CHAPTER 35.0
It had been four long days of Force-induced healing, and so when Angelleia awakened she felt very refreshed and restored at least. For the most part she felt awkward and very confused as she shook out her limbs, a little puzzled why they were warm and yet felt long unused. Not recognizing the old ceiling above her and the breathing aide mask on her face, she finally realized she was not on Master Zesha’s ship, nor was she back on Alderaan in a medical center. She recalled Zonloki, all the way up to the point when that mine blast had struck her face. She felt conscious of herself enough to look at the oversized feminine bed clothing on her body to realize how potentially alone and very unarmed and very vulnerable she was awaking in such an unknown place, dressed as she was.

From her seated position on the bed, Angelleia looked around her and found a very unremarkable place; very old, and if she had to hazard a sniff of the air perhaps it would smell that way too. Her breathing mask, she realized, was just the mask but with a thicker rebreather-filter attached to it where the oxygen hose would normally connect. She went to take it off but hesitated, recalling in her mind the feeling of drowning in a lake of acid; how that acid had just flooded her body, had entered through her nose and mouth, burning them and her lungs. Angelleia knew that was not what had happened, but without really knowing for sure she used her learned techniques to block her sense of smell before removing the mask.
Rising, Angelleia pulled and clung onto the oversized pajamas and relied on her other senses to tell her things. The Force told her a very powerful, correction a extremely powerful, presence was outside the bedroom; they were responsible for all the noise her ears picked up. Without her sense of smell, Angelleia felt weary, for her nose had never let her down to date; her other senses, including the Force, felt just a tad unnatural and underwhelming to her most of the time. It was her natural inclination as a female Vhinphyc to smell everything, smell out the threat. One thing she knew was certain was that the sensed figure in the other room was not her Master. Deep inside her small body, Angelleia felt Zesha would no longer be there for her. Her feeling of vulnerability ratcheted up several dozen notches.
As Angelleia left the bedroom, she noted the living area she had to cross in order to reach her destination. Much was covered under blankets and sheets, and on top of them dust and cobwebs, as if the house had been in disuse for a significant amount of time. The quaintness extended to the fireplace that was roaring with a fire, and the windows that bared patches of frost. The wind howled outside and what could be seen by Angelleia was the blustery horizontal fall of snow; a full on blizzard.
She sensed the powerful presence shift their energy, and fade from her conscious. Angelleia had to extend her Force sense to feel…her again. Definitely a woman, just by the feminine radiance she gave off, but a woman of unknown race. She felt Human, or at least Humanoid, but there was something significantly off about her. Yet, something familiar….

“Come along now,” said the unseen voice from the kitchen. “You won’t find any answers out there, or on a barren stomach.”
Seeing or feeling no choice, Angelleia shuffled towards the source of all her weary curiosity. The sounds of pans and frying finally reached her ears. The small table between her and her host was already covered in foodstuffs, hot, warm, but all in all ready for consumption. As much as her stomach had threatened to rip through her abdomen and help itself judging by the loud noise it made, Angelleia instead sized the woman who had her back turned toward her.

Juna could feel her Daughter’s eyes upon her back and let herself smile. She stirred up the fluff in her fry pan and let Angelleia exam every centimeter up and down, let her take notes. To not frighten her, she kept her Force usage to a minimum to start, and very passive; for all she knew Angelleia was sneaking up on her with a fire poker ready to bash her head in. But she did not fear that; she was afraid of nothing. She enjoyed such risks in her life; gambles of chance that had nothing to do with cards, wheels, and placed monetary bets.
For the moment, Juna turned her full attention around to Angelleia. Angelleia absorbed her host’s appearance of the white, threaded dress gown normally suited for homemakers. Both thought the other so beautiful, and so kind looking. But while Juna smiled Angelleia frowned a little.
Angelleia frowned because the woman before her was familiar to her. The smile would tick off an idea; her height and skin color would tick off another point. What confounded her was Juna’s recently acquired black rose tattoo; it made Angelleia think of another woman entirely who had such a provocative thing between her breasts; a woman she had never met, but knew just as well as this woman in front of her.
“I’m glad you’re up,” said Juna with a smirk that became a friendly smile. “I wasn’t sure you needed such a long period of rest, but given the circumstances it was truly needed. But I’m glad anyways; I was tired talking to myself.” She gestured towards the table. “Sit down, please. Start eating. I’m just finishing up on one last thing.”
Angelleia sat down but forced herself not to act like a breast-fed gundark. She started with a simple question; life was hard, so that was why questions were so easy to ask. “Who are you?”
“I’m Juna,” she said, and she finished with what she was cooking in the very large pan and began to plate the gray-white concoction. She brought the plate with the pile of food on it and put it in front of Angelleia. “A Padawan like you would normally call me Lady Angelleia, but that would be confusing now wouldn’t it?”

Eyebrows raised, Angelleia asked, “As in Juna Rapier Angelleia?”

As much as Juna wanted to tell her Gessa to call her mama, she forced a smile and said, “Just Juna. I would like to think we are friends, Angelleia.”

“You…you know my name,” Angelleia asked cautiously. She looked at the omelet in front of her and looked just as confused looking at that as learning Juna knew her.
“Why did you think your father Casper named you after me, Angelleia Knightshade?” Juna gave her wink and picked up the fork in front of Angelleia and pointed at the stuff in front of her. “Mynock omelet: ever had it before?” She shook her head; Juna tempered her frown at that. “Never? My goodness, Casper had forgotten how much Enothchild Sarch worshipped them! Vhinphycs can never resist the taste.”

“Really?”

“Yes, I knew Enothchild as well.”

“Yeah, that, but,” started Angelleia again. She looked at the mynock omelet and tried not to think what it was exactly. “You mean natural living silicates are edible?”

“Just mynock,” said Juna in correction, “and when it’s prepared right, anyone can eat this.” She proved it by using her own fork to cut a wobbly mynock-egg yoke fluff that covered the mynock meat and ate it. She wasn’t the best cook, but it tasted passable to her so she was able to keep a straight face. “Try it, please? I know you’ll devour it. Why don’t you smell it?” She noted Angelleia’s look. “I know you feel leery about using your nose right now, and I don’t blame you.”
Angelleia made a small frown and eyed the plate in front of her. Her stomach was no longer tolerant to her wishes. She wanted to just shove the stuff into her mouth, but her nose had successfully saved her from errant attempts at eating food she would never like. This, to her, was a total leap of faith, putting a tremendous amount of trust in the word of a stranger, and she was not comfortable with doing that. So she claimed to be Juna Rapier; what exactly did that mean to Angelleia? She never saw her or Juna Rapier before in her life time, although she knew of her in what was portrayed in the media; not that Angelleia had paid attention to such dribble, for she was too focused on her training and on her next scheduled meal.

Relenting, Angelleia chose to trust herself over the stranger and slowly brought her sense of smell back. She twitched as her brain frantically wanted to process every smell her olfactory sense had absorbed. Then her brain wanted to replay everything she had missed for the past four days. She stood as still as she could as illegible imagery flashed behind her brown eyes and made her wince.

Juna put a finger to Angelleia’s bumpy forehead and the turmoil immediately ceased. Angelleia did not relax when she found the onslaught in her mind stopped under Juna’s Jedi Master-like assist; the method, and the very controlled energy release put her beyond Casper’s trained and learned abilities. The energy itself felt both creepy and familiar….
“Sometimes it is best for a Jedi to clear their mind of questions even as they eat,” said Juna with a disarming grin. “Do not let fear govern your actions, Angelleia. Caution here is unwarranted.”
When she heard that, Angelleia thought how that had reflected much of Zesha’s wisdom, and Casper’s wisdom. She took her….well, refocused nose and hovered it over the plate and inhaled; it smelled perhaps a little odd, but not what she expected from a space-born, silicon-based life form that found their way onto ships and chewed on power cables. She carefully forked some of the rubbery, silly looking food and slid it into her mouth. Her expectations for the omelet were not met at all: in fact, the damn thing was delicious!
Juna just watched Angelleia scarf the mynock omelet down before adding, “I wish I had more mynock, so that was why I had made everything else. Unfortunately at this rate we’ll run out of food by the end of the week.” She grabbed some blum fruit and morning deku nuts and let her Gessa take the rest. Talking could wait: Angelleia was just too famished and her stomach required usage. 
Juna had thought she ate a lot when she was younger but her Daughter put her to shame; an adult Enothchild could easily had eaten more, but he was in full control of his appetite and only ate what was there and when necessary. In fact Vhinphycs stomachs were virtual black holes where perhaps not even light could escape; their muscle-producing metabolism never allowed them to get fat. Adolescent Vhinphycs appeared fat because their bodies were producing thick layers of extra skin needed for their eventual growth mass spurt; when they reached maturity, the skin would be stretched very taught over their muscular stature. Chubby, pudgy, small Angelleia was going to gain another two and a half feet in height and gain over a hundred pounds in bone mass alone in the next few years; she would be totally unrecognizable from the child that sat across from her mother. Juna couldn’t wait for that day she would have to look up to see into Angelleia’s eyes.
Over an hour later, Angelleia began to slow down her eating, but she was still eating. There was very little left on the table as she chewed away at an entire loaf of bread in her hands. She finally realized that Juna had been staring at her the entire time. Swallowing, she said, “I’m sorry. I was hungry.”
Juna shook her head. “That’s alright. I made all this for you anyways.”

Angelleia chewed again and asked, “Why are you looking at me then?”

“Does it bother you?” asked Juna. Angelleia shrugged her shoulders. “Well, I look at you because….well, you remind of someone.”

Angelleia swallowed her last bite and pondered, “You knew Enothchild and my father?”

“Yes,” said Juna, restraining herself a bit, because she wanted to tell her they were one of the same. But she knew Angelleia was referring to Casper. “I knew Enothchild Sarch best of all. He was my best friend. I met Casper long after I met him, and eventually we became good friends too.”

“Have…have you tried to contact him?” asked Angelleia. “My father?”

“Oh yes,” said Juna. “Unfortunately given where we are such things take a lot of time, which is always a hassle.”

“Where are we?”

“In a place where Enothchild had lived once many years ago,” said Juna cryptically. Angelleia did not appear to know where that was. “First place I thought of after my assistant Rose Faith saved you on Zonloki.”
Angelleia stopped eating and slowly worked her mouth around. Somehow she was trying to get to that very subject, yet at the same time she did not want to. It was not just for what had happened to her, but what had happened specifically to Zesha. Remembering an hour ago what Juna had said to her, she asked delicately, “What happened on Zonloki? Where is Master Healer Zesha?”

Grimacing, Juna said, “I don’t know how best to put it, but at the very least I can only say is that your Master Zesha had died when she tried to save you.” She could see Angelleia’s shoulders sank. “I’m so sorry; there was nothing Rose could do for her.”

Angelleia let the news just soak into her being and indeed she felt sadness at the loss of Zesha. It seemed so unfair, just as Zesha and she had seemed to finally understand one another. Valiant Zesha, strong and brave and gambling to save her; Angelleia could just sit there and pout for the next few moments.

Juna reached over and put a gentle hand upon Angelleia’s right shoulder, rubbing it for what seemed to be not enough support. Restraining herself was very hard for Juna she was discovering very quickly. The years had kept them apart, and yet Juna felt it was her duty to comfort Angelleia with more than just a simply hand on the shoulder. But she had to hold back for now; too much revelation all at once would be too much for Angelleia to absorb.
“You were entrapped,” said Juna finally to loosen her grimace. “A mine had been placed in your way and when you tripped it, it had exploded too close to your face, and had unleashed a very strong riot suppressant. If it weren’t you, a Vhinphyc, you would have never survived the blast and the pepper irritant that had filled your lungs. You almost asphyxiated in your own blood by the time my Rose had reached you.”
Angelleia let the information soak in and she felt it fit her current memory narrative. She could remember the mine, a cranium smasher unit, leaping from its hidden position in the loose, contaminated soil and hover right before her eyes less than a meter or so away. Just as she got to that point in the memory Angelleia would visibly jump as if the damn thing was leaping up and exploding in her face again.

“The curse of a perfect memory,” said Juna. That drew Angelleia to look her way. “Bad enough for normal people, but worse for a Jedi such as yourself. As your mind and the Force becomes one, it has a tendency to bring forth memories and knowledge as it relates to the situation, or by description, or by a single word alone. For you, I’m sure it includes scent.”

Juna continued. “The mine blast did rattle your brain considerably. I’m sure it’s still damaged, perhaps parts of the tissue permanently scarred. Residual damage may linger as post traumatic stress. With peace and rest and meditation, you will heal from it I’m sure.”

Angelleia sat there for a few moments longer quietly, trying to put her thoughts and her feelings in an appropriate, Jedi context. The operative idea for her would be to mourn the loss of her Master, but not to feel the loss or dwell on it. Grief was destined to come with the position Angelleia was in. Although not all death was predictable, it was inevitable. There was little difference really between someone abusing death sticks and a Jedi Master running into known danger to save her Padawan Leaner; both the addict and Zesha knew their actions could lead to their deaths. But that little difference was what made Zesha a Jedi and made Zehsa a hero; to give her life to save another, as she had almost done many times before.
As she tried to settle her feelings, however, her nose finally smelled something very familiar and it put her on her guard. Angelleia raised her head and her eyes carefully to look at Juna, doing her best to keep herself neutral and numb to her, to take her all in again. She could hear a small, wise voice in her head that suddenly gained purchase in her mind: trust, do not.
Under the circumstances and thinking quickly, Angelleia said quietly, “Could…I be alone.”

“Of course,” said Juna with a warm, assuring smile. She understood Angelleia’s need for privacy. Having gone through such traumatic experiences herself, there was a time to talk and a time for sole solace. “I will be in my room if you need anything. Please, if you can, keep eating. But don’t worry about the mess, I’ll get it.”

“Thank you,” said Angelleia nicely, respectfully. Juna just gave her a nod and a grin and left the kitchen.

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

CHAPTER 35.1

Thinking as she ate quickly, Angelleia also kept her presence guarded. A multitude of thoughts had really entered her brain as she belched and farted her way through the food her ‘hostess’ had so ‘graciously’ made for her. As much as the food was good, and she needed it, with every second passing Angelleia truly doubted Juna’s sincerity. She was preparing to escape from danger.

Everything to Angelleia had seemed harmless enough up until Juna’s scent had reached her nose; she had been too consumed over smelling and enjoying her food she never considered anything else. It was a smell intertwined with Juna’s natural scent. A smell she had known from her dark side Friends that had visited her during those shadowy nights away from the Jedi Temple. The rich, exotic aroma of a black rose.
With that scent, Angelleia formulated other things in her mind about Juna. Her knowledge and expertise with the Force was tremendous and dominating, not passive and flow going. Characteristically she had that same gentleness her Friends had, and it always possessed a readied edge to it. Juna’s touch was just as held back as her presence in the Force, just as held back as the dark side spirits that had invaded her room on Alderaan. And that tattoo, that black rose mark inscribed in her flesh; it was not that it reinforced Angelleia’s fears, it was that she had known that mark on someone else, someone she knew to be wicked and evil.

And still, someone she somehow knew….

Trust, do not.

Any thoughts that made Angelleia want to explore this villainy had it related to her caused the wise, compelling thought in her head to emerge and change her mind. It caused her to focus, to think how and why she was here. It made her consider the very narrow, possible circumstances.
What Juna had told her, if she was Juna Rapier and Angelleia herself could not verify that, was either somewhat a strained form of the truth or really bad lying. The woman knowing the name of her adopted Father meant just as much as knowing who she was named after: it meant little, for Angelleia the name was in history and by golly it was not that much of leap to know who she was named after. 
Then there were the facts about Zonloki. Indeed, Angelleia felt her Master was dead, but her death was known to Juna and not explained. The threat of the Trade Federation was indeed known and real on the world, but that mine, strategically located in her way and loaded with a power irritant that could overpower her, was too coincidental. Plus, Juna seemed to know too much about what had happened in regards to the mine.
Finally, Juna had taken steps to contact Casper. That was rather well and good, and she seemed to be telling the truth about that, but Angelleia did wonder why, after Juna revealed she had known so much about her, she did not contact the Jedi Order in general, or the Jedi Council specifically. Depending where they were, Angelleia knew there had to be at least one Jedi operating in all the Republic sectors and in some places beyond. All she could have done was contact the local government, and they in turn could have contacted the Jedi Order, the nearest patrol, or a Republic ship. By mentioning her Father, clearly Juna was trying to establish that she could be trusted more than anyone else Angelleia knew.
For that matter, why was Angelleia here being looked after instead of in an infirmary? Even a Healer knew it was best, even after treating someone, to have their patient examined more thoroughly. It was because Juna Rapier seemed to know a little too much about what had happened and she was a little too assure Angelleia was alright; so certain it was as if she had planned everything.

 That little wise voice in Angelleia’s head, when superimposed over the facts as she saw them, clinched it for her. Angelleia was certain Juna was not who she was. It all was just too much of coincidence. She had to leave.

Carefully, Angelleia first option was flight and therefore she walked to the only door in the house and opened it. She felt once through the door she was just going to run. She doubted they were still on Zonloki, and she doubted civilization was close by, but wherever they were there had to be ship. She could not fly the ship, Angelleia had not learned how to fly anything, but she knew how to use a hyperspace transceiver. All she needed to do was send a quick message on the active Jedi Emergency Band.

The plan, however, fell on her in the form of powdery snow. Just as the door moved aside, a snow bank taller than her body had built up in the doorway and just avalanched. Angelleia emerged from the fluffy pile and shook off her white imprisonment to peer out the door. The snow, however, was much higher beyond the door, a good two meters in height, and she could see over the crest of the snow more of it was falling and blowing sideways, and very cold air rushed through the opening. To Angelleia only the deep snow would work against her, and as she exerted herself and the cold just begun to affect her, she wondered how far she would truly get.

Reluctantly, Angelleia shut the door. The heating elements around the door were working to melt the snow that came in, draining the water through the built-in grating; it worked outside as well, but the continuous snowing and drifting overwhelmed the unit. It was a lot of snow there, and just too obvious for her hostess to miss.
Angelleia, however, did wonder why Juna did not feel the change her actions had caused. Setting that aside, Angelleia went back to her own room to find her things; one of them she hoped would be her lightsaber. She saw no alternative now; her hostess was clearly a threat and had placed her in a position of imprisonment. Given the evidence, Angelleia could not see why Juna was not a Sith. It was a matter of self defense, and she would demand Juna let her go. If not…then she saw no alternative. It would also prove a point to Angelleia: if friends, the lightsaber would be with her things.

Inside her room, Angelleia saw her utility belt and examined it. Although the Healer supplies, though most were used, were still there her lightsaber was not. At that point it had dawned on her, when she looked into the dressing room mirror and saw her puffy face for the first time, that she had her weapon out and right near the mine when it had exploded. She flinched visibly again as if feeling the explosion again, realizing to some degree that her lightsaber had also exploded.
“Damn!” With her borrowed night clothes getting wet with melting snow she checked the closet and the dresser and quickly around the small room and found none of her clothes. Nothing seemed to be in her favor.

Angelleia finally realized she still had one favor that gave her one advantage. She realized Juna was strong in the Force, knew so much more about using it. But Angelleia used the Force, too, and as a Vhinphyc she was physically stronger. As her just-ate food processed, she could feel her strength and her durability improve tremendously. With surprise, she could overwhelm Juna, perhaps even land a knock-out blow. If there were weapons in the place at all, it would be on Juna, or it would be in her room.

Leaving her assigned room and heading towards the room Juna had entered, Angelleia tapped into the Force and prepared herself for running. As soon as Juna opened the door, Angelleia would unleash a rush and bowl her over; from there, Angelleia could only hope the rush was enough, that she did not have to do more than that. She reached the door, knocked on it, and said, “Misses Rapier? I need to talk to you.”
Quickly, Angelleia took five steps back and let the Force energy build in her powerful legs, right down to her small feet. The floor under her feet seemed to sense what was about to happen and groaned; a duracrete floor no less, covered in carpet. The Padawan could feel her relationship with the planet’s gravity – and the planet did feel familiar to her as well – and she apologized in advance, for she about to defy the laws that held her down.
After several long seconds of waiting, Angelleia said, “Juna?” There was no response from the room. “Juna!” The louder voice did not get any results. Not wanting to tip Juna off, Angelleia kept her energy focused around her and she approached the door again. It was a door with a good seal, thus it made it impossible for her to smell Juna through the door. She dared put her hand on the door, and she opened it slowly with an abrupt push to break the seal.

A sniff, and a pushed door in and Angelleia entrance that followed, she found no Juna.

Perplexed, Angelleia used her nose and sniffed Juna’s trail out. The scent went the dresser, and to a coat rack, and then to the other side of the bed. She reached the end of the line and could not help to feel remnants of dark side energy. Behind that particular spot, Juna’s scent was stale.

“What…where did she….” Angelleia extended her Force senses beyond the spot to scour the room. She went to the dresser and found some clothing there. The one side of the closet had much nicer affairs. She opened the other side and found an empty closet. There was a chest at the foot of the bed; she opened it and found some unusually things in it like clown makeup and really silly joke props.
Deciding under the bed was the next place to look, Angelleia went to the side of it and bend down. However upon grabbing the bed she realized the mattress was not a mattress. She pounded on it with the flat of her hand and mused, “A slab of rock?” Yet somehow, she knew that was not so weird….

Ignoring the feeling, she peered under the rock bed and found dust. She had to itch the base of her right horn where it met the skull and she said, “What the hell is going on here?” She scanned the rest of the room, and found no tricks, no trap doors, not even a wall safe.

Angelleia’s perplexed wonder ended when it occurred to her she had perhaps been duped again. At any time, when she had opened the front door, Juna could have left the room. Given her mastery of the dark side, Juna was undetectable. This could have been a test of some sort.
“Spud!” Angelleia looked around the room and made certain it looked the way it did before she had entered it. Satisfied, she stepped out of the room and closed the door. She backed away from the door and proceeded to her left, towards one of the two other rooms not yet explored.

The door opened and as Angelleia turned around she nearly jumped out of her oversized night clothes; Juna had just came out, all smiles, and just as surprised as Angelleia was. Every idea Angelleia had at that moment to attack Juna had left her.
“OH! Oceans, Angelleia!” Juna put her hand to her chest while her other hand, and arm, held familiar clothing and boots. “I didn’t mean to frighten you. I was just getting your new clothing and…wait, why are you wet?”
Angelleia was trying to understand how Juna pulled that trick off. One second she was not in her bedroom, the next second she was coming out of it. She watched Juna turned her attention towards the front door. All she got out was, “I…well…uh.”

“You opened the front door,” said Juna with a sigh. She turned her attention back around and admonished politely, “Needing fresh air in a blizzard is not wise. Are you feeling alright?”

“I’m fine,” said Angelleia, at a loss for the moment on what to do. “I just….wondered where you were, that’s all.”

“Well I wasn’t outside in a blizzard,” said Juna with an amused look on her face. Angelleia felt stuck, but her hostess instead just handed over her bundle. “New clothing. I’m afraid your Jedi uniform was unsalvageable.”

Angelleia received the items and just did her best to keep speaking, trying to get her mind to work. At the same time she did not want to ask probing questions. “That’s okay. I…saw the snow banks…..doesn’t look like we’re going anywhere, anytime soon.”

“Unfortunately true,” said Juna. “That’s a shame, really; now I can’t check for transmissions on my ship. Oh well, these storms don’t last forever.” She guffawed and teased Angelleia by tugging on the silk robe top. “My clothes just don’t fit you. You best get cleaned up and dressed. You should meditate as well. In a while we can get together and discuss some things.”
Angelleia welcomed the given retreat. She nodded quietly and took her things to her bedroom. The whole time she kept trying to figure out how the hell Juna had pulled off her quick appearing act with very little disturbance in the Force. She then realized ideas of attack and escape were going to be fruitless for the time being until the storm ended and she had figured out Juna’s true strength. Angelleia just had to rely on her patience.
As she dressed, Angelleia again was confused as shipping smell was still on the items; as if freshly brought from the rack and cupboard. She could even smell the Human handlers. Juna had only been ‘in her room’ for less than an hour.

Trust, do not.

“Oh, I won’t trust her, believe me,” Angelleia had told herself after hearing that wise voice again in her mind. Finished dressing, she did her best to center herself and begun to meditate. She had thought about trying to use the Force to send a distress out. She did not, knowing that for such a distress call to work a Jedi had to be on the planet and perhaps just the next continent over. 

That was not her reason to do it, though. Angelleia had felt strongly that Juna was personally responsible for what had happened on Zonloki. For Zesha, and in the name of justice, Angelleia had to learn the whole truth, and when the time was right she would act. 

And act accordingly as a Jedi should.
