CHAPTER 30.0
It was morning now on Hijarna, and Juna ended her silent vigil over her Daughter. She knew Rose had been standing patiently behind her, waiting even though too exhausted to be of any use. She adjusted her Daughter’s breathing mask to make sure it fit properly, and then with the Force she placed her finger upon her Daughter’s forehead and centered the child, placing her in a calming, healing state.
“Thank God she isn’t a Force coma,” whispered Juna, though she meant to speak in a normal volume.
Force comas were a plague twice in Juna’s life; unlike the healing coma she put her Daughter in Force comas was an instinctive reaction of one’s own Force projecting out to prevent other forms of the Force from entering; usually due to Force-induced trauma. Because of such a defensive shroud, any attempt by a Force user to apply energy to a Force comatose entity were hit back with unstoppable, powerful energy that could seriously injury or kill the source. In Juna’s special case, with her ability to use the Force to read objects by mere touching, Force users could not even touch her. Enothchild held Juna during the destruction of Vhanba when she was in a vulnerable Force state, and as the energy of that destruction nearly killed her and put her in her first Force coma, Enothchild’s hands were practically melted off the bone. The second time none of the strongest Force users in the rescue party to Sanctuary could touch Juna; only non-Jedi, non-Sith, non-Force feeling Dizzy Arnes could touch her; Magus Prophet made an attempt to take Juna back from Dizzy, and upon touching her he burst into flames.
“My Mother couldn’t touch me for many months after Sanctuary,” said Juna retrospectively as she caressed her Daughter’s long brown hair on her head. “Not even to kiss me on my forehead; such a loving, soothing touch would have killed her.”

Juna bent over and kissed her Baby on her forehead, leaving her lips on the rounded forehead for a very long time, projecting all of her love through the contact. She snuffled and she wiped at her face again to clear her tears. “I miss Mama’s touch so much. I know she misses mine.”

“Naressa’s touch or Angelleia’s touch,” asked Rose.

“I’m sorry?” Juna was struck a little confused by the statement.

“Is it your mother that you know misses your touch, or your daughter that you know misses your touch?”

“My mother,” said Juna to clarify. She blinked her eyes and looked at Rose again. “You said Angelleia.”
“That is what your daughter is now known as.” Rose was wearing a standard jump suit, and she pulled from her pockets a common government issued identification card; Jedi smartly kept such cards in their boots; Angelleia’s boots were off. She gave the card to Juna. “Angelleia Knightshade.”

Juna looked at the card and flashed her inherited Solo smirk. “Very clever, Casper.” She shook her head and handed the card back to Rose. “I expected that: standard protocol for the Jedi Order is to provide new identities in order to protect the families of members. That’s her Blue Harvest name.”

“Blue Harvest?” quizzed Rose.

Juna knew all about it; in a way she did not want to explain again, she had gotten the information from Enothchild. “When an Initiate is inducted into the Order, their original name and birth information is put into a system called Blue Seed, where it’s stored forever for very few purposes. From that information, processed through what’s called the Blue Field, a new identity, birth date, and some other ruse information is created and placed into a permanent personnel file kept on hand for the Order, the Supreme Chancellor, and the Senate: that’s Blue Harvest. By law only thirteen members of the Jedi Order are allowed to see the Blue Seed files generally. Specifically, when one becomes a Jedi, they are allowed only one opportunity to see their own Blue Seed file; after that, they cannot.”
Rose nodded, accepting what her mistress had said without question. Juna said, “I’m sure Casper kept her in the know, though. Why else would the Council allow her to be called Angelleia?”

“Mistress, about that,” began Rose.

“Wait a moment,” said Juna and she stood up to lean her back against the wall. “Go ahead now.”

“Mistress, I do not know how else to say this so I will repeat it,” said Rose carefully. “Angelleia was attacked by Jedi Knights.” Juna still had a hard time believing that, even though she knew Rose would not lie about such a thing. “And add that Jedi Knightshade was not there.”

Now that was making it unbelievable; why would Casper not be there! It made Juna drop her mouth and ask, “Are you sure they weren’t Sith, or perhaps agents of the Sith maybe?” Rose shook her head. “You know I don’t buy that crap about ‘only two Sith at anytime’ jammed and jarred right?”

“I swear to you it is the truth,” assured Rose. “Upon my arrival I sorted out the situation immediately by the way our foes had lined up for an ambush. What was odd right from the start when I flew over was how alone Angelleia was, and how the others lied in wait.

“By the time I reached her via my suit’s sensors, a Bothan I learned named Coy was attempting to get to Angelleia and an Anomid that was dying rather horribly; she was dressed and equipped as if she were a Jedi Healer.” Rose stopped and walked over to the foot of the med bed. From the floor she picked up a utility belt that would fit Angelleia’s small waist; it was stocked heavy with extra pouches. “I borrowed some of Angelleia’s supplies to treat her.”
Juna held up her hand and said, “They were training her to be a Healer.” She frowned. “She’s no Healer.” Rose looked at her, and both her eyes and feelings expressed nothing. Still, Juna said, “Don’t get me wrong, Healer is just as honorable and noble as Knight, but she’s……”
Finally, Juna waved her hands as if to chase the tangent away like the gnat that it was. “Continue, sorry.”

Yes Mistress,” said Rose. “As I was saying-.”

“Casper wasn’t there.” Juna crossed her arms and eyed Rose, totally ignoring her own order. There was more than one anyone fact gnat that was now bothering her. “He wasn’t there at all. I would have felt him, I’m sure of it.”

“No, he wasn’t there,” said Rose, “unless I killed him before your arrival by mistake.”
“No, no,” said Juna, crossing her eyes in frustration. She reached and grabbed Angelleia’s little hand. “I’m sorry, please continue. I won’t try to interrupt again.”

Rose said, “As I was saying the Anomid Jedi was very dead. I laid suppression fire against the Bothan and-.” She stopped again when Juna looked too thoughtful and asked, “Yes?”

Juna frowned and said, “A Bothan named Coy Madex……why do I…….” She let go of Angelleia’s hand to see if she was getting information from her unconscious source. She knew better, though, for she no longer lacked control over her abilities even though she was having trouble with her emotions. The information was coming from within her already, from a familiar source…. “Go on, Rose.”
Rose said, “After chasing away any attack I did a quick scan on Angelleia and matched it to the dead Anomid Jedi. I needed further analysis before rendering a conclusion. Would you like to hear that before I go on?” Juna nodded. “Angelleia’s blood killed the Anomid, attacked her like she was a virus at the genetic level.”
“It wasn’t a weapon the Trade Federation dumped?”

“No, Mistress. The scanners were very clear, as well as the analysis.”

Juna was stunned by that, but it sounded a little familiar. She said, “Your first mistress Faith had saliva that attacked midi-chlorians exclusively, broke them right down at the molecular level like venom. I will take a look at the analysis later; I’m sure its something similar.”

“One more thing Mistress, if I may,” digressed Rose. She walked over to the controls in the room and activated the central lift. It came down from the ceiling, and the lift sported her Saberhide body armor. Or, to Juna’s shock, what was left of it!
When it landed, Juna immediately examined the body armor, which was in full in pieces/retract mode on an artificial Rose Faith body double. The back of the helmet was cracked and brittle to the touch. Parts of the back where the polymorphic carbonite retracted and become its storage shape had holes in them. There were other holes in various parts of the once indestructible armor. Taking measure of the overall hard parts, she could see the armor was ruined: there was no way it would survive the transformation into operational mode.
Juna then looked at Rose for real for the first time and realized how pooped and banged up the young woman was. Under consideration of what had happened, she went over and looked her over. “Are you alright, Rose? I’m so stressed I didn’t think about you.”

“I’m fine,” said Rose in her stoic, obedient best. “It was a difficult operation, but I did as you told me to do.”

“But you’re okay? Angelleia’s blood didn’t touch you?” persisted Juna, eyeing her carefully, scanning the Dark Side slave with the Force.

“It has not; we would not be having this conversation, and the Jedi would have Angelleia,” insisted Rose.

“Damn! That was the last of the Saberhide.” Juna shook her head in disgust. The Trade Federation invasion made it impossible to move the ever-churning batch of polymorphic carbonite from the factory. The only thing to do was shut the vat down and the magnetic field that prevented it from hardening, solidifying the batch improperly, instantly ruining it. Juna had saw no need to restart the Saberhide program; although armor production costs were reduced, it was still not economically viable. There was no way to replace Rose’s armor; repairing it was not even an option. Rose could still wear some of the primary pieces but without them interlocking together the armor was strategically ineffective.

“That is alright, Mistress, I can adapt to Saberskin,” said Rose.

“That’s going to be a problem for us for the near future,” said Juna. Rose still did not know she had sold Rapier Technologies – Juna herself did not know about the turmoil that had occurred after she had left for Zonloki. Setting matters aside, she said, “Please continue.”

“Yes Mistress,” said Rose dutifully. “I fought off some Trade Federation equipment during the process of escape. I was then chased by the Jedi; they revealed themselves when they realized they could not stop me. One of them caught up with me, but Muriel’s training had saved me and made him a prisoner. I tricked him into coming with me by insisting on a tug of war over Angelleia’s body.”
Juna just motioned for her Ward to continue. Rose said, “The group of Jedi that came faced me off in a stalemate.”
“Again, how do you know they were Jedi?” asked Juna. “I want to be absolutely sure what you experienced. Do I make myself clear?”
Rose nodded, retracted her armor remains and continued. “Mistress, they did not do what had to be done to win at that point. I had, in their minds, two people against no one. I had a shield they could not penetrate; they had the Force and they did use it on me, but they used it in such defensive, passive ways. Their first option was Affect Mind, done by one of them too attached to one of their own. That suggested two things: a Jedi mind trick, and a master/apprentice relationship. A Sith would not have such an alliance, and if he was a Sith and he did Affect mind would not have been an option, Force Lightening, or killing the hostages would have been. The Jedi got a lesson about trying at affecting my mind.”
“I can affect and alter your mind,” said Juna.

“You are a Sith Maiden, and of the Dark Side; he is not,” stressed Rose. “As you know, I am powered by the Spiritual Dark Side Force. His light energy cannot enter me. It would be like his tiny stick against the Dark Side’s flash flood waters.

“The Bothan named Coy Madex, on the other hand, tried an interesting trick of natural telepathy.” Rose nodded when Juna craned her head in surprise. “He is Jedi too, but after seeing his fellow Jedi fail miserably he used only his natural gift. He discovered the truth too.”
Juna nodded in understanding, but she also nodded in understanding to what she now knew about Coy Madex. He knew him, or at least the feeling of knowing him, not the knowledge of knowing of him; she knew more than his last name too. Yes, there was a Bothan Jedi that had natural telepathic abilities, a once-in-a-lifetime-first-ever Bothan. He had one hell of a back story too….
“Before your arrival, I was bluffing them,” continued Rose. “I had put the location beacon on Angelleia’s back when I had first reached her. I told them it was a mine. They held pat, talking too much about defenseless persons. The Bothan kept telling them they took an oath. Your arrival signaled the end of the stalemate.”
Rose then asked, “What was the Millennium Falcon doing there, Juna?”

Juna let a knowing smile cross her face and did her best not to get red. She rubbed her chin and said, “I guess I have some explaining to do about that, don’t I?”

“I only ask because without it, I should have been caught multiple times,” said Rose. “I held off on telling just to see if you would bring it up. Without the pilot of the ship causing interference a stronger show of Jedi force would have been on me.”

“Rigged elections were the least of my worries when I saw my Gessa’s painful destiny,” said Juna. “I hoped the Falcon was in the neighborhood, and thankful I was right.”

“It came in handy,” said Rose. “Saved us all.”

“Has always,” remarked Juna with a smile. It never seemed to fail, that ship. Sure it fell apart overdramatically at times, but in the end didn’t the Corellian stock light freighter always found a way.
Sighing, Juna attended to Angelleia, playing with her hair. She said, “Perhaps it wasn’t a trap for me after all. Suppose it was for Angelleia.” She turned towards Rose and asked, “Suppose it was a message being sent by the Sith to back off? Perhaps the Jedi Order caught wind of it and sent help-.”

“Juna,” injected Rose warningly.
“Rose, suppose the Sith know Angelleia is my Gessa?”
Rose said, “Then, as you pointed out earlier with Blue Harvest, the Jedi Order must have been compromised from the inside.”

“Wouldn’t you say it’s not a great leap,” began Juna, using her left hand to point at herself and her right hand to point at Angelleia, “to say she is my Daughter?”

Turning her head, and with new energy to debate, Rose said, “For the Sith to know that, then one of six people outside of the Jedi Order has betrayed the impossible truth about your ability to birth any race of child.” She became a little more expressive out of frustration. “That means either you, I, Greta, Dizzy, Muriel or Diggory had told them; we were the only ones that knew of Bella’s existence. Greta had passed away years before Dizzy had.” She said nothing more than that.
“What if I didn’t get everything out of the Manor?” questioned Juna. “Suppose that Maul character…..through Bog…..maybe something left behind I wasn’t aware of?”
“I hate to say this to you, but you are going outside the norm of acceptable irrational thought,” said Rose. “You are making excuses for the Jedi.”

Juna let her head sunk down. There was a measure of truth in that, for there was no way her tight secret circle would so betray her. And if they left something behind to reveal Angelleia’s true identity, Juna felt that she would had known it. Breslin had felt off the moment she discovered the hostages were held there, and later she understood that feeling was the Sith involvement; upon further examination she had such a feeling prior to the Invasion of Naboo. Zonloki was very different in feel. She reconsidered her vision, about everything she saw in it.

“Lights,” she finally said after a few seconds. “In the omen that foretold this event I saw light beings around me as Angelleia. It made little sense for as brightly as they shined they never could chase the shadows all around them, the Universal Force as it stands.” She looked at Angelleia. “They are not as brilliant as my Gessa in the Force, but of the Light there is no question. They did nothing in the omen, just stood there, watched, waited.”
Juna shook her head, but said opposite of her denial of the facts, “Those Jedi used her pain to bait me into a trap.” She looked at Rose. “Not for any Sith: me! I would be the only Dark Side creature who would had cared for her deeply and passionately enough to come.” 
She tugged at Angelleia’s clothes as her mind began to work around the knowledge that emerged in her conscious. Pieces of a puzzle were coming together very quickly. “The Jedi Order thinks I had something to do with the invasion of Naboo. To their knowledge only my Mother or I could have trained Darth Maul. They were fully aware of our abilities; perhaps they felt I had succumbed completely to my Darkness.”
Juna looked back at Rose and said, “It’s the only thing that makes sense given what we know. But it’s too horrible to comprehend they would use and torture one of their own.”

“The desperate will do anything out of desperation,” was Rose’s cool response.
“Desperation?” questioned Juna. “Do you think the Jedi did this out of desperation? What kind of desperation, that I am not doing something!” She was irritated because the conclusion was the only one. “Beyond suspecting me for Darth Maul, what else is there?” It dawned on her and she said, “You don’t suppose….the elections?”

“We are doing a private, unsupported by the Throne investigation into them,” said Rose. “Among other things that could be…misconstrued as some Sithian plot.”
“Oh for the love of lobster!” Juna pinched the bridge of her nose and took several steps away from Angelleia. Frustration was a very light word at the moment. “I swerved right into it, didn’t I? Damn it!” Sighing heavily she turned back to Rose. “The Sith probably set this whole thing from the get go; a classic bait and switch. Beautifully well executed!” She threw up her hands. “Doesn’t help I shot at Jedi Knights either, from my one-of-a-kind ship no less!” She gestured at Rose and had to ask, “Did they strike you with lightsabers?” Rose nodded and Juna groaned. “Cripes! I’m sure they know the Trade Federation didn’t get their hands on our Saberhide recipe. Smeck, I’m screwed! How do I clarify this with them?”
“You don’t,” said Rose plainly. Juna frowned at her. She explained, “In my opinion the Jedi Order has declared war on you. That was clear the moment they tortured your daughter to lure you to Zonloki. As you said, they firmly believe you created Darth Maul. They apparently know we have an agent checking election sites and may have assumed we were rigging the elections, not saving them; our communications with the rest of the Thorns may have been intercepted and interpreted wrong. Perhaps they know of the Wettlespear and its origins now; last we checked it appeared to have been responsible for the death of a family. It’s even likely they have gotten to Gosten Crisiol after you had talked to him earlier this week and he was forced to reveal Project Korriban.”
“That’s a stretch,” said Juna.

“Not after they used your daughter,” Rose pointed out.

Juna found herself agreeing with Rose; she still used every ounce of her strength to prevent her head from nodding. She had to point out, “This move though…for them….it’s too aggressive.”
Rose said, “The Jedi have committed themselves to destroying you now. Given our actions it will be impossible for us to reason with them. Therefore, Mistress, we only have two options. The first option is to surrender to them, and pray they still do not believe in summary executions for Sith. The second option is to take the war to them.”

“Absolutely not!” Juna said vehemently, unable to contain her denial. “Rose, I can’t fight a war on two fronts like that, not against the Jedi and the Sith! With what, and with who?” It occurred to her why Rose had limited the two options to absolutes, and her eyes exploded before her voice exploded her response. “Oh NO!”

“Mistress, consider-.”

“Shut up!” Juna put her finger so hard in Rose’s face her finger poked the end of the smaller woman’s nose, causing her to flinch; the command made Rose silent. “Get this straight, Rose, I will not, REPEAT I WILL NOT” she screamed, and she used the Force to boot to make her point, her eyes briefly flashing with yellow energy, the echo shaking the ship “consider an alliance with the Sith! They are our enemy, our only enemy! I won’t enter into survivals of convenience with them! I will not even entertain the idea beyond this point! When the time comes, I will kill the Sith! Is that clear!”

Rose cast her head down in shame and in silence. Juna did nothing to correct her position this time: she wanted the Sith Slave to be looking down in shame! She calmed, losing a bit of her Dark edge, but maintained her anger. “My war is with the Sith, not the Jedi! I must consider all options, yes, but not that one! Ever!” She huffed and stepped back towards Angelleia. “And because I must consider everything, I must realize that what happened on Zonloki could be a misunderstanding; not simple, but a misunderstanding nonetheless! For all I know, Rose, we could have rogue Jedi going off on their own tangents, contradicting the Jedi Council. A thousand possibilities that requires some patience and time to reduce those numbers, and then from there figure out, if possible, to clarify what had went wrong.”
Juna walked back over to Rose and forced the woman’s head up by the chin to look her in the eye. “I tell you why I believe that: where is Casper Knightshade in all of this?” There were so many questions in regards to that subject; she had some ideas, but she had to be convinced. “You find him, we will know the answers.”
Taking a step back, Juna ordered, “I’m taking Angelleia with me, and we’ll be leaving Hijarna. Before I contacted you I had sold Rapier Technologies and left word that the Galactic HoloChannel was for sale as well. Don’t worry: I didn’t leave the best product secrets behind: they’re mine, not the companies. For now, however, I won’t be able to provide you with proper body armor, so there’s no point in having you in dangerous situations.
“That means I want you to go home to Mesuera, run some interference for me, and at the same time get some information about everything; most important of all find out about Casper. It’s more than likely the Jedi may be waiting for us, and they will perhaps apprehend you. Do not resist them, Rose. Don’t tell them anything vital or what we are doing, but do not fight them: I want you taken peacefully. It may get us to Casper or perhaps someone higher up. If so, then tell Casper or that member or members of the Jedi Council about this whole situation and how much of a misunderstanding it is.
“In the meantime I’ll commence with security protocols to protect my private files and drain the system of everything, in case the Jedi do show up at the house and snoop around the computer systems, if they can crack my system.” Juna walked over to the comm system terminal of the Diamidas and in no time flat had accessed her home terminal and proceeded as planned.

“Mistress, where will you go?” asked Rose quietly.

“I’m not telling you, Rose,” said Juna patiently. Finished, she left the home unsecured. She turned around and said to her, “I know you keep secrets well, and Jedi mind tricks don’t work on you, but trust me there are other ways a Jedi can get the information they desire.”
Juna walked over to the med bed and activated its repulsorlift system. She pulled on the table and it began to follow her. Rose quickly grabbed Angelleia’s removed items and placed them on the foot of the med bed. “I will try to keep in contact with you.” She sighed and calmly said to Rose, “We may not see each other again. That is another possibility to consider.”

Rose raised her head up and said, “I understand.”

“If that’s the case, I want you to live a normal life if it’s possible, Rose. That’s a direct order, understand?”

After Rose nodded in understanding, Juna put her hands on Rose’s shoulders and said, “I haven’t thanked you enough for all you have done. You may think it’s just a service, your duty, but if this is it for us I will never forget you, especially on this day.” She drew Rose to her and gave her Ward a deserved hug.

Rose slowly lifted her arms up to return the hug. She blinked as her eyes suddenly strained and genuine tears began to form in her eyes. Juna said, “I’m sorry for all the times I have used you.”
Uncharacteristically, Rose mumbled, “I forgive you, Juna.”

Juna gave Rose a gentle, love peck on the lips and hugged her hard one last time. Rose said, “We will meet again. And it will be a happy day.”

Juna nodded in total agreement and said, “I have hope.” She turned and grabbed the med bed and left Rose and the Diamidas. She didn’t look back as she loaded herself and Angelleia on the Flora Noir.

As she secured one Daughter, she felt the one she raised and took care of like a daughter leave Hijarna, through the hum of repulsors, to the rumble of engines, to the banishment of her unique presence. Juna had hope for Rose Faith, and she had hope that the Jedi Order would understand everything. With her Vhinphyc daughter recovering quietly, hope was not the only thing Juna had.
