CHAPTER 72.0

Dagobah had no charm to it, and even fewer places to go to get away from everyone. Juna had to settle on what appeared to be a structure that was once a doorway; the trick was, it was on the edge on top of the temple they were on, and the doorway, without doors, opened to nothing but the muggy air. Strangely, as a measure of distraction, Juna had a feeling the doorway did go somewhere once, and once something, a terrible something, had came through it.

She could only sigh at it with disinterest as Juna could only feel Angelleia slipping away from her in her heart. For weeks, she had her Daughter, and all else that she felt was her responsibility was no longer. For a few weeks, she had her Gessa; she had all she had ever wanted at that point. And she still had her, even when she went with the Sith Hunters. Time nor space was ever going to keep them apart, not with the circumstances the way they were. The truth, on the other hand, was going to be that grand separator, that knife that cut the umbilical cord between mother and child, and that cursed Madex would apply his influence to that truth to give it greater merit.

As much as such a thing would sadden Juna, it did not crippler her like it would have in the past with such loss. When Darth Rune had killed Magus Faith, her child with Magus Prophet, from her egg implanted in an unwilling host, it nearly did break her spirit, crushed her will. That loss was always with her, never gone; it was a callous, and like all callused skin her heart had toughened. She perhaps questioned that toughness if Angelleia was murdered, or if Madex’s greatest Jedi dreams had come to fruition, whereas Angelleia disowns her totally. She would question the toughness in the beginning of her reuniting with Angelleia if the mood between them had stayed that constant up to this point. The callous prevented her from breaking down completely: that callous surrounding her heart had a name; the callous was called hope. It was something even Naressa had never possessed, but then again Juna’s mother had not suffered as much as Juna had in a shorter span of life and time; a clear, unforeseen advantage.

That hope was making her think and her quick mind was already formulating critical ideas to counteract Madex’s influence. It would be difficult, perhaps even impossible given it was the truth he will tell Angelleia. What it would require, she understood right away, was that no one – not her, Casper, or anyone else on her side – was going to change the young girl’s mind and see that Madex’s trick was what it was, a trick. There was, as she played with her and Enothchild’s wedding rings again, the first time in weeks she had toyed with them in her fingers, one chance that did require a number of things to happen: a great risk that would have only two outcomes.
But she said to herself, “Without her, I might as well die.” Juna nodded to herself and said, “And so it ends….” She left the doorway and proceeded to the Millennium Falcon. Entering the ship, she skipped the galley where Casper, Muriel, and Rose was holed up and slinked her way to the engineering compartment. There, one of the floor bays was unsealed, and a tiny torch was at work.
“Little Man,” said Juna casually, leaning over the opening. Diggory turned his attention towards her, his welding goggles making him look silly. She smiled as he took them off. “Did you eat?”
“Hours ago, Auntie June,” said Diggory. He looked at her with worry. “You okay?”

“I will be soon,” said Juna. She reached down to stop him from doing anything more for a moment. “I put you and your mother through a rough couple of years. I practically shoved you off of Naboo right after your father’s funeral. I’m sorry; I don’t think you had enough time to digest all of this, and I’m to blame for that.”

Shrugging his shoulders, he just said, “I understand.” Diggory just put his goggles back on and proceeded to remove some debris that got embedded in the structure. Juna, however, felt he had not understood it. She knew, as overbearing as it sounded, she had handled the tragedies in her life far better than anyone else had. Diggory was still a good boy, soon to become something else entirely. Unfortunately, just touching up with him for a few moments at a time, Juna got the feeling his world was not right. Apologizing down the road for this to Muriel was not going to be enough when Diggory’s life crashes. She just hoped to hell her plan would let her correct this mistake in the future like all the other ones she wanted to correct right now.
Juna rose up and went over to a panel. She took one look around, and just toggled the seven switches that where there in a row in opposite directions. After the fifth in line, she reset the switches. Her held breath betrayed just a hint of what she had done to the ship. She again hoped to hell this did not backfire on her.
She entered the back, where Casper and Muriel were busy talking about things at the holochest station. Muriel stopped and said, “We’ve been busy just going over and refuting Madex’s information.”

Nodding, Juna looked over and noted that Rose was still unconscious, laying face down, head turned. “Has she stirred once?”

“No,” said Muriel. “Good news is that it won’t scar.” She went to talk, but stopped and wondered, “By the way, you mentioned…she went to go see Palpatine?”

For just a moment, Juna was distracted. She just sighed and said, “I never bothered to ask her about that. I could care less about that now.”

Casper looked at her, and to himself again he kept the biggest of Qualeggoes’ secrets with him, even as he told Muriel about everything else Madex was able to bend in his favor. He asked, “Anything in the Force?”

“No,” said Juna nonchalantly, lying. If there was one thing she was getting good at over the years it was lying. She noted that neither Casper nor Muriel noticed. Then again, her Darkness was far greater than their perceptions in the Force, and they were far too trusting. “But I wanted to try something. Casper, you still have Jrimmer Dugal’s weapon?”
“Of course,” said Casper in acknowledgement. He just removed the late Jedi’s weapon from his belt. He handed it over to Juna. “What’s the plan?”

“It’s a long shot,” said Juna casually. As she inspected the weapon, played with it in her hands, she tapped the Dark Side. “I thought to try and communicate with the Sith Hunters by flooding my powers into this weapon. Or perhaps the young man knew their next destination, a safe haven, or a fall back point, or the new trap set for me.”

So use to her touching objects to gain such knowledge and do what was impossible, her two dear friends just took her word for it. Muriel said, “I guess it wouldn’t hurt to try it. Hey, Diggory, stop what you’re doing and come in here!”

Juna heard Diggory fiddle around from behind, and she knowingly smiled. As the boy’s footfalls began to clank on metal, Juna said to Muriel, “Thank you.”

The red head frowned a little. “For what?”

“For all your sacrifices.” She looked at Casper. “And yours.” Juna then looked back at Muriel. “And especially for moving Diggory-.” Juna turned Dugal’s lightsaber on, its green light brilliant, and her thumb engaged the blade lock to keep it on. “Out of the WAY!”
On ‘WAY!’ Juna spun and threw the lightsaber, right about the time Diggory was entering the area on her other side. Diggory, though safe, dove for the deck….

Muriel dove for Diggory, unsure what was going on….

Casper, briefly suspended by Juna’s action, went towards her….

But Juna vanished in a veil of shadows, teleporting off the Millennium Falcon just as the activated lightaber twirled dangerously into the work area Diggory was once in. The weapon struck key system involving the hyperdrive, which caused the switches Juna had toyed with before to trip and engage. A terrible noise erupted, followed by the freighter shuddering hard and briefly.
“The HELL!” cried Muriel, but she noted Juna had teleported. She looked to Casper, but before she asked the next question, before she realized where Juna had gone, Casper kept the answers to himself and made a run up the corridor. However, when he reached where he needed to get off the ship, Diggory’s work area was badly on fire, and the suppression system was just starting to come online. Because the work area was near the ship’s fuel cells a central force field had gone up to block anyone from entering the area until the fire snuffed out.

Muriel and Diggory caught up with Casper and noted the situation. Diggory pointed out, “The intermix station is toast!”

“The lightsaber,” said Muriel. Casper nodded grimly, realizing Juna’s throw of Dugal’s lightsaber had hit its mark very well. “We have to bypass this field or get around it!”

“Negatory, Mom,” said Diggory, pointing at the fire. “The intermix station could be leaking radiation if the service shields haven’t tripped. I was cutting up that old rusted patchwork Dad had done years ago on it. If it’s ruptured-.”
Casper said, “Auxiliary control counsel!” He ran back, and located the station across from the holoboard. Muriel and Diggory joined him.
Before Casper could read anything on the boards, Muriel pointed and said, “Here, no radiation, the shields are closed. Bypass the field, Diggory.”

Diggory ran back to the force field with Casper right behind him. The young man pulled open a box and threw three different switches, which shut down the force field. The fire already smothered, Casper leapt over the smoke and the hole. He reached the hatch and ramp, went down it, and his bare Saberhide feet just went out from underneath him when he touched the surface of the temple. He landed hard, the back of his head striking the ramp, and for a moment he saw only stars.
From his positions, however, he watched the Flora Noir suddenly take off. Its departure was a bit erratic, but soon he lost sight of it in the fog and darkness above. But his attention was drawn on what caused him to slip; the aroma of ship fuel was very heavy all around him. With the air touching the precious juice, it had become a bit gelatinous, so Casper carefully pulled himself back on the ramp.

“Casper!” cried Muriel. She came down the ramp and then stopped, which stopped Diggory too, in following. She said, “Fuel?”

“It’s all over,” noted Casper. “I slipped in it.”

“Ah nuts!” muttered Diggory. He want back inside, jumping over the hole in the floor to tend to a monitoring station overseeing the intermix station. He noted the switches were in their proper position, but something within him, his own instincts, told him Juna had just toggled the switches before.
Coughing back through the smoke, Diggory caught Casper and Muriel at the top of the ramp. He said to him, “Damn, Auntie June’s smart! She flooded the intermix chamber, but didn’t flush it.”
“And when the fire happened, the Falcon released the fuel.” Muriel grabbed at her hair in frustration and stated the obvious, “Shit, we can’t lift off right away!”

Before Casper could say anything, Diggory said, “Mom, swearing!”

The red head shot a look at him and said, “Not now, Diggory Arnes!”

“You told me no swearing so long as you don’t swear!”

“Uggh, Boy, not now!” Muriel said to Casper, “If we lift off at this moment, we can set the whole ship ablaze, blow us up!”

Furious as a Jedi could be, Casper said, “How long a wait?”

“Ten minutes, tops, to let the hydrogen evaporate,” said Muriel. “Shit!”
“Mom, swearing!”

“I’ll give you swearing in a minute,” bellowed Muriel. “Casper!”

Casper was running, leaving the other two behind, and this time with the Force he got over the pooling fuel by jumping from the foot of the ramp. It was a tricky jump, given the low hanging design of the ship, and he barely missed the hull in the beginning. Landing, he ran for Yhon’s ship, the only ship available to him. 
He could see the Elfin watching him carefully, having seen everything that happened that could be seen, and the Jedi Knight knew the Sith Hunter would be up to something the moment he took the node off and opened the hatch.
Not in the mood to negotiate, Casper got to the hatch and turned on his weapon. He used the Force to pull off the node. As predicted, the hatch popped open, and Yhon leapt for Casper. Only in mid-flight did the tiny Sith Hunter realize his target was ready for him….

Casper’s blow was perfect, a blind back swing that changed position and came over the top of his shoulders. In one swing, a shriek followed, and Yhon bounced across the temple top, favoring the stump that was once his left leg. He managed to eyeball the loss before he realized Casper was coming on him to club him over the head with the pummel of his lightsaber to knock him out.
“I can’t have you kicking my seat,” said the Jedi sternly, picking up the unconscious Yhon and entering the cramped ship. With the node removed, the ship was just starting to power up, so again Casper had to wait on the engines. He turned the transceivers on. “Muriel, it’s Casper, can you hear me?”

After a moment, Muriel’s voice came on. “Wait, I’ll come with you.”

“There’s barely room enough for me,” said Casper, finding his tall, lanky body a detriment. He looked, and through the canopy he could just see Muriel at the foot of the Falcon’s ramp. “How fast can Juna get out of here?”
“In the Noir; virtually instantaneous,” said Muriel. “That ship’s got the warm up and go better than a fighter.”

Casper turned on every array the specialty ship had; of course, those were ready to go just as Juna’s ship was ready to go. He asked Muriel, “She was right; I can’t penetrate the cloud cover with sensors or communication beams. Is there anyway to track her, anything?”
“Are you thinking she knows where Madex is?”
Casper actually to think about that one: so many times before, Juna was able to touch something, read it, and gain information from it; the time it took did vary. Given what she did, and more importantly what she said, he doubted she had gleamed anything from the weapon. “If she did, she didn’t get it from Jrimmer’s lightsaber.”
Turning on the touch-screen with turmoil that figuratively breathed on his neck, Casper did a back trace on the system’s log, and discovered that just before Juna’s departure, through the node, a communication’s file had been accessed. He opened the file and read it. “Muriel, she doesn’t know where Madex is, but she knows how to contact them. The Sith Hunters communicate through an illegal HoloNet channel.”
“Well, they’ll probably not take our call if she calls them,” noted Muriel. But then she said, “Get up there! That ship can trace the transmission!”
Casper saw he had a green panel for take off. Quickly he grabbed the flight controls and lifted off. He pumped a lot of power into everything. “Stay here; I’ll go get Juna and Angelleia.”

“Casper!”

“Muriel, no one on your ship is in any condition to fight,” stressed Casper. And as wisely and as foolish as Juna he terminated communications with her. He tapped the Force to guide him out of the swampy air as quickly and smoothly as possible.

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

CHAPTER 72.1

Clearing the atmosphere in mere seconds, Juna keyed in the frequency she pulled out of the node that controlled Yhon’s little ship and proceeded to broadcast it on a wide spectrum pattern. In her mind, she knew the others down below were safe and very upset with her, and she hoped they were at their best in repairing the specific damage she had done to Millenium Falcon’s intermix control while waiting for the premature discharge of fuel to evaporate. She figured, if Diggory kept his young wits about him, the repairs would only take fifteen minutes; Casper or Muriel helping him might prolong it, but that was a risk she had to take, given she had no way to know when Madex was going to respond to the hail she had sent.
A small holo of an Y’bith appeared and he began to say, “Yhon, where have you b-?” Enfungo Nul’s large eyes appeared even larger when he saw who was contacting him. “YOU!”

“Yeah, me,” said Juna sharply. “Your Yhon is with me, safe and unharmed. Get me Coy Vempest’lya. I do believe he has someone of mine, just as I have someone of his.”

“Ohhh, if you think-,” began Nul, but his image faded away when Juna turned off the trans5mission.

“Damn it, I don’t need a cliché exchange,” she mused to herself. She could sense things were moving afoot down below on Dagobah. A funny thought did occur to her: Yhon’s ship was small, but a determined Casper could remove his Saberhide legs and fit right in the damn thing.

In a hurry, and thinking it was long enough now, Juna generated a broadcast again. Nul’s mug appeared, and he was just seething at her. She said, “Now, if you have grown up in the past ten seconds, you will get me your fearless leader now.”

Nul said nothing and faded out of the transmission source. Juna probably sounded like a total bitch, if not she sounded like a total Sith cliché. She couldn’t help that now, nor did she care; being more polite was not gong to change the Sith Hunter’s opinion about her. Years of exposure to Madex’s telepathic influence had ingrained in them all, and thus wouldn’t be so easy to diffuse even if she managed to kill him. However, killing Madex was not her mission; defeating the Sith Hunters again was not her mission either. This is all about freeing Angelleia.
“Well, well, well,” said the familiar, grating voice before Madex’s visual had entered the holographic transceiver field. He sat in his chair, put his hands together, and mused, “Calling about something you left behind on Ancesca?”

“You could say that,” said Juna, working her mouth around as she felt her bile just rise in her throat. “I have something of yours.”

Madex nodded and said, “Undoubtedly, the only way you talk to us through our illegal HoloChannel is if you have captured Yhon’s ship. The problem with that, Sith, is that you think you can bargain here to get your daughter back. If you haven’t killed Yhon already, you probably will when I tell you that you’re wasting your breath.”
“I think we can dispense with the arbitrary requirements normally associated with Jedi/Sith relations,” Juna pointed out. “I know what you are doing just as I know who you are.”

“Well, I won’t repeat things if you won’t repeat things,” he joked.

“Then I will get right to the point,” said Juna. “You win. You want me, you got me. And I know you don’t want me captured. I know what is going to happen will not happen on Coruscant either. My terms are very simple-.”
“You are in no position to make terms here, Rapier,” warned Madex, frowning. “I won’t be giving you Angelleia, period.”

“I don’t want her,” said Juna. He already knew that, betraying it with his grin that just irritated her. “What I want is her to be let go: her freedom, from you, from the Jedi Order, in exchange for myself and your companion. I won’t have her waste away on some planet enslaved by the idea of being a failure.”

“Do you seriously believe,” began Madex, “I would let her go? Knowing what I know about you Sith Maidens you are not worth the trouble being kept alive.”

Juna dared him, “You would kill a child just as certainly as you are going to kill me, Master Jedi? Do you make the same call as your Master had errantly done years ago?”

Coy sighed, leaned in, and said, “No, I don’t.” He just stared at her for a long moment. “I ruined her career….I can live with her free and clear of the Jedi Order. Let’s just say….you killed her. She becomes One with the Force, never to be seen again.” He stressed, “Never. To be seen again. Will that do it for you?”

She swallowed down the vomit that had entered her mouth, taking the next few seconds to digest it all figuratively as well as realistically. How appropriate Madex’s excuse will be to the Jedi Council as to why he had to kill her, for apparently being a Sith was not enough; there was more to accusing her of being a child killer on that bounty hunter’s death note; a Sith committing infanticide would then be no surprise to the Jedi Council, or to anyone else if they ever caught wind of this whole, sorry affair. Madex was giving himself, and by connection the other Sith Hunters, an out with this, mutely suggesting to her that whoever was with her that can tell a different story – Muriel, Rose, perhaps even Casper – they should take Angelleia far away, and none of them be seen or heard from again.
It was unlikely Madex would keep up his end of the bargain, on the other hand. The Bothan was a devote believer in Moranna tactics, but it was just an imitation of them, streamed through the narrow-minded influence Qualeggoes had pumped into him. Once Juna was out of the way, it would not stop Madex from going after anyone else he felt was a problem. Angelleia would not be any safer from the situation, not when the real Sith were still going to be out there, and would be just thrilled that Juna was out of the way. 
Still, Juna needed to humor him for her own goals. She sighed and said, “Given I have no alternative, and no where else to go, that will do it for me.”

“For once in your life you’re wise,” mocked Madex. “Bespin. The southern and eastern hemisphere, platform beacon eight, come with yourself and Yhon, and come unarmed. More importantly, Rapier, come without backup.”

“Agreed.”

“And Rapier: if you don’t show up, if you don’t come alone, I will see to it you never, ever see her again. It’s a risk, I know because I know you. You’ll tear this galaxy apart looking for her, which under the circumstances that just works in my favor as well. You know what I mean?”
“Yes, I know exactly what you mean.” Juna just shut the transmission off. She brought up Bespin from the quick-nav selection and programmed the hyperdrive. She then activated a data beacon, set it not to transmit until five minutes after launch, and programmed it to launch the moment she engaged the hyperdrive. 

Aligning the ship for a Bespin trajectory, she let out a breath she had just had been holding for a long time. She said, “You’ll take what you can get, Madex. So will I.”
Juna reached down and plucked Angelleia’s lightsaber – Enothchild’s old weapon – from her utility belt and slid it into the sleeve of her Sithian robe. She balanced it there while she took her trusty krayt-dragon headed weapon and placed it on the dashboard in front of her. She breathed, and said, “This must work.”

The Flora Noir jumped to lightspeed, and from the rear of the ship the data beacon launched as instructed. It drifted quietly as programmed. When five minutes passed it began its all channel’s broadcast; short range, just enough for any passing ship in the system to hear it, or in this case any ship that had entered the orbit from Dagobah’s surface.
In mere moments, Casper picked up the signal the moment he broke the cloud cover. He activated the underlining broadcast, and it showed in a hologram Juna and Madex having their conversation. Casper recorded all the information off the beacon and set a course for Bespin, hoping what Juna was doing was a real plan and not something having to do with dying in order to free Angelleia.

“Force only knows what you are really trying to do,” said Casper to Juna more than to himself. He pulled the ship around the planet, finding Bespin in the ship’s line of sight sensor view. He hesitated, at first, to pull the lever….

“No,” said Casper, suddenly understanding why he hesitated. His hand grabbed the hyperdrive control hard and he pulled it. “Your manipulations are not going to work on me any longer, Master Madex.” He tapped the Force, found it to be in agreement with him, even after he said, “And when I kill you that will be the end of it.”

Entering hyperspace, Casper no longer had any qualms in having to seriously injure, even kill, those in possession of his daughter. And Angelleia was his daughter, and Madex was doing things to her that were seriously, seriously wrong if even done on some stranger. Above all others, Madex had to be stopped; the Bothan’s revenge was disguised as justice, and his actions were mere perversions of rationale. This was beyond going too far; Madex was just a stop away from reaching the point of the unfathomable, and he would do it if allowed to.
Again, the Force did not disagree with Casper’s conclusion. There was no darkness in his mind and in his decision. He found himself right where Enothchild was many times in the last of his years, siding with Naressa and Juna when they were at their darkest, and fighting Qualeggoes when the Jedi Master was at his most certain. Perhaps it had something to do with him being attached to Angelleia. Perhaps his views and perceptions were blinded by that love for the one he cared about the most. Perhaps it was wrong of him to think, for messing with his head and for certainly messing around with Angelleia’s head, Casper was not going to mind removing Madex’s head.
He was most certainly done with the arrogance filling his religion. Regardless the reasons, he could no longer just sit by and just let it happen. The Sith Hunters had to be stopped. If it meant their deaths, so be it; other than Coy Madex, he wished the brothers he was going to fight, and perhaps kill, well.

Meanwhile, a little later than expected, the Millennium Falcon broke the cloud cover and picked up the beacon signal. It took longer because, as Juna had surmised, Muriel had tried to help her Son fix the problems Juna had caused. The young man literally chased his mother out of the intermix station, and in time, and with an inherited style that was too reminiscent of Dizzy Arnes, Diggory Arnes got the ship to fly.

Working properly, on the other hand….

“Diggory, I can’t translate this signal that’s from Juna’s data beacons,” said Muriel in the intercom in the cockpit. “It keeps cutting out.”
“Power distribution is out of whack,” called Diggory back. “She scored a bull’s eye the first time. Here, try this.”

The signal came back, and Muriel read it quickly. “They’re going to Bespin; the meeting place on a standard flying platform.” She accessed the ship’s logs, momentarily pausing at the passage before her because it was written by her dearly departed husband. 
Not so happy when she realized it was written by her dearly departed husband. 
As a Captain of a smuggler ship, Dizzy was good, which in terms of officer protocol and procedure it put him in the mess hall as a floor wrangler in the Republic Navy. His logs were very spotty, practically cliff notes; sometimes, they seemed like password cheats to a slingo machine. When he got older – starting with his marriage to Muriel – he got much better at it. Unfortunately, his trip to Bespin was in that error-prone, sloppy, and ‘it’s-only-going-to-be-read-by-me’ past.
“So much for ‘advance intelligence,’ mused Muriel with a smirk that could rival Juna’s trademark chagrin. She daydreamed, “Damn it, Arnes, its called Basic for a reason.”

“Hey Mom who are you talking to you there?” quipped Diggory.

“No one,” said Muriel, shaking her head. She found the coordinates to Bespin in the navicomputer and plotted a course. “Tell me this ship can make the jump to hyperspace?”

“Ah, Mom, has anyone said you sound cute when you wish for rainbow-peeing gooberfish,” cracked Diggory.

Gnawing on her lip, Muriel gritted out, “Diggy….”

The young man audibly gulped; whenever he heard his Mother call him that, that meant trouble for him. He just said quickly, “N-No promises, Mom. The intermix chamber needs a full-day’s recycling after what Auntie June did. We could drop out of light speed at any time. You’ll need to keep an eye on the other systems and make adjustments.”
“Can’t the computer do it?”

“With power outages, would you trust a computer?”

Muriel silently conceded that point. “At least tell me I can trust the navicomputer.”

“It’s gold,” assured the young man. He mumbled, “As long as I keep my foot on the feed line…”

“Diggy!!”

“I’m joking, Mom, sheesh, have a moon bar.”

Getting the go ahead to make the jump, Muriel pulled back on the levers, the power built up, and then it whined down. Space just looked as plain and unimaginative as before. She heard Diggory’s footsteps, and the young boy entered the cockpit to fiddle with the line board behind Muriel. She mused, “Would it help if I got out and pushed?”

Diggory said hurriedly, “It might!” He ran to the back and said, “I’ll give it kick!”

Sighing, Muriel reset the switches, and then she heard over the intercom Diggory kicking the intermix station. She shook her head and whispered, “We’re a finely tuned piece of hardware, stuck within the confines of a glorified piece of junk.” She noted the green lights, and pulled back the controls again. This time, the jump to hyperspace was made. “That did it!”
“I know, I’m, like, watching the flux pattern back here,” noted Diggory over the intercom. “Just brace yourself; you’ll never know when we will prematurely ejacul-.”

“Eject!” warned Muriel. “You mean to say prematurely eject.”

“Sure, yeah, whatever.” As the ship droned on, the boy had to ask, “Mom, what’s Auntie June thinking?”

Muriel had not really put too much thought in that, but now it didn’t take her long to think it over and offer some insight. “Do you remember that time your Father joked that Juna was the smartest dumb person he knew?”
“Yeah,” said Diggory, sounding forlorn.

“Well,” sighed Muriel, spying the systems before her, “for once,” and there was a joke in there, but she wasn’t laughing, “He was right.” Beyond that, she kept what she thought Juna’s idea was to herself.

Muriel was right, Juna was objective planning: a practical but often desperate strategy whereas the outcome is all the strategist’s concerns were about and focused on; how to achieve that outcome was not necessarily planned out; similar to a plan thought on the fly when all else failed, only this was being executed even before there was any failure. The plan, clearly, was to ultimately save Angelleia, both from Madex’s physical and mental clutches. The sunny view of getting there is that Juna convinces Angelleia that Madex is the enemy, they perhaps fight off the enemy together long enough for Casper to provide help, and for eventual escape. The rather loathsome view was Juna allowing herself to die, which somewhere in that process leading up to that death she manages to get Angelleia way from Madex, and Casper takes care of the rest with Muriel providing support.
Muriel just hoped Juna had not outsmarted herself this time.

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

CHAPTER 72.2

The time that passed had never once entered young Angelleia’s troubled conscious since Master Madex had left her alone. And indeed, she felt alone, beyond the physical context. All that she thought she knew, all that she was told that contradicted what she knew, and now all that contradicted the contradictions of what she thought she knew, was making her feel she had been alone all this time. In short, everyone all this time had lied to her.
Angelleia had always felt in her heart everyone in her life had been honest with her, for they expected her to be honest. In her, ever since she could remember, she really appreciated the truth, perhaps demanded it a bit more than the next person. It was rather hard to explain it an easier context, but never had she felt like this before in her life. If this was what being betrayed felt like, she honestly never wanted anyone else to feel it. Reviewing over and over in her head explained why she had grabbed Madex by the throat; she could not handle the revelation, not of the truth but the fact that her first instinct about Juna, the instinct she had chosen to ignore, was correct, that the dark side creature was hiding something from her.
Not dark side creature: Sith.

Closing her eyes, Angelleia just sighed and just found herself correcting every memory she had of Juna, replacing them with that dreaded word of evil. Unbeknownst to her, under Madex’s influence, what Madex had said made perfect sense when thought about it over and over. There was no questioning the evidence. The Sith’s deception was both intentional and cruel.
The Sith. Truly, indeed, without question: they were evil, not just evil personified. Her Father truly did not know what he was getting involved in. Angelleia sighed again, understanding that Enothchild was, after all, capable of making mistakes like his Daughter was. Perhaps, she mused with little humor, it ran in the family.
But clearly, Enothchild had been duped as he gave into the idea that there was hope in the Sith he clearly thought he had locked in on. The Sith showed a level of cleverness that rivaled their deviousness, which was still enough to keep the suspicious Jedi Council back on their heels and accepting the Sith as allies. All because the Council had been fed what Enothchild had believed, and was tricked to say. Angelleia just shook her head: it was as if the Jedi Order had indeed learned nothing after five thousand years of fighting the Sith, which should have been long enough to trump the thousand years that passed between engagements. The Jedi philosophers were again proven correct: ignorance was disproportionately more massive than enlightenment, and no one was immune to it.
This was beyond being stupid for Enothchild; it was a betrayal of trust. In order for the Sith to had become pregnant, Angelleia assumed there had to be a physical relationship; there were other possibilities, but she just centered on the oldest and easiest process of impregnation. The how was unimportant; all there was at the end was a result, a result the DNA tests still on that terminal screen Madex brought up and showed her did not lie; Angelleia recognized her own patterns having run non-blood genetic scans of herself in the past.
Being true, the Sith had pledged her heart, body, and soul to a hopeful, perhaps lonely, Jedi Master who had left the Jedi Order and the restraints of the Jedi Code behind. The Sith wanted something that was rather convenient and flexible when it came to her ultimate plans. Clearly, having a child as a bargaining chip, a tool to eschew the reality of the Jedi Council, and a means to control the father was extremely cold, and brilliant. Underestimating any foe was dangerous; underestimating the Sith was a far more painful price.
It went beyond that betrayal; it was the fact the Sith was able to convince so many to believe her. As much as the Jedi Council was weary of her, they still took a chance with taking Angelleia. Her Jedi Father, Casper, was either a significant part of the Sith’s conspiracy, or he was severely duped as her real Father was, wholeheartedly convinced that the Sith’s intentions were honorable, noble, and wise. She just could not get around the idea Casper was willful in this – Madex’s influence, again, prevented her from questioning the logic, like it had the others when Jrimmer Dugal had questioned Madex’s own logic.

Angelleia had believed the Sith herself. Again her first instinct was not to, yet she chose to ignore it. Out of words, out of actions, out of pure sentimentality: it was the few lies Juna Rapier had told that outweighed the truth she had most undoubtedly twisted around to fit her schemes. Angelleia felt she should have known better from the start. The Sith possessed great powers beyond what was comprehensible to her Jedi sensibilities. As always, there was no reason for any responsible Force user to have a need to use such power. Teleportation? Speak to the dead? Absorb the power of others? These were abilities that portrayed the user’s selfishness. People’s lives were their own. The dead should never be slaves to the whims of those who could communicate to them, and in turn living beings should not go out of their way to disturb the peace of those laid to rest. And as useful as it was to convert matter into energy and back, to go from one place to another, it had better uses than for selfish gain. If Juna was any great savior of the galaxy, fundamentally in Angelleia’s warped mind, she would not waste it on trying to ‘save’ her daughter!
And that fact, that she was related to the Sith, was just he coldest, cruelest joke of them all. Angelleia just shut her eyes thinking about it. For since she could remember, people by and large looked at her with disrespect and fear. She was a Vhinphyc, and such hate did not end at the doors of the high and vaulted Jedi Temple either. All her life would be this way, no way around it. What others would not know, and she would, was that she had a Sithian heritage! It was not just another reason for her peers to distrust her and loathe her; it was a secret that was going to gnaw on her like a gundark on a rib bone. Even as her day as a Jedi were numbered, she was going to go on living, knowing where she had truly came from as unbelievable and unfortunate as it sounded, and worse she was brought into this galaxy as all part of a plan.

Her nose picked up the scents before the Force did, and before the Sith Hunters had opened the door to the infirmary. Angelleia stood up, feeling they would not have come for her now unless something had happened, and she felt they had landed somewhere; it had to be Bespin; her feeling was that, though grounded, they were floating on air; the Force was funny that way sometimes, and Padawan Learner’s explanations of their feelings could be just as funny. She was not laughing at the notions in her mind.

She watched Coy Madex step in, followed by Novee Cet who went right to Jive Kring. The others managed to enter, but there was an exception. Angelleia asked, “Masters, where is Beja Tu Ramore?”
“Not well, I’m afraid,” said Coy with a sigh. “And I’m sorry to say he won’t let you near him. It’s unbecoming of him, but perhaps it is just best we leave him be.” He looked at Jive as Novee hovered over him. “He’s still out?”

“He does need surgery badly, Master,” reminded Angelleia. “The healing coma will only do so much. He would not do you any good in any capacity right now.”
“I see, a pity,” said Coy with a head nod. “We’re on Bespin, and an hour ago we received a call from the Sith.” Angelleia locked onto him with her eyes at full attention. “She’s going to try and rescue you by pretending to turn herself over to us in exchange for your freedom.”
Angelleia was already shaking her head. “It is a trick. She can teleport, Master, I have experienced it myself.”

“We’re aware of this ability,” said Coy, remembering what the others had told him.

“What you may not be aware,” continued Angelleia, “is that simple metal compounds and ores, like copper, can prevent her from teleporting. Complex surroundings also bind her movements, as dictated by physics. Also, for living beings that feel the Force, they can block any attempt by her to teleport them.”
The others exchanged impressed looks among themselves. Coy admitted, “Now that we didn’t know. That’s a good thing, then, that we are able to counteract her betrayal with betrayals of our own. That’s the Sith for you: they’ll telegraph everything they do because they’re crazy enough to think you can’t stop them.” He nodded, “This makes my choice about Bespin a wise one, in terms of movement.”

“I still say we are still in a bind,” noted Enfungo Nul to Coy. “You, I, Posh not at a hundred percent, Yars, and Novee is all there is unless we can convince Beja Tu to get involved, or we wait for backup.”

“Rapier’s coming: we don’t have that kind of time, not for reinforcements, and not for Beja Tu,” said Coy. “Jive’s not dancing, so we’re going to have to alter our tactics.” He located Angelleia with his eyes.

“There is nothing to be said here, Master,” said Angelleia, beating him to the question. “I will assist you anyway I can.”
Coy let a leer cross his face. “I knew you would.” He walked over to her and patted her shoulder quickly. “This will be difficult, very difficult.”
Angelleia felt that, even though she was not enamored with Juna any longer. She just said, “It must be done.”

“If you believe that, then it won’t be difficult at all,” said Coy, winking. “This is what we will do….”
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