CHAPTER 76.0

Having Hidu Bog arrested more or less brought Casper up to speed on matters that appeared to have little or no consequence to him. Luck would have it that Cessa Fermeia was on Corellia visiting her old friend Deannta Desser, and word had passed to them both that a Jedi needed CorSec assistance on Coruscant. Aware of the actions that occurred on Ord Mantell, Deannta used her influence to get Captain Cisca and her men to come with her to make the arrest. There was not much give and take between the Nubians and Corellians and the Trade Federation, but Casper surmised Nute Gunray needed to get rid of Bog as soon as he could. Branch did tell him how much Gunray and Bog despised one another; at the very least, if he could not get the Trade Federation, Casper just settled on the male who created the weapon. All in all, to the Jedi, a fair trade of justice if there ever was one.
While waiting on Gunray, because the Viceroy had to get the permission of the Directorate to exorcise Bog, Casper exchanged the appropriate amounts of information to those that did arrive early. With Captain Cisca, they kept it in the realm of the case, getting her story on what had happened on Ord Mantell, and the belief that Cus Tadlan was quite dead. The female CorSec officer was clearly bothered by the fact Branch had passed on. With Deannta and Cessa it was a more guarded review; he decided to let Juna tell them in her own way, in time. They sensed it, but were not offended, so in return they gave him a great deal of information, from Senator Coaxial’s sudden and violent death, to the elections and the Thorn Party’s misfortunes from the hearings, and lastly the possibility that Juna would be ask to leave the Thorns.
“Everyone is blaming her for our defeats,” Cessa told Casper. “And I hate to say it, but I agree with them. It still doesn’t mean we should kick her out. The Queen still believes in her, for crying out loud. If she’s kicked out, I’m leaving.”

“Same here,” affirmed Deannta, who though a Thorn she was far removed from Nubian politics. “I will have nothing to do with the Thorns if Juna is forced out by the so-called party faithful.”

As much as they stood their ground, they did reveal to Casper that, as with anything in politics, all timing is vitally critical. Though in good political shape, it was going to be even money for the Thorns to win their respected races against anyone who related well to Queen Amidala’s policies and points-of-view. Amidala was one of the Heroes of Naboo, and no one was going to forget that soon unless she did something really bad. That bad was, potentially, supporting Juna. With Coaxial and his committee revealed to be a liar, Amidala was forgiven, but Juna was not. The suspicion of being a Sith, of being behind the Invasion of Naboo, convinced enough Nubians to vote against anyone – the Throns – associated with her. Challengers and incumbents of the Thorn Party had lost badly. Once again, Coy Madex’s plan to damage Juna as much as he could had worked.

Dropped off at the Jedi Temple, Casper realized that several hours had passed since he had departed ways with Angelleia; it was very early in the morning when all was done at the Trade Federation Consulate. The Wettlespear Case was officially solved, and it would read that McBain Poppythorn was dead and one of his conspirators, Hidu Bog, in Corellian custody facing unrelated charges. It would not be officially closed, however, until he heard from Juna about Lone Star; it would take her time to get there, and once there many questions had to be asked and answers had to be learned and confirmed.
As he went in, Casper contemplated the remaining critical issues of the case. Angelleia had played back McBain’s confession during the trip home, and what was revealed was chilling. Other than himself, his Grandfather Onus Nightshade was Force sensitive, and there were hints he was aware of the Force and could use it. Like Juna and Naressa, and although far more cruel in what Casper would said spiritual temperament, the Path Reverend of the Oracle of Circles had demonstrated no true malice with the dark side – that is, he had never used it to the best of Casper’s memory at any of those times he had remembered being around him. To say the least, it would be easier to accuse Juna of being a Sith by her deeds than to accuse Reverend Nightshade.
What chilled Casper, still, was that McBain’s explained motive was rooted in his faith, which his Grandfather had apparently used to make McBain do his bidding. Be all the things Casper knew of the reverend, of the wrongs he did feel he had done, never had he thought Onus would make anyone become a murderer. As much as Reverend Nightshade disliked outsiders and other forms of religion and thought, his responses to them were held to contempt and ridicule. What McBain was suggesting through his actions was that Onus was no longer satisfied with vocal criticizing, and however he became aware of it, he may have gotten control of a devilishly weapon. Worse than that, if McBain spoke true, Reverend Nightshade also wished for the Blue Seed. No question in Casper’s mind his Grandfather detested the Jedi the most, and therefore so many worrisome scenarios had entered his mind. One of them stood out from all the others: for Reverend Nightshade to blackmail one of his followers to claim a powerful weapon, to use it to kill and to hold the innocent lives of families of Jedi in one’s hands with the copy of the Blue Seed file, was to declare war against the Jedi. Twisted beyond dire would his Grandfather’s motivation be, but until Juna reached Lone Star, and until he told the Jedi Council in full his beliefs, it was a mute point. Even if his and Angelleia’s situation was to worsen, he would still tell the Council.
Given what crossed his mind, Casper did wonder if it was wise to let Juna go alone. Then he remembered it was Juna. The Force was strong with her, and like her mother before her she knew how to use the dark side aspects of it that Jedi or anyone else could ever comprehend. She was highly intelligent and vastly resourceful, had various methods of means and tactics to gain the information she sought, perhaps without anyone ever knowing she had gained the information, and she had just got done fighting a war of mental attrition with a telepath. Somehow, if there was trouble, woe was his Grandfather.
Still, the fact that McBain had somehow, someway, figured how to make the Wettlespear work when more advanced powers of technology could not have was disturbing. Even still, Juna was correct: all other matters had to be settled. He felt, with one thing out of the way, the next important one must be before Juna could officially be cleared. All of their futures, everyone associated with Juna, had to be determined in the present.

As expected, the Jedi Temple was quiet; of course, it’s practically always quiet; it was not normally filled with loud mouths and noise makers and what not when all was awake and alive; it was just at a level of mute that was considered quiet by the religion’s standards. The few Jedi assigned to sentry duty were some Casper had recognized from the Philosopher’s Guild; as Plo said, they had to ask some of their ‘retired’ fellows to return to active duty in some capacity. Besides the Jedi Council, the Temple housed less than a hundred Jedi at any given time, which that number included Younglings and Initiates; not what you would call a ready fighting force against a massive attack, but who dared attacked the Jedi Temple nowadays? But Plo’s move put able body Jedi back out there in the galaxy on constant patrol.

Blind as a mynock, AmaHaris Hjing peeped, “Oh, well, isn’t it the young stud of the Philosopher’s Guild, sneaking back into the Temple.” Casper smiled. “Wipe that smile off your face, Sonny, you in troubles.”
Casper waved his hand past AmaHaris’ many eyes and noted they did not react. He shook his head and said, “I’m in trouble.”

“That’s what I said! Dang it, you would think at your age your ears would be working!” AmaHaris rubbed his nose-less face. “Master Yoda figured you were coming this way and said if I saw you….And I told them IF I ‘SAW’ YOU!” Casper smiled again; AmaHaris appeared to glare as his smile. “I was to tell you to go to his tall visitor’s quarters.”
“Thank you, AmaHaris.” He gave him a small bow and head straight for the lifts.

“Maybe if you cut that long hair you’ll hear better next time,” pipped AmaHaris as an afterthought as the lift doors closed.

In time, Casper entered the living section of the Main Tower, which was not many floors away from the Council Chambers. Yoda’s room was actually two rooms, but not because he was the Grand Master and deserved more space; one room was where he held many of his personal meetings with his fellow Jedi, the other room, connected to it, was at a much smaller scale to reflect his diminutive stature. Casper had been in both, and given his height he was happy to go the larger room. It was not customary to signal one’s arrival normally in the Jedi Temple; the level of trust that was supposed to exist amongst the Order nearly blanked the need, and Yoda was one to know someone was coming to see him. Still, doors still had locking mechanisms, and still not amused that the Sith Hunters had hacked into his private system at the Behavior Science Unit, Casper used the chimer by the door.

“Come, come!” Casper heard Yoda shout from inside, and distant. Casper walked in, and as the door closed behind him he noted the usually clean room was in a bit of disarray. With dirty plates nearly everywhere, and a combination of rich smells still in the air, it was as if Yoda had a big blow out party with many visitors. The truth was the little Master, over the course of many hours, had been feeding a very hungry Vhinphyc. The disturbing thought that Yoda matched Angelleia plate by plate in eating made him picture a very fat Elfin awaiting him, causing him to dryly chuckle.
“Oh! Oh darn!” came Angelleia’s cry.

“Concentraaaaatttttteeeeeeee!”

Casper followed their voices towards the connecting entrance to the small room, but stepped back when Yoda ran out of there, frantically juggling something fiery in his small hands. Before he could intervene, the burning object bounced from Yoda’s hands right towards Casper, which for some Force-only-knows-why reason he caught it in his hands and he, too, proceeded to add to the comedy. After two battings, he lost track of it. He turned his head about, left and right, and then realized the marshmallow had stuck in his thick, scraggily beard.

“OH! OH!!!” Yoda jumped on Casper and batted at it to make sure it was not igniting the facial hair on fire. All he did was mush the burned marshmallow more into the beard, but he said in satisfaction, “Ah, it is out!”

Casper looked down at his Master and mused, “Teaching Angelleia how to burn the Temple down?”

Yoda frowned and jumped down from him. “No.” Looking hurt in pride, he pretended to dust himself off while watching Angelleia emerge from the connecting tunnel to the small room. “To cook S’mores, I was teaching her.”

“More like burning them,” mumbled Casper, remembering the last time he was here long ago, when then Yoda was burning the small, white, sugary treats. The comment drew a glare from Yoda.

“Is everyone alright? I’m so sorry!” Angelleia was still holding a metal wire, smoldering at the end. “I don’t know what I was thinking. It just caught on fire, and I turned it towards you Master, and I flung it at you, and….”

“It’s alright,” assured Yoda, laughing a little, padding over to Angelleia. “In my life time, burned many a mallow I have.” He licked his fingers and placed them at the tip of the wire to cool it off. “Legendary my un-mastery of the campfire, as is my mastery of the Force.” He assured her again, “Done no harm, you have. Worry not any longer. Dwell not what has passed.”
“I just ate the marshmallows out of the bag before,” said Angelleia quietly. “My Mother didn’t show me how to do that, or with the chocolate and the crackers.”

To Casper’s hope, he saw Yoda just smile and said, “Perhaps she is no master with mallows either.” He was not correcting her for referencing Juna as her mother, nor was he frowning about bringing Juna up. Good signs, but how long it last had to be predicated on just what he had talked about with Angelleia. 
Yoda furthered, “We truly do not enslave the Force by becoming masters, for we are not its master, nor its servant. We have only mastered the Jedi way, which is achieved by having mastery over our passions, our doubts, and our fears. But it does not mean total control; that is impossible, unlikely. It means no error whatsoever. As I already told you, such is impossible.”
Angelleia nodded in understanding. She looked at Casper and smiled brightly, which he returned it. But then she said, “You have marshmallow in your beard.”

“Yes, I know,” he assured her, annoyed a little by the known reality. “I do not wear it out of humility, but out of consequence. Sometimes, a Jedi must deal what has been handed to them. If a marshmallow in my beard saves a million lives, so be it: I wear it in pride.” She chuckled a bit while he kept a straight face. “I like to think it’s the Will of the Force, but at this moment I have my doubts.”

Covering her mouth, Angelleia snickered more. Yoda for his part chuckled too. “All is amusing, the Force can be. This is at its simplest.” He held out his hand, and his tiny lightsaber flew from his belt and into it. He turned it on in one motion, and in the next motion he was up, spinning, and landing. Casper had not moved at all, except his beard where the marshmallow was; the lopped hair fell to the floor. It was a pretty even cut, even if it did make Casper look out of place.
“Rare is it, young Padawan,” continued Yoda, shutting off his lightsaber, letting the green blade vanish before putting it away, “that such simplicity is welcomed by us. Granted you should not take for it. A time and a place there will be for it. In peace most certainly.”

“Yes, Master, I will remember that,” said Angelleia respectfully.

“I know you will.” Yoda marched back over to her and urged her to go back to the small room. “To the fire you return, your dessert you should finish. Hover the marshmallow like a seeker, the fire your lightsaber blade. Dart away teasingly. If aflame, blow, and blow hard. Go now.”
Casper bent down and retrieved the remains of his beard to place it on one of the dirty dishes. He picked that dish and another up and proceeded to the dish station for cleaning. He said as if a thought, “Did you bribe her with food to gain her confidence?”
“Fortunately no,” said Yoda, who did nothing as Casper was doing everything, content that his former student would clean up his the mess Angelleia had made. Only fair: Yoda had made the food….well most of it; early on he had help from the Master Kitchen, the ones responsible for feeding Younglings. “Trusting she is. Perhaps far too trusting; blind hope she has in people.”
“I don’t believe so,” said Casper, in correcting. “She had never trusted Juna in the beginning. On the other hand, she trusts her Jedi peers far too much.” Yoda turned and gave him a disconcerting look. It was all ironic to him suddenly; just mere years ago such a look would had made Casper think twice about saying what he had said, but now it didn’t, for everything had changed. “A terrible thought that just happens to fit the facts.”
Yoda let his sigh be known slowly and loudly. “Disappointed I am to that I hear you say.”
“It is not a lie,” said Casper.

“Never said it was,” assured Yoda. He walked towards his comfy chair, which was a soft stand for mediation purposes; a matching stand was right across from it, reserved for guests so they may sit together. As it was usually the norm, he would go there and converse and a Jedi would follow. He stopped, though, when he felt Casper had not moved.

Turning around, Yoda measured him and said, “Said your peace, you have?”

Casper gave it some thought, and he just moved one foot up, and then down, and the other up and down. He said, “If you want to talk about it some more, I can do it standing up.”

Yoda gave the chairs a look, and crooked his ears. “Funny, it is. For so many years, gone to this room, gone to those chairs, and sat with many a Jedi. Never thought I an expectation it had become. A natural occurrence. A tradition. All of these things matters that appear to always happen.”

“That would suggest a form of perfection,” responded Casper. He remembered the last time he was in these rooms, and then too it was over marshmallows. The talk was just as serious, but this would be more so. “Or at the very least complacency, the expectation that things should be as things are expected to be. As I once thought you perfect as well as great.” He shook his head. “I admit my ignorance: even after you told me those years ago you were capable of being wrong I had a hard time believing it. And I admit it should not have taken this episode to open my eyes.”

“And now that such eyes are open?” questioned Yoda.

“I do not like what I see,” said Casper. He kept himself rooted, and did not care if his voice carried over to Angelleia, who was hidden in the small room. “And by right I can only speak for myself; I am certain Angelleia has already mounted her claim.”
Leaning on his walking stick, Yoda said, “She has. Examined her well, I have, as I done years ago. Humane and compassionate still, and worried of herself like her father. Fearless at times, to a fault of contradiction; by no means Zesha had taught her so. In such a time of short reunion, like her mother Angelleia has become.” He peered at Casper surely and said, “Worried of that, I am.”

“Funny that you possessed none of these worries years ago when I had them towards Naressa and Juna,” said Casper to contradict Yoda’s points. “Yet you have the audacity to show her a deeper understanding?”
“Am I so light in weight I am foolish heavy?” Yoda chuckled and waved Casper off, walking around to get his hips some purpose other than standing. “Not a Sith Lord does such things make.” He stopped and pointed out. “Nor does it make for a proper Jedi either.”
“You have been wrong before,” was Casper could say to that.
“Yes, I have been wrong many times before. As you said, you can only speak for yourself.”

Casper nodded, and unfortunately he had a bad feeling matters were not going to get any better for the both of them. He almost thought to just leave right there, with Angelleia. He still needed to give it one more shot, just one more chance. He had to clear what was on his own slate, and it appeared Yoda was ready to accept it. Whether or not it would change Yoda’s mind, or the Council’s mind, was almost irrelevant. This was more about what had happened to him, about the Jedi Order’s complete lack of trust in him.

Inhaling, Casper began dutifully and without malice in tone, but his disapproval was very clear. “From all that I have learned throughout all of this, you had no faith in me whatsoever. No one on the Jedi Council, even my best friend Plo Koon, had faith in me. I gave you my word all those years ago, and it meant nothing to any of you, because you had Madex mess with my mind. You people had him resurrect those feelings of doubt I quashed at Nal Hutta! As you yourself had said, those pages of history in my life are far too heavy to lift, so I stopped lifting them. I was prepared to actually close the book and leave it behind, and become the Jedi I have trained all my life to become, and even before you scrambled my mind, you didn’t use me. I never questioned it back then. Now, I see why, very clearly why. 
“Your total lack of trust in me is beyond disturbing. I didn’t ask to be put in this position, but why does it come about at all? Because I reversed my position on Naressa, even though you pointed out to me before I could be wrong? Because you do now firmly believe Qualeggoes was right, that Juna was the Dark Hope, and she was going to kill billions of innocent people, and so anyone associated with her could not be trusted? I can believe it was the fact I did become Angelleia’s father.”

Yoda raised his hand to stop Casper, sighed, and said, “And even with our best efforts to prevent it, you failed to keep your word.”

“Maybe it was because I was never to suppose to keep it!” shouted Casper. “Just as you were never to protect my Daughter from danger and risk!” He paused in order to lower his voice. “You do what you did to me, and yet you have others run around behind my back, slicing into systems and pretending it did not happen. What am I to make of that your inability to carry out a plan successfully?”
“Intention, it was not-,” began Yoda.

“Intention!” And Casper did something no one was supposed to do; cut Yoda off. 
The Elfin Jedi Master’s ears picked up and his eyes widened. The Human Jedi did not give a damn. 
Casper said, “It was not your intention? What you did happened! It may be in the past, but it lasted as long as the present. I say what you did, in its entirety, was wrong, and the Force showed it to me to be so. Madex chooses Branch Lur to be the one who breaks much of what was programmed in me, feeling there was no way any Neimoidian would have anything to do with me. Since there was nothing more I would be doing with him anyways, it just made sense to choose something, someone, mundane to circumstances where there was no chance a reunion could ever happen. For the better part of fifteen years, it was a smart move. And then, as always with such characters and circumstance in history, the so-called unthinkable happened. I must ask how many more times does this happen before people begin to realize that under such circumstances it happens. I say the Force let it happen in order to correct a great wrong.

“I say it is the Will of the Force that all of this happened, and I believe in it today as I did since the beginning; all of this that has happened, there is a reason, and I believe it to be destiny. Whether it is good or it is bad is not up to us to decide, but only live it, and do what we can to survive it. I say this because how else do you explain what had happened? Coincidence? No, Master Yoda, it was no coincidence. Madex would have to have been a very diabolical evil to have planned all of this from the beginning, planned to have Branch come to me, break his spell, and proceed to use me as a means to Juna’s end.”
Casper walked around Yoda, who had remained still and quiet the whole time, unmoving in body and emotion. He said to Yoda, “Of course, like I was betrayed you were too, by Madex. Reluctantly you were to reestablish the Sith Hunters, it did not stop you from allowing him to become one, and run them. Too trusting? Yes, you are too trusting, I suppose….I suppose you pick and chose who you trust. You couldn’t trust me, someone who gave his word, who expected Angelleia to be safe as a Padawan Healer. You could trust someone that was trained by your errant apprentice Qualeggoes. You could trust this someone with supplying a Master to Anglleia that was subservient to his wishes, his goals, in complete contradiction to the Jedi Code! You could trust this Jedi with the Blue Seed?” He shook his head. “You could trust this Jedi with what you had created long ago as a protective measure?”
Yoda was not surprised that Casper had brought up that reality: it was Yoda who had created, designed, and had brought into operation the Blue Field system. He turned to Casper and asked, “Surmised as much the fact from Angelleia?”

“I thought long and hard, after I discovered the Blue Seed had been compromised, who would be stupid enough to put it out there,” stressed Casper. “Madex was easy to figure out; he more or less admitted to such things. But it left the question of who would let him touch that? The Sith Hunters, truly, have great authority, but they don’t get what they want without either taking it by force or threat, or someone gives it to them freely. When it comes to the Blue Field, the Headmaster of the P.L.C. would die first then give it up; even if Madex came with a thousand Writs and all of the Republic bureaucracy. Madex was not alone. When you grabbed the Blue Seed as Angelleia held it, it had reawakened the past that was on it, and she saw who was responsible, and she told me.

“As for knowing it was you who designed Blue Field, I understood it from experiences. Everyone I usually ran into in the Jedi Order that were never tech inclined like I was really frowned at my interests and said so. Those who were like me understood the importance of technology and showed to have no problem with me buried nose deep in a data pad. Enothchild had to be one of those rare exceptions where he was adverse to technology but never ridiculed me as opposed to Ros getting on me about it. You, on the other hand, only took me away from such explorations when there was a need to. Sometimes, while I was your student, you urged it, and you at the very least pretended to understand it. I thought, on the other hand, you knew more than you let on. And given that Blue Field is very old technology, very, very old tech, who else but its designer would know how to easily access such a complex arrangement of data systems. The system of how the data is changed and transferred, it betrays a logical reasoning I have known for most of my life. It also reveals how much trust you have even in our own Jedi System: very little, if not less.”
Yoda made a noise of disapproval. “No desire, I had, allowing the bureaucracy of the Republic to affect those we love the most. Disturbed, I was in history, how easily the Sith had breeched us through our faiths. Through our religion, through the people we have sworn to serve. Escape me that fact did not. When young, the assignment handed to me by my Master Yassa, it was. A shocking assignment it was. Told me he did, as I began, to trust no one. In the beginning, access to it only I and the Grand Master had. 
“As well the Jedi Holocron is with secrets too easily compromised it could be Years later, with Dor-Li Nimh’s fall from grace did my Master know to have too much trust in fellows was a fault. With the fall of Dor-Li, an example how any Jedi could access the Holocron for evil. So many ways the Sith had found there way into our ranks. Not new giving us their children it is.”

“You don’t trust Juna, so you don’t trust me, and therefore you don’t trust Angelleia,” said Casper. “Thanks for telling me what I already know.”

Sighing, Yoda shook his head and said, “It is what I know, but not what you think. Be it Sith, or be it by the wishes of the parentage, or religion, or people, only so much latitude can be given. Each different each circumstance is. And we do not treat it with the same cautions as with the usual Jedi recruitment. You were treated differently, and yes, suspected back then great problems.”

Casper just said, “You didn’t trust me back then?”
“Different trust issue was back then. You possessed doubts, created by your grandfather. My only hope was that you would choose between my teachings and his teachings. Matter it did not which, only that you choose. In life there is no middle ground.”
Shaking his head, Casper said in a raised voice, “But after that you gave me no choice. You created the situation that would keep me here, but then had Madex put a thought in my mind that would keep me here. There is no trust, not that I can see, whatsoever, from you!”

Growling a bit, Yoda stamped his walking stick into the floor. “As much as you say that, it is not true! Fail, you do, to recognize all that I have done. Choose, you do, what outrageous you. Not see my efforts to protect you!”

Grumbling, Yoda walked around flummoxed. Casper considered his words and said, “How does forcing me to trust protect me?”

“As you said, you presume much that had happened could not have if Master Madex knew it all this time!” Yoda stopped and looked at him, pointing his stick. “Too much faith, indeed, I put in Master Madex. What else, I ask of you, do we have if no trust in each other?”

“That is my point, Master,” reminded Casper.

Yoda fell quiet and eyed his walking stick. There was just a time that passed as if all was considered either valid or mute. With a sigh, he said, “I am reckless.” He lifted his stick and walked humbly over to his chair and with a jump was sitting in it. Clearly, to Casper, he appeared very defeated, which drew the man to understand the older male was at his very own crossroads.
“You are right,” said Yoda concisely, clearly, while looking Casper dead in the eyes over the distance between them physically and on all levels. “Experience reveals much if it is not a teacher. For over eight hundred years, many Jedi I have taught. In those same eight hundred years I had watched them achieve, and suffer. In the six centuries since my ascension to the Council, many of them I have sent to those achievements, and to such suffering. I was….able to separate myself from connection, from attachment, with the Code, with the fact I was no longer their Master. Easy it was back then. In these recent centuries, harder it has become.”

Yoda looked towards the other room, which made Casper follow him. Angelleia was not there, but perhaps through hearing she was. Yoda just continued by saying, “Asked me, she did, how well I knew her father. For a while, I was speechless. Thought I had all the words needed to say. Seeing Enothchild’s weapon on Angelleia’s belt knocked down all the revisions of my history. I was fooling myself if I believed attachment had never affected me. Bothers me so when any Jedi dies, I find too easily it is to forget them. Bothers me so much more when Enothchild had just left the Jedi Order, for I felt myself unable to protect him. Even after he had died, now all these years later, that loss has not ebbed.”

Casper was rolling back on his heels. He had known Yoda and Enothchild had a relationship of some kind; he figured it out just as Ros had told him of it, and Juna alluded to it in the past as well. He had seen how Yoda had aged badly years ago after Enothchild had left the Jedi Order, but he never truly acquainted that aging to losing the Vhinphyc; never did he suspect that it ran on a very personal level with Yoda.

“Bother it had,” continued Yoda, “when he had lost Nadja. Go to him I could not; a scar I had suffered, as you know, with her previous incarnation as Siren Gheruit. Not my place it was to grieve with him. Yet I did not want to see, or feel him suffer. As it would be, in the wake of such sorrow, a dream I had.” He waited for Casper to correct him about Jedi having dreams, but he did not. Yoda continued. “Lead me to you, that dream had.”
This was something Casper had not been aware of either. It made him move towards the chairs. It made him sit down, and he sat casually as Yoda had. The Elfin laid his walking stick across his lap and said, “For days I worked over the meaning of what I experienced. Consequences, as you would say, bringing forth Alluetia Hailstorm, which lead me to Lone Star, which lead me to your family, and to you. All of it beginning with the end of Nadja, and the end of all I knew. Indeed, as you would say, destiny this was. The Will of the Force, without question, made me once again humble to it. It was not just because the circumstances had led me to you, but because of the circumstances had revealed to me how imperfect I truly was.
“The loss of Enothchild was predicated on the loss of Nadja; though alive, I had lost him. It made his death that much more profound, for I realized I had not lost him so in the past, it was that I lost my attachment to him. Chose I had to lose it. Realize now, I just have, that I sought to gain it back. I sought it, and I found you.”

Casper let himself say, “You were not looking for an apprentice. You were looking for an attachment to replace the one you had lost.”

“It is my destiny,” said Yoda clearly, without conflict. “Feeless I am not. In control of those feelings, I am.” He worked his little mouth around. “So thought, I was.” He looked back up at Casper and he said, “A new Son I had sought. One who I thought I could protect.”

His mouth dropping open just so slightly, Casper lost a great deal of his bluster from before. Yoda said, “Never once did I truly raise him, yet young Sarch called me his Father. Let him I did, for he did need a father. Called upon I was when Anka-Dee Sura could not calm him, for only I did he seek relief. No child should suffer so, I believed, while in my care. Older, agreed Enothchild and I did that relationship over. How so impossible such a task was, when sparingly I had helped raise him, for over fifty years did I care for him so. Attachment ignored, it could not be denied.
“Those years ago with you, trivial they were at times. Clear the Code is: if denied the Initiate, a Jedi must forget. Told myself then, I did, that dream was profound, a part of destiny. I could not leave Lone Star without you. If it meant I would never return here, so be it. If it means to leave the Jedi Order, join the Lost, then that was my destiny. For you, you were my destiny. I would not be denied you. A test it did become, of my Jedi resolve, as your grandfather flat out refused. Always a test the Force: whether it would be my Jedi resolve, or my fatherly resolve, that would claim you. As Enothchild would point out to me years later, in few words, as it related to you, it was both.
“Once again, there I was: holding another child, this time in my total care. Wrong for me to have ever coveted you as a son. Knew your father Orion too well; a friend forever he will be, I know he would not frown at such a thing. Myself I told back then this was not how it appeared. Trained you I did, best I could….but the cave. You had that vision in the cave, and suddenly realized I did something greater you were apart of. And as it unfolded, such those fears had come true. Yes, fears: the Age of Darkness is upon us; the end of the Jedi as we know it at hand, it is. The birth of the Dark Hope has begun it. The revelation of the Chosen One has concurred the prophecy.
“Back then, on the other hand, prove myself above attachment I thought by leaving you I did. All I found was Enothchild’s return, and in that I neglected you, I see that now. As unfolded known prophecy did, found myself in a realm of horror I did. All has transpired, all connected: the Force in philosophical simplification. Hypocritical, it is one would think, the Jedi fear the Force so. Those accusers are more right than they know.
“As it pertained to myself, upon Enothchild’s face a Mark of the Flames there were. A bruise that reflected a pain that would never heal: the pain he inflicted upon the one he would eventually love. A love that would kill him. Tried I did to prevent him from going, but truly a brave Jedi Enothchild was by leaving. He had embraced his destiny without flinching. I myself flinched.
“As so, as Jedi and as Father, unfold destiny has. With what is known, desperately every Jedi is trying to prevent. If not stop, limit the loss at the very least. Fear, I do, without attachment we will not succeed. We accept loss too easily, for we cannot dwell on it. As you see, arisen a contradiction has.
“For myself, I fell for such foolery. Lost Enothchild I had, but found you in return. Attached to destiny, however, you are. Solidified to that destiny when you had taken Angelleia from Juna. So badly did I want to send her away; I could not, in good conscious. I just could not, not that I feared the mother, but I feared what her destiny would be. In the Enlightenments, there is Casper, roles for all who I know, and care for. There is none, however, for Angelleia. There is not one I can read from those texts. Why that scares me so, I wish I knew. I wish Angelleia could tell me for only she should have the answer.
“What I knew, you would be most affected by all of this. Destiny unfolding, your place and Juna’s places assured. Suspect, I do, that your Daughter a catalyst to something very dangerous. Reasoned I did, that to protect the galaxy the best I could, protect who I cared for most I must! A way, perhaps, to soften the blow upon the Jedi Order, to lessen the damage upon the galaxy. Size matters not, I always say. Difficult that would be, the possibilities were not out of reach. Keep you here, I felt; use that attachment that had affected me as the reason to keep you here, to prevent you from going out there, to prevent perhaps the unfolding of destiny. Deny not Angelleia’s right to be a Jedi, only place her in the least of dangers. As a Healer, the risks to her would be at its minimal. Not ask question she would out of duty. With all of my attachments protected, Juna Rapier’s perhaps would be content, and at peace.
“Before Naboo, there were signs there that would disappointment me. Juna’s actions were mysterious, unexplained; much like her mother’s. The invasion upon her home world raised suspicion; the Sith Hunters enacted to counter my bias in this. As discussed, too trusting indeed I was in Coy Madex. Right you are to say we are too trusting in each other here. Other hand on, without trust among us what good are we? Perhaps this trust will be our downfall. All I wanted was answers: all I wanted to do was protect what I had. Selfish I am to think, with the loss of one Son, I can protect my other Son with an iron fist. You are not my Son: and I cannot stop what has been in motion for a thousand years. I can only hope you can forgive me for what I had done to protect you, and that prophecy unfolds from all of this with little bloodshed.”
Yoda let his head drop and he said, “I fear such things will not be possible.”

Casper turned around again, for he really had nothing more he could say to his Master. This time, he saw Angelleia standing there, looking at them both, with some chocolate stains around her mouth; though funny, the amusement of it was lost. Yoda lifted her head up and saw Angelleia too, which only made him look down again in shame. Clearly she had heard everything; Casper was hoping she understood it because he barely did. He was not as mad at Yoda or the Jedi Order anymore. The pain he felt for being betrayed lingered like the phantom limb pain he still experienced in his legs. Perhaps that was why it hurt, because of what Yoda had admitted to him, that personally feeling he had always in his small, proud heart. Indeed, Master Yoda was not perfect.
Angelleia wiped her mouth and face on her sleeve as if to realize finally she had chocolate on it. She walked over, staring at Yoda the whole time, passing Casper without a word. She reached down and grabbed his little hands and said, “Grandfather?”

Yoda’s ears jerked up before his head moved and eyes rolled upward. Angelleia smiled politely at him, but she said dutifully, “Casper Knightshade will be my Jedi Master, and I his Padawan Learner, and I will become a Jedi Knight like him, like my real father Enothchild, and you.” She rubbed his little hands. “Even without your blessing know I forgive you, and I will still love you anyways.” She pecked him quickly on the tip of his nose, and retreated backwards to Casper. “I am ready, Master.”
Yoda made a frown and grumbled, rubbing at his nose, mumbling, “Kissing my nose.” His eyes were huge, and he appeared to be more offended than appreciated. Still, he did not chastise her for the use of certain, un-Jedi-like vernaculars. But what could he do, just as he had admitted to having attachments of his own.
Casper patted Angelleia’s head, and he said to Yoda, “Even Enothchild realized he could not save everyone, but damn he did try his hardest to. You have, Yoda, and although I understand it, it will still take time to reconcile the facts that lead us to this. Know this though: give me and Angelleia a chance, and I promise you we will do our damnedest to save everyone.” He gave Yoda a bow, which Angelleia followed suite. Yoda did not stop them, allowing them to leave.
“Where do we go from here?” asked Angelleia, outside Yoda’s room.

“To my office, the Behavioral Sciences Unit,” remarked Casper. “There’s bedding there, and we will need our rest for the coming morning.” He placed a hand over on her other shoulder and drew her near him. “That was thoughtful of you to do there. Perhaps a bit too much, but thoughtful.” He noted her quietness, and so he probed, “Did you hear everything?”

“Yes, Master,” said Angelleia, already falling right into training mode. Casper noted that, but said nothing to it yet. “You were right, and he was wrong. But please don’t hold it against him.”
Breathing in at first in thought, Casper said, “What he had done, even in the name of compassion, was overreaching, Angelleia. Even if they endorse your training by me, we can never remain her.”
“Papa?” asked Angelleia out of place.

He patted her shoulder. “Yes, it hurts that much not to be trusted by someone you love.” He stopped, sighed, and bent down to a knee to look her in the eyes. “You know what I mean, don’t you?”

Angelleia slowly nodded in agreement, thinking how before she had hated Juna for not telling her the truth. As much as she forgave her Mother through her Father, there was still residual feeling there. Casper could feel it; it was going to take time for it to go away. No different than what he was feeling as well.

Casper said, “I also need to take you away to get you refocused, to transform you into a Jedi Knight. What I am about to do has never been done to a Padawan at such an early stage.”

“I understand,” assured Angelleia. “Master Yoda asked me so much. He seemed to know everything before I even told him. He saw Papa’s weapon on my belt, and asked me if I thought, through the weapon, through what I have gone through, whether that made me a Jedi.”

Given the importance of that question, as so many Padawans before had gone through such turmoils and struggles and were deemed Jedi afterwards, Casper wasted no time to ask, “And what did you say to him?”

“I told him the truth: no, I am not a Jedi,” said Angelleia honestly. “The weapon does not make the Knight, I said. I have so much still to learn, and so much time to learn it. I am not ready for any trials, even if I did go through one for the past month or so. Master Yoda seemed impressed by that. He asked me if I wanted to be a Jedi Knight, and then he told me to really think about it.” She slowly nodded and said, “I don’t want to be anything else.”
Casper nodded at her and said, “Good girl.” He stood up and slowly urged her on as he turned to look back at Yoda’s room. There, unbeknownst to them at first, was Yoda, staring at them. The diminutive Jedi Master again rubbed his nose and made a yuck face as if to still criticize the fact Angelleia had kissed him, and possibly gave him cooties.

Still bitter in his heart, Casper considered Angelleia’s revelations, and as he turned around to go with her he began to feel very confident about their chances in the next few hours. Certainly Yoda was going to ask her questions; given what he revealed just now, he was measuring whether both Casper and Angelleia were prepared to be teacher and student more than father and daughter. For once, Yoda was going something very foreign and wrong to do: he was going to make a decision based on both the Code and on his attachment to both Casper and Angelleia. Clearly, it would be an unorthodox method of decision making, for one method should contradict the other.

But for once in his nearly nine hundred years of life, Master Yoda was going to correct one of the biggest mistakes he had ever made. Rare was it for him to do this. This time, Yoda was going to take the opportunity when he had passed up on all others. What that meant for the future removed a great deal of questions. Casper could almost taste the victory, even at the expense of his Master’s pride.
For once, Yoda was going to make a great personal sacrifice.
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