Rumor has it the new Senator Coaxial may be picked to investigate the rigged elections.”

Juna just let that news grate on her nerves, which caused her to lean her head against the nearby dash. Now she had wished she had never made Muriel keep talking. Wearily, she sighed, “Doesn’t that just make you lose all faith in our government?”

“Oh yeah; it just makes the hard work and the near death experiences worth it,” Muriel said sarcastically back.

Juna just let her finger pinch the bridge of her nose as a headache of frustration had suddenly came to the forefront of her mind. She let her fingers and thumb rub her closed eyelids. She did a few repetitions of that just so she could lie to herself in her mind, lie about Palpatine not being that stupid, lie about the Senate not being that gullible, and lie about there being no corruption in the highest reaches of the central government. Perhaps, she humored in thought, if she lied to herself that she was not on her way to Lone Star, there would be no Wettlespear problem that she had to deal with. Perhaps if she tried really hard, she could convince herself that the Sith did not exist. With extra effort
Getting over the lies she told herself quickly, Juna asked, “Did I happen to mention I know the Sith were on Coruscant?”
“Yes, you did,” acknowledged Muriel, remembering their Dagobah conversation very well.

Juna said simply, “Do you believe me now?”

There was a pause, but unlike before Juna did not believe she lost the transmission. Muriel said humbly, “It wasn’t that I didn’t believe you, it was just that I didn’t believe it.”

Try as she might, Juna let the chuckle escape her mouth. “Oceans, Muriel, am I living in this nightmare where no one else is wise and no matter what I do, bad things just continue to happen because of it?”

“Welcome to my universe; the docking is free, but you must pay for your stay.”

Juna laughed again, but she shook it off. She said, “Is there any good news to be had?”
“I got word from Casper a few days ago,” began Muriel, trying to put a good smile into words. “The Jedi Order has approved him to train Angelleia to become a Jedi Knight.”

Even though she had a feeling the Jedi Council would change their position on Angelleia, hearing the news made Juna speechless as, all at once, all her emotions struck her, and her response was a happy sob of relief. Muriel had heard it on her end, she knew, and therefore did not have to say anything until Juna was ready to. It was going to be a very long wait, for this was a greater weight than the responsibilities Juna had shed over a month ago. Now, everything she wanted to happen about fifteen years ago was now going to happen; a great mistake had been corrected.
“That’s wonderful,” cried Juna, wiping at her eyes. “That’s really wonderful.”
“It is, isn’t it?” Muriel’s voice revealed a strong hint of tears of joy as well. “The Sith Hunters vouched for you, Juna, you’re in the clear, at least Jedi clear.”

Thinking about it, Juna blinked away the tears and noted, “I think it had to take more than that, but whatever it took, I’ll take it.” Snuffling, she hugged her ruined cloak, a poor but convenient substitute for Casper and Angelleia and Rose and Muriel and Diggy; she wanted to hug them all.

“Casper said when either he or you gets a chance, a line of communication needs to be established,” noted Muriel. “He told the Jedi Council your reason for going to Lone Star.”
“He had to,” said Juna, and too late: the sigh came out. She did not want to sigh; she so much did not want to sigh.

Muriel said thoughtfully, “I don’t blame you if you can’t trust the Jedi Council after what had happened. I can tell Casper is still upset, even with them approving his training of Angelleia.”

Sighing and closing her eyes, Juna said, “I have to have faith that the Jedi do not make the same mistake like this ever again. I hope to hell they do not tell Palpatine about the Wettlespear, that’s all….that’s all I want them NOT to do.” 

Just mentioning her Father’s former political understudy and eventual heir to the Seat of Naboo in the Senate was more than enough to grate on Juna’s nerves. She had never trusted the man; he was too much of an opportunist, proving that when he had supposedly resigned from the Senate in some valiant show of support for her after Uiennar and it was believed Naressa was dead. Some of her own friends never understood the distrust, telling her she just did not get Dace Palpatine, who to them was just another politician that struck gold the second time around. The fact was Juna knew Palpatine’s kind all too well: just another bloodsucker from the Bogs of Hiterna, clinging onto any breathing idea and hanging on until a better advantage came his way.
“I know,” remarked Muriel. “New Senator Coaxial is acting like the old Senator Coaxial with the Chancellor: bending him over a barrel. He’ll save his own neck before he saves yours.”
“I know it,” said Juna in lamination. She recalled something she had done weeks ago and asked, “Did Rose ever tell you about her trip to Coruscant to see the Chancellor? I sent her there to ask leading questions.”

“She said all he wanted to talk about was you,” responded Muriel. “The typical stuff, both personal and political, which Rose promised she revealed nothing.”

“Good. I can count on her not to say anything.”
“And what am I, diced stank cabbage?”

“You know what I mean, Red,” said Juna with a smirk.
“Yeah, yeah, smirk,” said Muriel, who without being able to see her former political student just knew what she was doing facially. “Let’s just hope the Jedi don’t tell him.”

“They’re obligated to,” sighed Juna. “It does not fall under Code Secret. There are too many dead tied to this thing.” She brought up a final report from the sensor analysis of her rescue operation on Breslin. 
The four dimensional hologram floated before her, showing nearly a perfect replica of the moment McBain Poppythorn had discharged the Wettlespear after he had fiddled with it; since it had been roasted in the man’s arm according to Angelleia, it was destroyed once it had been removed. Chemical analysis of what McBain had put into the Wettlespear was ‘fifty-fifty iffy’ as scientists would say: a harden, faceted stone, relatively close to the composition of diamond, but at a lower level of mineral brilliance, placing it in a class of non-carbon class of precious stones. The vocal analysis was a bit better, with reconstruction of sentence structure and dialogue filtering complete enough to replicate the conversation as if right there.
“Muriel,” realized Juna, “by any slim chance did Casper forward McBain’s audio confession for me to Mesuera?”

“Angelleia did.”

“Run a copy of that audio through the Pillage Audio software if you would please.” Juna diverted more power to her transceiver, and requested that the Genii boast the power through its high gain antenna. “Once every letter of every word is dissected, have the computers run a computational correction through that moment in the Breslin operation where McBain is buying the Wettlespear. Cue time log at twenty-seven forty-one, Latitude thirty-four degrees seven minutes north by Longitude ten degrees, four minutes, eight seconds west, Elevation four hundred and nine feet.”
“Okay,” noted Muriel. “This is the first time I’m really reviewing this stuff, you know.”
“I know; it’s going to take time to synchronize my requests, too. Activate my high speed system. We’ll keep this line hot so I can work on it.” Juna eyed the hyperspace tunnel in front of her. “I’ve seen what’s been on my screens before. And, if you haven’t done it already, pass along our channels to Casper, and Casper only.”

“I’m on it.” Muriel than added, “Do I need to add that you need to be careful out there?”

“Only if you use your sexy voice, you blue velvet seductress you,” chided Juna with a smile.
In the background, unbeknownst to Juna after all this time, Diggory said, “Ew. Gross!”

A little humor went a long way in Juna’s life. Of course, Diggory’s comedic timing was not as refined as his father’s, but one day he was going to shine. The long travel still ahead to the end, Team Rapier went to work. Filled again with the energy of her endless youth all thanks to the news Angelleia was on her way to becoming a proper Jedi, Juna just continuously worked on the task the rest of her journey.
-------------------------------------

CHAPTER 79.1

By the time she was inside ten minutes away from Lone Star, Juna received a hail through her dedicated broadcast channel. She was now capable of holographic transmission, and the stream indicated she was receiving a transmission from the Katlas Rise. Indications were the ship Queen Amidala had given to Casper was on the move as well, making the transmission a bit tricky. The use of public relays would have helped, but the transmission would not be encrypted. Eventually, a chest-up view of Casper appeared before Juna; he received a similar image of Juna as well as they kept a constant vigil on their piloting.
“There you are,” said Juna with a smile. “You shaved your beard.”

“Ah, you noticed,” said Casper with a smile. After the marshmallow incident in Yoda’s headquarters, he had enough with beards. His long, scraggily hair was pulled back in a tail that disappeared behind his skull. “Your hair is still lopsided.”

Juna smirked, realizing she had not corrected the terrible job Coy Madex did in cutting her hair. She felt the really short, uneven left side of her hairdo and felt like some uncomfortable teen in school. “I’ve been too busy to worry about my appearance. Where is Angelleia?”

“Meditating,” said Casper. “We are on our way to our exclusive sight to begin her retraining.”
As much as Juna wanted to say retraining was unnecessary when it came to someone like Angelleia, she stopped herself; what was being done was rather unprecedented, for no Jedi really gets another chance at training. Casper knew what was best for Angelleia, and that meant that, properly, starting from scratch was both prudent and wise. She said, “That’s good. Any place I might know?”

“Destination Five,” said Casper with a mischievous grin, referring to Dagobah by Juna’s designation. He said, “Not what you would call a great place to train a Padawan with the dark side there, but didn’t I turn out alright?”
“It’s perfect,” said Juna with a nod. “The Dark Side is in a controlled, experimental state there. And it’s so off the beaten path no one is going to interrupt you.” She slowly flashed her inherited smirk. “Except maybe those who know about it, that is.”

Casper read her face and said, “About that.” He gave a look over his shoulder, and Juna realized something was going to be discussed between the two of them. Something in Juna’s heart began to worry. He said, “The Jedi Council feels that my request to train Angelleia is allowable, but in return they want you to stop hunting the Sith. They bade me to ask you of this favor.”
Juna sat back in her seat and just clamped her mouth shut for a few seconds. “And if I say no? Or if I don’t say anything at all?”

“Angelleia will still be trained by me, and when” and Casper was not wrong in saying ‘when’ “she completes her training she will be considered a Jedi Knight. Whatever you do will not have an affect on Angelleia’s status in the Order. However, as it pertains to you, the Council will tell Chancellor Palpatine everything they know about Rapier Technologies’ relationship with the Wettlespear if you do not cease your efforts.”

Sighing, Juna closed her eyes and just smiled at herself. How could she pretend to not have seen that coming? Shaking her head, eyes still closed, she remarked, “I see, through blackmail I volunteer to end my personal war against the Sith, and by not compiling they finish what Madex had started: real convenient for them.”
“You’re upset,” said Casper.
“You always have a way with stating the obvious, Knightshade.”

Casper sighed visibly this time and said, “The way they explained it to me still makes me unhappy, but for once Juna I can see some logic to it.” He shifted in his seat before going on. “The Council said the task of Sith Hunting will fall upon Angelleia and I’s shoulders once her training is complete. They also said that two creatures such as yourself” and here he just threw her a look of exasperation; the Council could not bring themselves to say Sith Maidens in front of Casper “was one too many going after the Sith. They also said they no longer wanted any Jedi to have any misunderstandings about you, and those who will be looking for and eventually hunting the Sith won’t be wasting any more time trying to prove your innocence. The Council, also, feels it can no longer protect you if you continue on with your vigilante-style hunt. They had to lie about Commenor for you, and quite frankly many in power knew the Council was lying. In absence of proof all it is for them is another political point against the Jedi. The Council feels they’ve received enough punishment in that arena over you.”
“In short,” stewed Juna, “I retire, and pin my all my hopes on the stretch-thinned Jedi Order protecting me from the serious threat of the Sith.”

“Yes.” But Casper shook his head. “I tried very hard to explain how you could be an asset to us. Your assets, the people you know….you….”

Juna, on the other hand, was slowly smiling, and finally she was opening her eyes. She just said, “So be it.” She just let shrugged her narrow, lovely shoulders. “I get it. If I have any faith in my Gessa, then I should have faith that she will do what she was born to do when she takes to the Sith hunt.” She leaned in and asked, “So, it will be just you and Angelleia all alone at ‘Destination Five’?”
“Pretty much,” said Casper. He regarded her carefully and stressed, “Of course, I will need to arrange a supply detail, and Mesuera is so much closer to Dagobah than it is to Coruscant.”

“I will only be that much of an intrusion,” assured Juna with a smile. Her attention was drawn to her scopes. She read the readings and noted, “Odd, I’m entering the system a bit early.”
“What is it?” asked Casper.

“Well, I’m in the exit envelope, so I might have plotted an exit vector too near the home star.” Juna checked her instruments and was getting a great deal of bounce back in the sensors. “A lot of echoes-.”

The Dark Side told her to stop!

Juna activated the emergency hyperspace exit protocols. She pulled the motivator control back. She reached out….

The THUD, the warning klaxons, the sudden horizontal spin the Flora Noir was in: All of this happened at once, preoccupying too much of Juna’s panic-filled mind. She had no more time to consider anything; her instincts were locked on her instruments until, in the next very second, they went dead right along with main power.

Juna could still feel that she was in a high speed spin, caused by a collision of some kind. She went to manual controls, knowing the reliable maneuvering thruster jets did not rely on main power to operate. Try as she might with manual controls, she could feel something else was on her ship fighting against her control, and it was aided by the fact the collision had happened right in the deceleration process, and thus the spin was being produced by that momentum. It was the worst case scenario that all pilots in extra-interstellar travel encountered the least yet feared the most.
“Ah shit!” Her curse as was the situation was making Juna activate the separation procedures for her Tri-Ion Tactical Superiority Fighter. Relying on emergency power, her chair dropped down and into the highly advanced fixed wing fighter. It was ready to go, except it had not received telemetry from the out-of-main-power mother ship; the emergency power did little to remedy it.
At a pinnacle moment, she could have just hit a button located on her dash board and shatter her precious vessel into a thousand pieces to free the snub fighter and save her life. That would be easy, but Juna would not settle for that. She reached inside of her deep, and with the Dark Side as her ally she found the couplers and with gritted teeth and five long seconds of hard work and focus the thick, durasteel couplers snapped.
She did not remember what she did next. The snub fighter was away. There was a great deal of many objects she had to avoid all around her in space that she could feel with the Force; thinking would have gotten her killed. Time would pass how long she did not know. Finally she found a space free of debris and danger, dropped the shielding over her canopy, and as she calmed and took stock of the situation she used the reaction control system of her fighter to take in all the debris around her.

Planetary debris.

Small as a marble.

Big as a mountain.

The Lone Star system did not have an asteroid field. Juna knew that before consulting her star charts. The debris here she encountered, and was now becoming less and less of a threat to her existence the further away she got from her intended destination, was too close to the planet.
“Damn! Damn! Damn!” Juna guided her fighter to a high, outbound trajectory that removed her from Lone Star’s very shaken gravity well. As she piloted away, she began to calibrate her systems, turning on sensors to get a proper telemetry reading using seven reference points. She had a feeling that using Lone Star as a reference point was not an option.

Before her, with the nose of her fighter pointing towards the Genii thousands and thousands of light years away, she was stuck by the awe and splendor of her home galaxy before her. She had been told by Casper that, on any clear night, or even on a cloudy one, any person could see the galaxy in its best, picture-like quality: the bright galactic core, the different colored arms that reached out to the rest of the infinite cosmos, begging its fellow galaxies to come forth and hold hands. All of the power of all the stars, all of the radiation, all of the phenomenon, came together to present a beautiful portrait that also hid the reality that for such beauty seen from the outskirts, the galaxy in reality possessed no inner beauty at all. Beyond all of this, the Darkness grew within, and even out here, amongst the ruination she had stumbled upon, Juna could feel evil’s reach.
“Juna!.....Read me……Respond-“
Casper’s voice made Juna perform an automatic flight and targeting combo with fighter and transceiver package. At this distance, in a ship this size, transmitting audio only was a delicate situation. She said, “Casper, come in! Alert channel two! Switch over to public transponders if you can hear me!”

There was a lot of static, and then Casper’s voice came in much better; barely, but stable. “I’m mirroring off of forty transceivers. What happened!”

“Is Mama okay?” came Angelleia’s voice.

When she heard Angelleia’s voice, Juna began to shake. This was very disturbing for Juna, because she never shook in a fighter cockpit! Nervous trepidations, but never did fear like this take control of her body. She gritted her teeth, clamped her hands together, and tried to say something strong, but instead said, “Mommy’s alright, Gessa.” Oh, how she hated what she just said; the tone, not the context.
“I saw it!” cried Angelleia. “I saw it, and I couldn’t get out of my trance-!”

“Calm, Daughter, calm down,” stressed Casper. Hearing Casper speak like that actually got Juna to stop shaking; like a mother hoping the father would say something to calm her and her child, his voice and words had that affect. Juna was not ashamed to admit she needed that, even if it meant some feminist would call her weak and worthless for it. “Juna?”

“Still here.” She could not turn the ship about, or she would lose the transmission beam. She opted for turning in her seat and using her visual scanning, moving her head. On an odd angle, she could see the remains of the Flora Noir, and even in the distance between herself and the ship she gasped, “I hit a smecking house!”
“Say again?”

“I….I hit a house! The remains of a large, wood-log cabin house!” Juna kept looking around the best she could; the spinning wreckage of the Flora Noir fused to the remains of split-shattered wood that was tumbling around the world made it difficult. The house was also attached a large tract of land. Miraculously her ship may have crashed, but it was salvageable because it crashed into the house.

Juna continued, “Much of the system near the planet’s orbit is just filled with debris. Hard rock, planetary based, but there’s” she stopped to take things in one at a time “there’s tools, droid parts, more pieces of structure. There’s….cripes, there’s free floating farm equipment here, Casper, there’s all sorts of crazy here….”
She realized she lost contact with Casper. Juna then realized that the Katlas Rise had to stop in order to maintain a good transmission. She took the opportunity to turn her fighter about to get a better look at Lone Star while trying to keep the nose in the line-of-sight of Casper’s location and relative connection to the relays in the inner part of the galaxy. One look at the whole scene made her stop her attempts at doing anything.
There was Lone Star, or the remaining three-quarters of the world that was left intact. A considerable amount of quartermass was missing, going as deep as to the planet’s molten core. Strange as it was, the planet itself even with a hemisphere missing and those remains floating dangerously around the world, the planet itself was not burning like some planets would after being destroyed in such a way by a colliding meteorite, or like what had doomed Evramora all those years ago by nuclear detonation. There were no clouds in the sky, making everything very visible to any eyes that focused on it. Where the planet was missing mass she watched in awe as both magma from the exposed core arose and drifted into the cosmos, and the oceans just continued to empty into the void, and as if being slurped through an invisible straw billions of gallons of sea water drifted into space and became dangerous floating glaciers of ice, or when combined with the magma plus the cooling of space it formed rock that combined flashed-cooled stone and hardened ice in dangerous shapes and beautiful colors. The distortion affects that only focused on one area of the astral-sphere of the world would suggest no gravity and the loss of ozone layer, but against the know applications of common physics there seemed to be some cohesion of both those things so about the planet, just not where there was a void, and the planet itself was very, very bright for not having any clouds. More debris passed by, in trees, in shrubs, in fences, in burned and ruined forms of such things, of common boulders and manufactured structures; curious was that for such destruction, most if not all of these items bared very little damage; something of this magnitude should had atomized all of this, not, as it appeared to Juna, just ‘threw it up’ half-digested. 
“Son of a bitch,” was all Juna could get out, numbed by the sight of it. She ran a sensor series sweep throughout the system; immediately she ran into a problem. The debris alone was putting off considerable amounts of radiation. Lone Star itself was littered in hard radiation, enough to kill any life that had not been killed by the world-devastating event. No amount of shielding was going to hold back such hyper radio waves. As for the cause of all of this, the current physics phenomenon ruled out all celestial impact and dying-system events; curiously, too frighteningly for her, neutrino scores in the system, and closer to the planet, were higher than the whole registered scores of the entire galaxy.
As the time ticked by waiting for reestablishment of contact, Juna found herself too alone with her thoughts. In the front of Juna’s mind, along with the possibilities of what had happened here, and perhaps if some ONE was responsible for this, was the memory of Angelleia’s cry after her escape from the doomed Flora Noir and her physiological response to it. 
Fearing the worst, the young Padawan Learner had attachment step in and override her Jedi calm; clearly it had put Angelleia in a state of helpless uselessness. That discovered desire that was used to unleash Angelleia from the Jedi Council’s hold and Coy Madex’s tricks was now a form of weakness that could be exploited.
Closing her eyes Juna said to herself, “Okay, I get it.” 
Juna projected that feeling, that response, out into all directions of the cosmos; it really did not matter who ‘heard’ it in the Force. The point, her point, the Jedi Council’s point, was by putting herself in danger, Juna was putting Angelleia in a mental situation that called upon her to make a choice between her duty to the galaxy and her rediscovered duty to her family. Once again, the Jedi Council was putting a great amount of faith and trust in Angelleia that she would become a Jedi, that when her new training was completed such things would not be a problem for her. Right now, so early on in this training, it would be a distraction. No matter how clever Juna could be in tracking the Sith, or doing anything else, the danger would always be there. Whatever she felt herself, whatever she anticipated, her precious Gessa would know it and be filled with sick and worry. For the sake of her Gessa, Juna had to join Muriel in retirement.
“You win you evil bastard,” cursed Juna towards the Sith. She tightened her body to keep her fit under control, let it run its course in her body and mind, and after a few seconds she relaxed. “You win, my Lord, for now.”
“Juna, we’re…..Are you….” Juna remembered her current situation and got the reaction control thrusters to fire more towards Casper’s settled location. Casper’s voice came in good again. “Juna! Come in!”

“I’m here, I was just busy examining this mess while you were dropping out of hyperspace.” She tried to increase the bandwidth in the transmission to send her sensor data to him, or even to Mesuera. “Casper, they had no warning. I don’t know what had happened here, but Lone Star’s dead.”

There was a quiet silence on the other end, which made Juna close her eyes; she had to say it, which in turn relayed the reality that perhaps Casper’s people, his very family, more than likely was on the planet when this terrible thing had happened. The radiation alone was enough; the gravity and atmospheric instability was crap-shoot lethal. The planet contained a humble inhabitance of peaceful people that modern society and technology had barely scratched, so anything that could have saved the populace even if they had any warning just did not exist.
“I’m sorry,” Juna found herself saying. “I…don’t know what more I can say, Casper, I am sorry.”

There was more silence, which was broke by Angelleia’s quiet voice on the other hand whispering, “It’s going to be alright, Master.”

Casper voice came back and it was strong. “In all my research regarding paraphasic weapons, and what I had gathered from Branch, the best the Wettlespear could do was just kill, not destroy.”
Juna approached his desire to discuss this event with trepidation. She knew Casper was hurting inside, but he was a Jedi; as tragic as this was, to lose his family, he had to put such pain aside to figure out what had happened. His determination for answers was admirable, and it reminded Juna why she was here in the first place, in this system so far away from the notice of everyone. In the absence of the obvious, the answers could only be reached with real thinking.
“So you believe,” started Juna, “that perhaps this is an experiment gone wrong?”
“Juna, what would be the point for my people,” began Casper rather rudely, before stopping and calming himself in order to finish, “to be interested in just one deadly weapon of war?”

The ambiguous question was a very sound, very logical one to Juna, and it again reminded her why she was coming here to begin with. She said, “Perhaps the Wettlespear was not the only thing they were interested in. It appears, though, that now we will never know.” 
This was becoming very uncomfortable in talking about; to Juna, she could picture a bad joke being born out of this and it was disgusting her. There was a time and a place for such speculation and quite clearly this was neither. And frankly, Juna felt the answers should be found by others.
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